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Dear Readers

I once tried describing PILGRIM’S PROGRESS to some fellow
co-workers. I don’t think I did a good job:

“Oh, sort of a ‘Dungeons and Dragons’ for Christians,
right?” was one reply.

“Oh, kind of like the ‘Wizard of OZ’?” replied
another.

No, not right. Their ideas of a fantasy quest was
obviously different than mine.

Over three-hundred years ago an english Nonconformist
preacher - a major rebel for his time and place! - named John
Bunyan set out to write what is known today in the literature world
as a ‘fantasy-quest’; probably the most famous ‘fantasy-quest’
since the grail literature of the twelfth and thirteenth centuries.
What makes it so unique isn’t just that it’s the first quest book
as such, but the fact that still today it’s also considered to be
one of the greatest volumes of Christian fiction ever written and
has never been out of print
since its first publication!

Book One, published in 1678, is the story of the man
Christian who embarks on a pilgrimage from the city of Destruction,
seeking out the great Celestial City on Mount Zion, the home of the
Heavenly King. Book Two, published six years later, is the story of
Christian’s wife Christiana and their four boys as they follow his
footsteps. Both parts are a journey through Christian parable,
simile, and allegory.

Ever since Mr. Bunyan rested his pen, a world full of
writers have been picking it back up and trying to match him with
their own quest books - a simple look through science
fiction-fantasy sections of book and computer stores will
illustrate just how popular the quest theme has become! But even
though many great writers have spent a lifetime writing such books,
none have even come close to rivaling Bunyan’s themes of Christian
living, salvation, and exaltation. Why? Because very few have
centered their writings on such themes or such morals - you can’t
have the fruits without the roots!

I first discovered the joy of reading only when I
discovered such quest masters as H.G. Wells, Jules Verne, Andre
Norton, and Edgar Rice Burroughs. These writers not only wrote good
quests (Mr. Verne called them ‘voyages’), but they usually had some
sort of moral to teach as well. (As we know, Mr. Wells’ morals did
improve with time.) And that moral is what I’ve discovered to be so
sadly missing on many of today’s bookshelves. In fact, I’ve
discovered that many modern fantasy editors appear to consider
morals less and less when looking for new books - as the immortal
Mae West explained,‘"Virtue has its own reward,
but it has no sale at the box office."

Having cut my teeth on those whom I consider to be the
Founders of modern science fiction-fantasy literature, I was more
than just interested when a copy of THE PILGRIM’S PROGRESS finally
found its way into my hands. I read it, astounded as page by page I
discovered that three-hundred years ago a minister could so easily
blend biblical simile and allegories with the fantasy quest theme
in order to tell a good story and teach such good principles. And,
as I reached the last page of Bunyan’s work, I was thrilled to
discover that his ‘dream’ of the pilgrimages of his characters was
not yet complete! As Bunyan wrote:

"As for Christian's children, the four boys that
Christiana brought with her, 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.
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…
"

Since reading those words, I’ve diligently sought that
which Bunyan never wrote, laying my head down more than one night
after praying to know the fate other pilgrims. And, after I had
desired to know the things Bunyan had seen, and believing that the
Lord was able to make them known unto me, I sat pondering in mine
heart. And then the dreams came.

I speak with a certain amount of authority when I say that
the four boys and their wives were never able to
return to the hospice of the
Shepherd [Bunyan called it the
Sheepfold of the Good Shepherd]
where Christiana had persuaded her children to do what every
pilgrim was forced to do - that of
leaving their children in the hands of the
Shepherd whose call is: ‘Suffer the little children to come unto
me’. And, as these children felt the call of that same King, they
one by one left the hospice and began their own pilgrimage in the
steps of their parents and grandparents, in search of the great
Celestial City on Mount Zion, the home of the King and His Son. It
is the story of some of these grandchildren that I have dreamed of
and will now attempt to tell.

I could never match the tremendous abilities of Bunyan’s
literary skill, nor would I try. As many have written, his book
stands alone as the work of a great and creative writer. There was
only one John Bunyan, and I am not he. Despite this severe handicap
I’ll do my best to tell you a good story in the tradition of the
original writer - but I’ll tell it my way and according to my
dreams. And to even attempt to match Bunyan’s literary skills would
be a nightmare! But then, I’m writing for modern readers, not the
seventeenth century audience he so amply served!

My main character will be somewhat different than that of
the original writer. Bunyan was a member of a generation breaking
free from what they saw as an evil, apostate form of religion and
were seeking to find a better way; therefore his characters were
converts to the words and commands of the King of the Celestial
City on Mount Zion. From where I stand on the pilgrimage route, and
looking through the field glasses of the Latter-day Saint branch of
Christianity, I see John Bunyan's generation as having paved the
way and laid the foundation upon which the Gospel in its innocence
and purity was restored through a modern prophet who re-established
Christ's church here on Earth, preparing the world for the coming
of the Kingdom of God. So the generation written of in this book
will differ according to their times and generation, but they will
be raising the same Swords of Truth to enlighten a darkened world.
Those of you, my gentle readers, who believe that the Latter-day
Saint branch of Christianity are heretics and Satan-worshipers, I
only ask that you read with an open heart and allow yourself to be
amazed at how much Christianity you are going to find in this
little book.






Some Things You
May Not Like

One thing I’ve noticed while reading and rereading
Bunyan’s book is that there are rarely if ever physical
descriptions of his characters! (It took several readings to
discover this.) I suspect this was done so readers could
more-readily picture themselves as the various characters; the old
“If the shoe fits, wear it” syndrome. So, I will openly break a
very serious rule of modern writing and try to do exactly the same
thing for the same reason; I may not even tell you the gender of
some so you can apply the lessons of the characters more-closely to
your own life - if Bunyan were alive today, I think he would do the
same thing. I hope the teachers, reviewers, librarians, and
especially the editors of this century will forgive me, but such a
drastic step is needed if we’re to feel either good or bad about
the course our lives are taking.

Although I dreamed of many of the same characters who
interacted with Christian and other former pilgrims, I’ve used the
modern-language equivalent to those few whose names even a English
teacher would need to look up – as an example, the maidservants
Prudence and Piety are now known as Wisdom and Devotion; Timorous
and Mistrust will be referred to as Faithless and Self-Doubt -
these new names carry the same intent as the now somewhat obscure
names Bunyan gave them. And before I’m faulted for reusing someone
else’s characters, I would remind the reader that we still face the
same trials and problems that Christians of any age have faced -
the settings may have changed but the cast of protectors and
persecutors remains the same.

Also, you will come to realize that scriptures are being
quoted – but without quotation marks to give you clues they are
being used. This is what Mister Bunyan did, and I carried on in
said style, quoting from the King James Version of the Holy Bible
(have quoted other versions sparingly) as well as the Latter-day
Saint volumes known as the Book of Mormon and the Doctrine and
Covenants. And, in the case of Joseph of Egypt, I have also
referred to stories from the Holy Qur'an which flesh out some of
the empty spots in the biblical account. I sincerely hope this lack
of quotation marks inspires you to search the scriptures; for in
them ye have eternal life. I will also occasionally substitute an
alternate Greek or Hebrew word as contained in the footnotes of the
Holy Bible - I will only do this when it clarifies a passage’s
meaning.

I’ve followed Bunyan’s use of similes, parables, and
allegories, but in my own way, for of such were our shared dreams.
And my prayer is that we all might discover the allegories,
parables, similes, scriptures, and good Christian morals that will
lead us all on our pilgrimages through life!

There are those who read this book that will be annoyed at
the number of times any given lesson is repeated. But isn't that
how life is? 'For behold, thus saith the Lord God: I will give unto
the children of men line upon line, precept upon precept, here a
little and there a little; and blessed are those who hearken unto
my precepts, and lend an ear unto my counsel, for they shall learn
wisdom; for unto him that receiveth I will give more; and from them
that shall say, We have enough, from them shall be taken away even
that which they have.' Besides, Bunyan did a lot of
repeating.








Chapter 1
Avoiding Destruction


 

My dreams began as the kind
and Good Shepherd smiled
with just a trace of a tear as he waved good-bye to the
too-small-for-his-age boy named
Searcher. He knew the lad was
scared but excited as he held his backpack over one shoulder and
waved good-bye - not only to the Shepherd but to the other children
still surrounding him. For many years Searcher had watched pilgrim
after pilgrim pass by the hospice on their way to the
Celestial City, and he was
thrilled that it was at last his turn to follow in their steps -
the footsteps of his parents
James and
Phebe and - what seemed more
important - of his grandparents
Christian and
Christiana, the most famous
pilgrims of all! His pride burned fiercely as he thought of the
reception waiting him as the grandson of such great people - surely
the gates of the Celestial City would stand wide as word reached
the King that a grandson of the great Christian stood outside the
gates!

Searcher’s mind dwelt on such triumphal thoughts for most
of the journey as he slowly wound his way towards the broad, flat
coastal plain, which was covered at that time of year by lush
fields teeming with plant and animal life. His step was light while
crossing the meadows and their many small streams, for in his
backpack he carried but one change of clothing, only a few days’
worth of food (he’d heard there were many who were eager to assist
pilgrims), and a single
book. A single book, but what a
book it was! Old and battered and not much to look at, it had stood
up to centuries of debate, persecution, and abuse - there had been
those who’d tried to hide the book and its message from others,
afraid of what they’d learn; there’d been others who’d added to and
taken from its words, and even those who’d translated and rewritten
it to fit their own designs. The book had seen the rise and fall of
those who fought against it, and although it was tattered and torn
it still held enough truth to act as guide for all who desired the
presence of the King and
His great Celestial City
on Mount Zion.
Searcher, having been born of goodly parents, had been taught from
this book and knew the treasures it contained.

Just as the book had been given to him by his parents, so
was the bright, highly-polished shield which was slung over his
other shoulder. This was no ordinary shield - this was a
Shield of Faith. It had been
formed and strengthened by his parents even before he was born, and
at an early age he’d been taught how to use it for his own
protection as well as in the service of others, thus adding his own
strength to his parents’ handiwork.

Searcher was careful to follow the broad, well-used path
laid out before him; a path made plain by centuries of travelers
gone before him. And while traveling this broad path, he came upon
the most astonishing sight he’d yet witnessed in his young life.
And as he stood staring in wonder, a man came upon him.

“Good day,” said the
stranger in a friendly tone.
Noticing the direction of the boy’s gaze, he smiled. “Quite a
sight, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Sir; I’ve never seen such cities before!”

“Where’ve you come from?”

“The Valley of
Preparation; a very small place compared to
this sight.”

“Small indeed, but the training ground of many good
pilgrims! Unfortunately,” and the man sighed, “Far too many travel
from such good homes to the cities you see here.”

“Sir; what cities are these?”

“The closest - that one,” and the man pointed, Searcher
standing close to see exactly which of the cities he was pointing
out. “That’s the city of
Pride. Beyond it, and reached
only by first obtaining Pride, are the cities of
Selfishness,
Division,
Apostasy, and last of all - you
see the one against the shore; the one whose sandy foundations are
slowly being eroded away by the tide?” Searcher nodded. “Behold the
city of
Destruction.”

Searcher stepped back, shaking and frightened. “I’ve been
warned about these Cities Built Upon the
Sand!” How have I found myself nearly at
their gates?!”

“Word came to the Celestial City of a new pilgrim who was
upon this road and who was nearly caught up in Pride,” the stranger
explained. “Many were distressed - legions of citizens quickly
readied themselves to come to the pilgrim’s aid. I alone was sent
by the King to turn the lad’s feet around and face him towards
Mount Zion.”

Searcher’s head hung low as he realized he was the one
who’d so disturbed the peace of the King’s city. “I didn’t even
know I was on this path; I started out on the path I’ve seen many,
many pilgrims take… ”

“And unfortunately,” broke in the stranger, “This has been
the destination of far too many of those same pilgrims.”

“But it’s such a wide, well-traveled path!”

“Broad is the way that leadeth to destruction, and many
there be which go in,” admonished the stranger, “because they
receive not the King, neither do they abide His law. While on the
other hand, the path of the true pilgrim is narrow, and few there
be that find it. But for those who truly, humbly seek it, it’s very
well marked.” He paused a moment. “This that you’re on, however, is
the path of Pride.”

“But how am I on this path? I have no pride!”

“Of course you have pride, boy!” called out another voice.
Searcher and the stranger both turned as another man approached.
This man, unlike the first stranger, was dressed in rich materials
and had jewels hanging from his neck and arms. His hair was in
perfect order, as was the cosmetics covering his many moral and
spiritual blemishes. This second stranger continued: “Of course you
have pride; don’t we all? The King created us to take pride in all
we do! Even Evangelist
here has pride, and don’t let him fool you on that
point!”

Searcher raised an eyebrow as he looked at the first man.
“You’re Evangelist?”

The man smiled. “The very same who helped your
grandparents begin their journeys. And it’s been my fortune to help
many of their children and grandchildren.”

“You mean to say,” broke in the second stranger, “you
helped them onto the roads of Toil, Hardship, Pain, Suffering…
”

“Searcher,” said Evangelist, smiling, “May I introduce
you? This is Conceit,
Mayor… ”

“Lord Mayor, if you
please!”

“… of the City of Pride.”

Conceit pointed at Evangelist. “And you are he who steals
away some of our best proselytes! Be away with you!”

Evangelist only smiled a grandfatherly smile as he turned
back to Searcher. “It’s true - I have pride. But not the pride that
leads to this man’s city.”

“Then what pride do you have?”

“Pride that leads to Humility,” said a soft, feminine
voice from behind Searcher. “Pride in one's work that leads one to
praise He who gave the talent to do and create.”

“Humility,” Evangelist
whispered in Searcher’s ear as the boy turned to see who spoke
before extending a hand to the woman. “Humility, dearest; please
join us.” Humility modestly took the proffered hand as she smiled
at the boy, and Searcher blushed at the thought of such a pretty
woman smiling at him. Of course, he was too young to fully realize
that she was just as pretty as any other woman; the beauty shining
so brightly was that which shone from within.

“Young pilgrim,” began Humility, “What have your thoughts
been since leaving the Hospice of the
Shepherd?”

“Only that I’m proud to be a pilgrim.”

“Certainly nothing wrong with that!” Conceit spit out.
“After all, the King did create us with the ability to be proud of
our accomplishments.”

Humility, obviously expert at overlooking Conceit,
continued. “Aren’t you proud over the false notion that you’ll
have to be allowed into the King’s presence because of
nothing more than your heritage? And the notion that you must be
far better than those who’ll have to actually work hard to earn the
right to enter the Celestial City; that you’re already so much
better… ”

“I didn’t think… ” Searcher interrupted, but Humility
continued.

“You didn’t think those exact words, but those are your
thoughts. Pride’s a very treacherous city, child; one becomes a
servant in Pride without even knowing it.”

“I object,” insisted Conceit. “Pride is an open-minded and
progressive city; a liberated community! Pride makes us free of
this false burden of dependency on a King no one has really even
seen; it's a place where we are what we make of ourselves…
”

“I’ve seen what Pride turns people into,” countered
Evangelist. “I’m not impressed.”

“But I am proud of who
I am!” insisted Searcher; “I am
proud of what I’ve done.”

“Rightfully so!” agreed Conceit.

“You say you’re proud of who you are,” said Humility, and
Searcher nodded. “But you’ve let this pride build to the point that
you think this makes you better in the eyes of the King than those
who - as you see it - aren’t fortunate enough to be a child of the
great pilgrim Christian. And, isn’t it also true you feel your
worthiness to begin this journey makes you superior to those who’ve
not yet started?”

“Well, doesn’t that make him superior?” snapped
Conceit.

“No, Conceit… ”

“Lord Mayor Conceit,” corrected the
man.

“… it doesn’t! Whether one is a pilgrim or not, we’re all
loved equally by the King! The fact that Searcher’s become a
pilgrim adds responsibility to his shoulders, not
prestige.”

“If, as you say,” challenged Conceit with a crafty,
politically-correct smile, “If we’re all loved equally by the King,
then why aren’t more allowed into His presence? Why are so many
turned away if He loves us all equally?”

“Because He loves us equally, He also rewards us equally,”
explained Evangelist. “We’re all rewarded according to the same
laws and commandments. And to the extent we each obey or disobey,
we’re each rewarded or punished. All men and women reap their
rewards according to their works, whether they were good or whether
they were bad, to reap eternal happiness or eternal misery,
according to the spirit which they obey.”

“How can we know if our works are good?” asked
Searcher.

Evangelist smiled. “See that ye have faith, hope, and
charity, and ye shall always abound in good works.”

Searcher held his head low. “Isn’t there something I can
be proud of?”

“You should be proud of who you are and what you’ve done,”
replied Humility. “But this feeling should turn your heart and soul
towards the King in gratitude of all He’s done for you and for that
which He’s given you. You should be able to bow your head and say
‘I know of myself I am nothing; I glory in my God’. However, too
many allow pride to mutate into self-importance,” and she stared
pointedly at Conceit, who refused to meet her eyes; “When it makes
you think you’re better than your fellow brothers and sisters…
”

“But he is better and
he knows it!” exclaimed Conceit.

“… then, Child, you’ve left the path of the true pilgrim
and have taken the first step towards the City of Pride…
”

“And Pride cometh before Destruction,” whispered Searcher,
“and a haughty spirit before a fall. Better it is to be of a humble
spirit with the lowly, than to divide the spoil with the
proud.”

At this Evangelist spoke. “In the city of Pride, even
their churches have become corrupt. They rob the poor because of
their fine sanctuaries; they rob the poor because of their fine
clothing; and they persecute the meek and poor in heart, because in
their pride they are puffed up… ”

“I must object!” exclaimed Conceit…

…but Evangelist continued as if he’d not heard: “The pride
of this city hath proven their destruction except they should
repent.”

“This was the iniquity of thy sister, Sodom: pride,”
Humility exclaimed as she glared at Conceit in a very uncharitable
way. “Neither did she strengthen the hand of the poor and
needy.”

“There’s no charity in Pride?” asked Searcher.

Humility looked across the way at the towers rising in the
distance as she shook her head. “The path through Pride leads not
to Charity but to Selfishness, where all have turned every one to
his own way. They all look to their own way, every one for his own
gain; greedy dogs which can never have enough.”

“Those who live in Selfishness are they who walk after the
desires of their own heart,” added Evangelist; “they who are not so
much concerned about the people as they are about their own
life.”

“That’s just no so,” protested Conceit; “I know the mayor
of Selfishness… ”

“Then tell him this!” commanded Humility: “It is to get
gain, to be praised of men, yea, and that ye might get gold and
sliver that he rules there. And ye have set hearts upon the riches
and the vain things of this world, for the which ye do murder, and
plunder, and steal, and bear false witness against your neighbor,
and do all manner of iniquity. And for this cause wo shall come
unto you except ye shall repent. For if ye will not repent, behold,
this great city, and also all those great cities which are round
about shall be taken away.”

While Humility continued to glare at Conceit, Evangelist
continued the lesson of the cities: “From Selfishness the path
leads to Division… ”

“'Beware of them which cause divisions and scandals
contrary to the doctrine which ye have learned’,” quoted Searcher
from the old book in his backpack.

“… where all are distinguished by ranks, according to
their riches and their chances for learning, according to man-made
classes and conditions, each thinking theirs to be the better and
all refusing to help raise a fellow being to higher
levels.”

“And ‘If ye are not one ye are not mine’,” Searcher quoted
again.

Evangelist continued. “Once a soul has achieved this
distinction, they’re eligible for citizenship in Apostasy, where
the earth also becomes defiled under the inhabitants thereof;
because they have transgressed the laws, changed the ordinance, and
broken the everlasting covenant; they fall into great errors, for
they will not observe to keep the commandments of God, and his
statutes. Neither will they observe the performances of the church,
to continue in prayer and supplication to God daily, that they
might not enter into temptation. Yea, in fine, they will pervert
the ways of the Lord in very many instances.” Facing Conceit, he
continued. “Your destruction is made sure, for ye seek all the days
of your life for that which ye can not obtain; and ye seek for
happiness in doing iniquity, which thing is contrary to the nature
of that righteousness which is in our great and Eternal
Head.”

“And then,” whispered Humility, “the City of Destruction
welcomes them with open claws.”

“From whence my grandfather Christian escaped,” whispered
Searcher.

“Escaped? Hardly!” growled Conceit as he pointed a
twisted, accusing finger at Evangelist. “He was driven from his
home and family by this creature! This devil, who travels the
countryside, burdening our most promising citizens with feelings of
guilt until they are in such a frenzy over an alleged lack of
eternal salvation that they depart into the wilderness like madmen,
roaming about after some elusive, non-existent treasure…
”

Conceit continued his tirade, but Searcher knew Evangelist
for who he was, for his parents had spoken often of him and in
reverent tones, and because the Shepherd had daily taught him to
trust in the words of Evangelist. Searcher turned, gratefulness in
his eyes for the stranger who’d stopped him in his journey towards
the evil cities. “As with all things,” sighed Searcher, “There must
be a good side and a bad side to Pride.”

“And when one learns to distinguish the good from the bad,
one has found the right path,” explained Evangelist. “Just remember
to never let Rationalization
and his minions blur the difference!” The man smiled, turning
Searcher so only his back faced the Cities Built in the
Sand.

“Good Pilgrim!” protested Conceit to Searcher, but when
the young man turned his back on him, the sun’s reflection from the
Shield of Faith on the boy's back blinded Mayor Conceit - even
though he threw up his hands to protect his eyes.

“GET THEE BEHIND ME!” Searcher ordered, and the shield
shone even brighter. Conceit stepped back blindly and tripped on an
exposed rock. He knew he’d lost the boy… for now. He also knew
there’d be many more opportunities for himself and for many of his
fellow citizens to tempt the boy into their cities.

“Now, Searcher,” said Evangelist as he pointed off into
the distant hills, “Tell me what you see.”

“A bright light,” replied the lad; “Almost like a
lighthouse, but it’s too far from the sea… ”

“No; not a lighthouse,” chuckled Evangelist. “Look
again.”

“A tree? A tree
that shines like a light to pierce through the darkness? Its warmth
- it fills my soul!”

“Its fruit is free for the taking,” suggested Evangelist,
understanding the feelings coming to life within the young soul and
remembering when the same feelings first stirred his old
soul.

“What tree is this that is effects me so? What’s this
thing that fills me with warmth and yearning, even from so far
away?”

“That which represents the Love of God,” explained
Evangelist. “And there you’ll find the gateway that leads to the
path called Strait and Narrow
- the beginning of the path you seek.”

Searcher took one last look at the city of Pride and its
mayor and of the path he’d almost taken. Then he turned himself
back towards the light in the distance and said determinedly: “I
will now turn and see this great sight.”

Even as Searcher spoke, a sudden rumble sounded as the
endless onslaught of the ocean waves washed out yet another section
of the city of Destruction’s sandy foundation and brought parts of
that city to ruin. Conceit stiffened and his face went pale - he
knew that sound well, having heard it nearly every day since
entering the Cities with Sandy Foundations.

“’Did I not declare my words unto you?’ the Prince has
said,” Evangelist sighed, a tear in his eye as he continued quoting
the Prince: “‘How often I would have gathered thy children
together, even as a hen gathereth her chickens under her wings, and
ye would not! Behold, your house is left unto you
desolate’.”

“They will rebuild.” Conceit’s voice was an unwelcome
intruder.

“On more stretches of sand, no doubt,” countered
Evangelist.

“They, as we, only have sand to build upon; we have no
firm foundation.”

“Exactly. And when the rains descend and the floods come
and the winds blow,” and Evangelist pointed at the ruined portions
of the city, “How great is the fall of it.”

“We will rebuild,” insisted Conceit as he turned back to
his home, paling at the sight of the wind-whipped fires burning
through the collapsed portions of the city.

“‘As the whirlwind passeth, so is the wicked no more; but
the righteous is an everlasting foundation’,” Evangelist recited.
Then he turned to wave as Searcher began to run towards the light,
almost hoping he’d have another chance to help the boy.










Chapter 2
Learning from Experience


 

I watched as Searcher ran towards the
far-distant tree as long as his strength held out, occasionally
slowing enough to catch his breath. The sight of the tree brought
such warmth to him that he somehow found the strength to keep
moving for a very long time. But, after a day or two, a rise in the
terrain blocked his view of the tree, and, having lost sight of his
goal he found it easier and easier to slow down even more until
finally he found himself stopping to rest. And stopping to rest
again a second and third time.

“Fair Traveler!” someone called out from above him on the
rise, “May we join you?”

Searcher stood politely as he motioned for the two men to
join him on the wide, low rock where he’d been resting, and they
sat, one on either side of him. “My name’s Searcher,” he said,
“traveling from the Mountains of Preparation to the great city of
the King.”

“We are Natural
Men,” said the one on Searcher’s right,
“returning to our home.”

“From where do you travel?”

We’ve been to see the
Gateway to the Strait and
Narrow.”

“And you didn’t enter?” Searcher asked, amazed one could
view the Path and not enter.

“No, not this time; perhaps we will at a more convenient
date.”

“But it’s the only way to gain the Celestial
City!”

“Why should we go there? We can live the bulk of our lives
perfectly well here in the Dark Lands! And as we get old, maybe
we’ll turn towards the King.”

“But you can’t attain the celestial glory of the King’s
presence… ”

“The King created us as natural, mortal men!” exclaimed
the man on Searcher’s left, “Why should we aspire to be anything
more than what He created us to be?!”

“But He created us as mortals to learn to overcome…
”

“Do you believe fables taught to keep children obedient to
their parents?” snapped the other at Searcher. “Haven’t you
realized that we’re mere mortals, created that way by a King who
never gave us the ability to become like Himself?!”

“But He has given us the way!”

“What? Dusty old books full of old, dead prophets’
teachings that claim the Ways of the Flesh are wrong?” The Natural
Men laughed at Searcher’s innocence. “If they’re so wrong then
why’d the King create them? Surely the King wouldn’t have given us
such strong physical desires and impulses unless He meant us to
live by them,” said the stranger on one side, while the other
nodded and added: “It would be mocking the King to not to use
them!”

“And the King couldn’t be the perfect being He is if He
punished us for using that with which He Himself has endowed us,”
the other stranger added.

“To use them isn’t wrong,” exclaimed Searcher, reaching
for the book in his backpack, “But to use them within the bounds
the King has set… !”

Both men shrank back from the youth as the book came into
view. “Surely you don’t follow that worn old thing,” gasped one of
the Natural Men, trying to look as if he wasn’t afraid of the old
book. “It’s nothing but a collection of foolishness… ”

“The natural man receiveth not the things of the Spirit of
God,” a voice recited from beyond a row of bushes, grabbing the
attention of all three on the bench; “for they are foolishness unto
him.” Slowly, a pair of crutches seemed to rise by themselves, and
then a haggard and very dirty man rose to rest himself on the tops
of the crutches.

“Have we met?” asked the man on Searcher’s
left.

“Yes,
Gratification, we’ve met all
too often!” The stranger said in a voice far stronger than the
shell from which it came. Then he turned to the other. “And it was
you who introduced us,
Rationalization - or are you
called Reasoning
today?”

“As always, it depends on the mood of those I
meet.”

“How well I know! Tell me: are you still raking the
innocent into your filthy lair?”

Searcher had jumped from the rock with a start as he heard
the names of the men sitting next to him. “Evangelist spoke of
you!”

“I’m sure he did,” Reasoning/Rationalization said in a
patronizing tone, “And it was all terribly negative, no
doubt.”

“It certainly wasn’t good!” exclaimed the filth-ridden
stranger from behind the bushes. Then turning to Searcher, he
smiled. “Don’t waste the book on those two or any other Natural
Men, boy; when it comes to spiritual things, they cannot know them,
because they are spiritually discerned. Natural Men deny the
existence of the spiritual and depend solely on the physical…
”

“Young traveler,” began Rationalization (or Reasoning,
depending on the mood of the listener), “Even this man, whoever he
is… ”

“Experience,” stated the
cripple.

“… can testify to the fact that I, like the King, have
never forced anyone into a situation they didn’t first
desire.”

“Never mind you first twist the truth into whatever web
you desire, and you do it so convincingly that even the King might
be taken… ”

“A challenging thought… ”

“Young man,” began the cripple as he turned to
Searcher.

“Searcher,” the young man said, offering his
name.

“Don’t be taken in by these two or any others who claim to
be Natural Men - the natural man is an enemy to God, and has been
from the fall of Adam, and will be, forever and ever, unless he
yields to the enticings of the Holy Spirit, and putteth off the
natural man and becometh a saint through the atonement of Christ
the Lord, and becometh as a child, submissive, meek,
['gentle'] humble… ”

“Such talk!” Rationalize countered in a patronizing voice.
“We’re no enemy to God the King! We pay him homage… ”

“You pay Him homage in the most perverted way and through
the most twisted teachings… ”

“All the things we teach are heard of in that book,”
countered Reasoning/ Rationalization, who was still trying to not
look as if he thought the book were poison.

“Then why are you afraid of it?” Searcher asked as he
began to realize he had no real protection from these sorts of men
but for his Shield of Faith, so he raised it as a guard.

Reasoning/Rationalization and Gratification both calmly
raised a pair of shaded glasses to their faces to protect
themselves from the brightness of Searcher’s shield as they acted
as if they’d not heard the question, and Reasoning replied: “And
yes, we are humble - humbly grateful we’ve been given enough reason
to understand that we cannot possibly become like the King. And so,
we are content being a little lower than the angels.”

“A lot lower,” Experience retorted.

“Young man,” spoke up Gratification, “Come to our city and
see for yourself whether we live happy, productive lives or
not.”

“What is the name of your city?”

“We come from the city of Carnal
Principles, where all are liberated from the
King’s restrictions and rules the so-called spiritually-minded
attempt to live. Like this man who has been so obviously
crippled…”

“That doesn’t sound like liberation to me,” whispered
Searcher.

“It was discounting the kings ‘restrictions and rules’
that crippled me,” Experience added.

But the Natural Men ignored the man. “We are free to use
reason and logic alone to decide by what means we should live in
the physical, carnal world the King created for us and how we can
best use our carnal selves in His service.”

“There's nothing wrong with reasoning… ” began
Searcher.

“Until it turns to rationalization,” countered Experience,
“Which, unfortunately, is where it all too often leads. Carnal
Principles is a city in which the word of the King is taken and
reasoned with - rationalized away - and is twisted to mean a
million things the King never said or meant to say. And then they
turn and try to justify all their perverse actions and teachings
out of the King’s own book!” Experience motioned at the two men as
he continued. “It’s a city where every man lives as he pleases.
There are many in their town as well as its adjoining villages who
say to themselves ‘Eat, drink, and be merry; nevertheless, fear God
- he will justify in committing a little sin; yea, lie a little,
take the advantage of one because of his words, dig a pit for thy
neighbor; there is no harm in this; and do all these things, for
tomorrow we die… ’”

“And if it so be that we are guilty,” broke in
Reasoning/Rationalization, “God will beat us with a few stripes,
and at last we shall be saved in the kingdom of God.”

“There are many which teach after this manner,” continued
Experience; “False and vain and foolish doctrines, and are puffed
up in their hearts, and seek to hide their counsels from the Lord;
and their works are in the dark. And the blood of all the saints
cries from the ground against them.”

Searcher thought before speaking. “The King’s book says
the natural brute speaks 'evil of the things that they understand
not; and shall utterly perish in their own corruption.’ I already
know of the ways of the flesh, (at least, in his innocence he did
think so) and am working to become something more. As the King has
said: ‘They that are after the flesh do guard the things of the
flesh; but they that are after the Spirit the things of the Spirit.
For to be carnally minded is death; but to be spiritually minded is
life and peace. Because the carnal mind is enmity against God: for
it is not subject to the law of God, neither can be. So then they
that are after the flesh cannot please God.’”

Experience nodded and also quoted the King's book: “‘To be
carnally-minded is death, and to be spiritually-minded is life
eternal’. ‘What natural man is there that knoweth these things? I
say unto you, there is none that knoweth these things, save it be
the penitent. Yea, he that repenteth and exerciseth faith, and
bringeth forth good works, and prayeth continually without ceasing
- unto such it is given to know the mysteries of God’.”

“Many of your words have a familiar sound,” Searcher said
slowly, “But I don’t remember reading them in the King’s
book.”

“Travel with me and you’ll receive more of the King’s
words than your heart and mind can hold.”

“Look at him!” exclaimed Gratify, laughing. “Does he
honestly look like he knows the ways of the King?”

“He certainly looks like he knows every other way!” added
Reason/Rationalize, and the two of them laughed again.

“Yes,” admitted Experience, “I do know every other way,
because I walked them with you!” He paused and turned to Searcher.
“And now, knowing I cannot do it any other way, I’m searching for
the King’s way. I was a young pilgrim once, just like you - many
years ago I set out from the Valley of Preparation, from the
Hospice of the Shepherd… ”

“That’s where I am from!”

“Pray, tell me: are there any of Christian and
Christiana’s grandchildren left there?”

“I am the last, the youngest child of James and
Phebe.”

The war-weary man smiled. “Then, Cousin, let us travel
together as Grandchildren of the Pilgrims, and together we’ll
discover the path that will lead us home.”










Chapter 3
Holding to the Iron Rod


 

I watched as Searcher traveled across
the lush fields towards the tree, moving as fast as he could while
also helping Experience along - they both felt the warmth of the
tree burning inside them, and they longed to reach it just as
quickly as possible. For Searcher this was a new feeling, but for
Experience it was a rekindling of what he’d known and lost and now
desired more than life to once again obtain. Searcher would leap
the small streams almost like a deer and dodge rocks and tree
stumps as gracefully as a cat, then he’d turn and help his
new-found cousin and companion across those same
obstacles.

But as they reached the edge of the field it became clear
to Searcher that he still had far to travel in order to reach the
tree - the edge of the field was just the beginning of a long and
torturous ascent - before them was what seemed to the boy a
numberless crowd of people, young and old, male and female, of all
colors and conditions - all crowding about the entrance of a path
leading straight up to the tree. One by one they took their places
in line next to the steep path’s banister as they began their
ascent to the tree. After a wait of what seemed to his youthful
mind an eternity, Searcher’s and Experience’s feet set off on the
path that led straight and true toward their goal. But just as
Searcher was taking his first step, Experience grabbed him from
behind, stopping him. “What… ?” Searcher began.

“Hold to the Rod,” said Experience.

“The Rod?”

“The Iron Rod,”
he said, making a show of grabbing hold of the banister
himself.

“But why?” asked Searcher, not understanding why he, a
strong, young boy, would need such a crutch.

“Look ahead, boy,” replied his friend, pointing up the
slopes. Ahead of them was a thick layer of darkness slowly and
completely creeping and twisting until it covered the trail; so
thick and dark was it that even Searcher could tell there would be
no light within.

“‘Hold to the Rod, the Iron Rod’,” repeated
Experience,

“‘Tis strong and bright and
true.

The Iron Rod is the Word of God;

‘Twill safely guide us through.’”*

* See Part Three for the
entire hymn.

With no more prompting, Searcher grabbed hold of the Rod
behind Experience and began his climb, following his cousin who had
been this way before.

The path was laid out alongside a deep, dangerous
gorge, the bottom of which was
a fast, very muddy river
which ran mercilessly over the rocks and debris that tried
vainly to slow the filthy river’s progress. The river made such an
awful roar that even at the height of the path its noise was
terrible to the ears of those holding to the Rod.

“The Depths of
Hell,” Experience shouted in Searcher’s ear.
Searcher had many questions, but the path was steep and rough and
demanded his full attention - and was made even more slippery by
the dirty, misty spray rising up from the river gorge. More than
once Searcher and others slipped on the wet, slimy earth, and each
would have fallen if it were not for the help each received from
those around them. More than once Searcher, as well as others, fell
deep into mud holes and bogs and had to strain and pull to get
themselves out.

But more than the help of their fellows, the victors
reached their goal because of their firm, strong grip on the Iron
Rod.

The Mist of Darkness
all too quickly enveloped the travelers in its lightless,
lifeless embrace, a darkness so thick and palatable it could be
felt against the skin. But, as Experience had said, the Rod was
strong and bright and true - as long as Searcher held to the Rod,
he knew he was safe. The darkness became so complete at one point
that Searcher couldn’t look to anyone for help - not even
Experience, but he could feel his hand on the Iron Rod, and even
though he couldn’t see where it led he held to it and
followed.

Many times in that overwhelming Darkness, Searcher heard
others boast of their own abilities as they let go of the Rod in an
attempt to guide themselves. Despite the pleadings of other
travelers - especially that of Experience - these braggarts
insisted on finding their own way… and their letting go was all too
often followed by the sound of their screams as they fell into the
gorge and were swallowed up by the filthy, awful waters.

During their course through these
bogs, Searcher and the other
pilgrims were also attacked by the most devious enemies the novice
pilgrim could meet. One such enemy was
Gainsayer, who was so willing
to earn pay that he whispered any words into the ears of the
pilgrims as long as there was some advantage to his employer. Other
enemies encountered were the sibling pairs of
Doubter and
Liar,
Apathy and
Mischief. And worst of all, the
siblings Discouragement
(through whose bog they trudged),
Depression, and
Despair. Searcher, although new
to such trials, had sense enough to stay close to and trust
Experience, who’d met all these warriors before and knew their
strengths and weaknesses - together they fought their way through
the darkness and the mire, hands firmly on the Iron Rod.

 

With shaking knees and tears streaming down his face,
exhausted from the struggle, Searcher finally saw the mist begin to
thin as once again the brightness and glory of the tree came into
view. Those still holding the Rod began to move faster and faster
until finally they were at the base of the tree, their faces
flushed with joy. Searcher could see those already at the tree were
eagerly reaching for the white, luminous fruit that shone so
brightly it hurt the mortal eyes. The radiance of the tree so
warmed him that he too moved faster to reach it. But his haste was
tempered by those who were in front of him - many of whom were
stopping to stare across the deep, awfulness of the gulf through
which the river ran. Searcher turned to see what could be stopping
them from the tree and its glory, and as he did he was taken back
at what he saw.

Across the canyon, perched high enough to give all in it a
panoramic view of the tree and those about it, was a massively
spacious building of monumental proportions.

“Pride,” announced
Experience, who had followed Searcher up the path.

“What?” asked Searcher as he turned to stare at
Experience, “I thought we left Pride behind!”

“Never will do that,” Experience whispered. “It will
follow you all through your pilgrimage.”

Searcher was about to ask more concerning this sight, but
as he opened his mouth he was stopped as he realized his fellow
travelers were all dirty. And not just dirty, but caked with dirt
and debris from head to foot.

“You’re not completely clean, either,” said Experience
matter-of-fact, reading Searcher’s thoughts as they showed so well
on his face. “No one is; no, not one.”

Experience was very, very right - all who’d made it
through the Mist of Temptation
were covered with all manner of dirt and filth; even those
currently partaking of the fruit! For while even holding to the
Iron Rod, every one of them had fallen more than once into the
mudholes and bogs of Discouragement, Despair, Mistake,
Transgression…

“Now, look across the way,” said Searcher’s cousin,
pointing across the gulf at the great
building rising on the high bluff. Searcher
looked and beheld that the vast multitudes inhabiting the building
were just as filthy, and yet they didn’t seem to notice! Their
fine, expensive clothing and extensive make-up hid much of the
pollution, but it was there nonetheless.

What horrified Searcher the most was that the great
multitudes in the building were all out on balconies, patios, and
verandas, busily engaged in pointing and laughing at those
struggling to reach the tree!

“It’s called Pride,” Experience said again, “just like the
city we left behind. But that’s only one name for the building.
Other names are Vain
Imaginations and Worldly
Wisdom.”

“But Wisdom is good!” protested Searcher.

“God’s wisdom is good,” replied his cousin, “But in
there,” and he pointed at the great and spacious building, “Mankind
has replaced God’s wisdom with their own.” He paused. “Now, look
there.” He was pointing down the gorge called Depths of Hell, and
Searcher saw many of those who’d purposely let go of the Rod - they
were trying to descend the canyon walls, hoping to ford the deadly
river and reach the building beyond.

“But can’t they see… ” Searcher began, horrified for those
about to die.

“Some of them can; others can’t,” Experience said sadly as
one climber fell and was swallowed up into the filthy depths.
“Evangelist toils eternally to keep them off those cliffs. But, he
can’t force them to return to the path.”

Searcher and Experience approached the tree, and Searcher
watched as Experience reached up with a tired, worn arm and plucked
the fruit. He stood amazed as his friend bit into the fruit and was
immediately enveloped with its light and warmth - his soul
literally glowing with the Love of God. Tears of joy poured down
Experience’s cheeks as he once more tasted that which he longed for
and had fought to regain, the tear tracks shining clean and pure
against the filth of his wayward life. Then it was Searcher’s turn
to reach for the fruit - he plucked one of the white, glowing orbs
and bit into it. Suddenly his entire body filled with unspeakable
joy; a joy so great it was impossible to express its fullness; a
joy so complete that it infused itself into Searcher’s very being
and filled him with such light and life that he couldn’t stand
still and silent. The divine power turned him all about as his
voice declared the overwhelming beauty of the Fruit of the Tree.
Many of the pilgrims around him - especially those who had already
partaken of the fruit - joined in with him, all rejoicing in
heavenly language of the majesty of the Love of God. Eagerly,
Searcher and others made room around the tree as they called for
others to come and partake of the Love of God - they even stepped
back down the path to help those still trying to find their
way!

But from across the Gulf of Hell came the sound of
laughter and mocking. “Look,” exclaimed one on the
Balcony of Self-Importance,
“Full of new wine, and it’s but the third hour of the day!” Voices
laughed from the Veranda of
Vanity as one them teased: “How foolish they
all look; ragged and all covered with dirt, and yet they act as if
they speak for their King!” The insults and taunts from the great
building only grew louder and longer, and because of it many backed
away from the tree and slowly disappeared into the mist; even many
who’d tasted of the celestial joy of the Fruit fell away,
embarrassed by the laughter, and were swallowed up by the mist or
fell hopelessly into the river.

But Experience faced the bluff defiantly: “I AM NOT
ASHAMED!” he shouted as he raised himself on his crutches, “FOR IT
IS THE POWER OF GOD UNTO SALVATION TO EVERY ONE THAT
BELIEVETH!”

One woman, perched very high in the building across the
way, laughed and pointed at the crowd about the tree. “Salvation?
Experience, darling - I know you very well. You’re as filthy as
we!” Her eyes narrowed in mock embarrassment as she continued. “I
above all should know about your filthiness, shouldn’t I? Haven’t
you noticed, dear thing, that all your new-found friends are nearly
as filthy as we? Too bad they don’t know what we do: that no
unclean thing can enter the Kingdom of God. If that
kingdom even exists.” Her mocking laughter echoed through the
building and the canyon and all about those who glowed in the
warmth of the tree.

“She’s right, you know,” muttered an older man standing
beside Searcher. “We’re all unclean, not fit to enter the Kingdom
of God.”

“No, you’re not fit; not yet,” said a bright, shining
figure Searcher recognized as Evangelist as he stepped up to the
group. “The mists through which you’ve traveled was the
Temptations of the Devil, which
have left you in an impure and unholy state.”

“But it wasn’t just the mists!” exclaimed Searcher, “The
bogs through which we trudged… ”

“The Bogs of
Discouragement. At least, a
few of the Bogs of
Discouragement.”

“There are more?”

“As many as mankind wishes to wallow through.” Evangelist
smiled. “It’s good to see you’ve made it this far, young Searcher.
And look at you - nearly grown into a man; I’m almost having to
look up to see your face!” His face grew serious again. “But, as
long as you’re soiled with the sins of the world, you can’t enter
in through the Gate,” and he motioned behind him to a
thickly-built gate that
stood in a high, equally strong-looking wall.

“How can we make ourselves clean again?” Searcher asked
desperately.

“We can’t; no mortal can wash away these stains,”
Experience said sadly, but his eyes told Searcher he knew a
way.

“Yet we must be cleansed of all uncleanliness!” gasped
another pilgrim, their impossible, hopeless situation now before
them in all its awfulness.

“What must we do?” asked Searcher with tears in his eyes
that showed his torn heart and contrite spirit - he’d tasted the
fruit called the Love of God, and he could only imagine the beauty
and taste of what was waiting a cleansed soul; he wanted more than
anything to never be without it. But he knew he couldn’t gain such
fruit on this side of the gate, a gate that would remain closed
while he was still unclean.

“You must be born of the Water and of the Spirit,”
Evangelist said, taking Searcher by the hand and leading him to
the Fountain of Living
Waters. The fountain, so close to the tree
but as of yet unnoticed by the pilgrims in their rush to reach the
tree, was a fountain of pure, undefiled water.

“Whose fountain is this?” asked Searcher.

“The Son of the Great King,” replied Evangelist. “He alone
has been commissioned by His Father to invite and purify all those
who desire to enter the Celestial City.”

“Surely this is a priceless gift!” exclaimed Searcher,
“What does the King require in return?”

“To be willing to take upon us the name of the Son’,”
recited Experience from that part of his mind which remembered.
“And always remember him and keep his commandments which he has
given us.”

“We are indeed bought with a price,” exclaimed
Searcher.

“An easy price,” said Evangelist softly, “But a price all
must pay to enter the Celestial City. As the Prince has exclaimed
to others who worried over the price, ‘My yoke is easy and my
burden is light.’”

“Searcher,” said Experience, putting an arm around his
young friend, “Friends; all of you: the Prince’s yoke is indeed
light; much lighter that the millstone Satan has for those same
necks! I have felt both on my shoulders, and as you see me now is
how you will be after you feel the yoke of the devil. Right now you
are free to choose, but a choice must be made as to who you will
serve. You’re free to choose liberty and eternal life, through the
great mediator of all men, or to choose captivity and death,
according to the captivity of the devil.”

“Who is this mediator?” asked Searcher.

“He whose fountain this is,” replied
Evangelist.

“Listen to the voice of Experience,” said another pilgrim
who didn’t appear to be in any better condition than Experience.
“For it is captivity to remain in this awful state!”

When Evangelist saw who had spoken, he ran forward and
fell upon the man, hugging him and weeping.
“Repentant! How long
we’ve waited for you to turn back to the Path! My Son!” Even though
Repentant wasn’t his actual son, such was the mode of address
between older and younger men who share a righteous
affection.

“I have sinned against heaven, and before thee, and am no
longer worthy to be called thy son,” sobbed Repentant.

“Let us reason together: though your sins be as scarlet,”
and Evangelist motioned toward the fountain, “they shall be white
as snow; though they be red as crimson,” and Searcher looked at the
crimson on his own soiled clothing, “they shall be as
wool.”

Together they wept as Experience whispered in Searcher’s
ear: “If ye be willing and obedient, ye shall eat the good of the
land,” and he motioned so that Searcher would understand he meant
the reward of the goodness of the land beyond the Gate.

“I am willing,” whispered Searcher.

“More than life, I wish to be clean of the uncleanliness
of the World,” sobbed Repentant.

“As do I, Cousin,” joined in Experience. “Repentant, join
me and our youngest cousin Searcher on our way to the King.” The
two men embraced and wept together before also taking Searcher into
their arms.

“I too wish to be clean,” added Searcher, “And to be rid
of all enemies like those we encountered in the Mist of
Temptation.”

“Rid of them?” asked Evangelist with a sad smile. “No, my
young friend; that was just your introduction! You will meet them
all. Again and again. And some even worse!”

Searcher’s face fell in fear, but Experience pulled him
close. “Evangelist speaks the truth; you’ll meet them again. But
beyond the Gate are those who’ll arm you against them. And the word
of the King is true that He giveth no commandment save He shall
prepare a way for them that they may accomplish the
thing.”

“But such temptation; I’ll never be able to bear it!” And
Searcher wept with a heart further broken and his spirit very, very
contrite.

Experience took the boy’s face and held it between his own
trembling hands, turning the boy’s face to his. “Of this I testify!
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.”

“Then why did you fall?!” shouted Searcher, “Why are you
here trying to regain what was taken from you?”

“It was not taken,” Experience said quietly, dropping his
head in shame. “I gave it away. I allowed it to happen because I
gave in to temptations and didn’t hold fast to the Strait and
Narrow Path.” He paused, collecting himself before continuing.
“There will be many, including myself, who are willing to help you
on your pilgrimage. But we can’t move your feet or force you to
follow us; all we can do is help teach you what is right and what
is wrong, and then you must learn to govern yourself.”

After several moments of silence in which Searcher and
Experience gazed into each other’s eyes, the boy finally smiled.
And then he let a fierce, brotherly hug be his answer - he would be
cleansed and brave the rest of the journey, allowing Experience and
Repentant to lead the way.

One by one Evangelist took the willing pilgrims into the
Fountain of Living Waters, immersing them so completely in the
water that they were cleansed of all spiritual and moral impurity.
Searcher watched as the tired and worn, battle-scarred wreck of a
man named Experience cast away his crutches as Evangelist helped
him into the Washing of
Regeneration, and to Searcher’s utter
astonishment, he who emerged from the water was a vigorous, strong
man filled with the power and strength of youth; a warrior-like
being with all the beauty of the King written in his soul; his face
with the appearance of lightning, and his eyes as lamps of fire. So
bright and glorious was his being that wings of glory seemed to
radiate from him, lifting him from the lowlands of the natural,
physical man to the loftiness of a soul seeking its celestial home.
And as the cleansed being stepped from the fountain, he fell upon
the ground and wept for joy - joy at being free of the hellish
bondage his mistakes and sins had brought upon him. Many of the
previously-washed quickly gathered round to share in his
joy.

“Look!” exclaimed Searcher, and all that had become clean
and many still waiting their turn looked. “The waters from the
fountain carry away our uncleanliness! Its waters become the river
of filth that flows into the Depths of Hell.” He turned to
Evangelist with a questioning look.

Evangelist smiled. “How can this be, your expression asks.
This water, once pure, carries away the filth and uncleanliness of
all who strive to enter the Celestial City, the very Kingdom of
God. But once dirtied, the waters can no longer remain in the
Fountain of Living Water - they become instead the Depths of Hell,
preparing a place for those who choose to remain filthy, for ‘there
must needs be a place of filthiness prepared for that which is
filthy.’” Evangelist smiled. “Better to send our sins to Hell than
to accompany them!”

Eagerly, Searcher entered the Fountain. Feeling that his
own transformation could not approach Experience’s, he still felt
the divine renewal and the removal of all error and transgression,
it being replaced with a newness of life. ‘Born Again,’ thought
Searcher; ‘That’s what the Shepherd called it when I was still a
boy learning at his feet. Yes; I am born again of the Water; washed
clean of the sins of the world!’ Searcher sang:

“I waited, waited for the Lord,

he bent down to me and heard my cry.

He brought me up out of the muddy pit,

out of the mire and clay;

he set my feet on a rock

and gave me a firm footing;

and on my lips he put a new song,

a song of praise to our God.”

“And, beyond the Gate you'll find birth through the
Spirit,” said Evangelist, as if he could hear the boy's thoughts.
“Now, all ye who are clean of the sins of the world,” he continued,
“You are free to go and knock at the Gate that ye may be counted as
one of His sheep.”










Chapter 4
The Path called Strait and Narrow


 

I watched in sleep as Searcher,
Experience, Repentant, and a host of other newly-cleansed pilgrims
approached the narrow gate
pointed to by Evangelist. But as they stepped up to the
narrow porch jutting out from the wall, the sounds of fierce but
unseen wolves began
snarling and howling from farther up and behind the wall was heard,
scarring off many who would have continued to the gate, and causing
those few remaining brave ones close to the gate to pause, and more
than a few shrank back from the gate. By the awful sounds coming
from over the wall, Searcher could only imagine the size and true
ferociousness of the unseen beasts, and he too would have shrunk
from the gate, but the sight of Experience and Repentant boldly
holding their ground gave him the courage to stand with
them.

“Searcher,” called Repentant over the noise of the wolves,
“What do you see engraved over the gateway?”

“Words from the King’s book!” Searcher replied; “’Knock
and It Shall Be Opened Unto You’.”

“Never doubt those words, cousin!”

Experience knocked boldly at the heavy gate, and as he did
a shout of alarm arose from the same part of the wall from which
the wolves howled. Suddenly,
archers appeared at the top of
the portion of the wall from which the howling came, and they began
shooting a deadly rain of arrows upon the trio at the gate and at
any others thinking of joining them.

“Demons from Beelzebub’s
castle!” shouted Experience as he and the
others sought cover within the thick gateway opening - and behind
their Shields of Faith.

“Who knocks at the gate of my sheepfold?” a voice whose
familiarity shocked Searcher.

“Three cousins, Lord,” Repentant called out. “Three
pilgrims. I am Repentant.”

“And I Experience.”

“Searcher!” the youngest of the three called out,
realizing that each pilgrim must call for the Lord of the
Gate.

“We’ve all three been washed clean at Thy holy fountain,”
Repentant continued; “and, at Evangelist’s direction, request
admittance to Thy fold!”

The gate swung open as a voice Searcher did know well
beckoned them enter: “I have set before thee an open door, and no
man can shut it.” With no further urging the trio was through the
open gate to safety, Experience and Repentant falling at the feet
of the Gatekeeper, bathing His feet with their tears. And, as his
fear from the violence outside the gate subsided and recognition
grew into astonishment, Searcher joined his companions at the
Gatekeeper’s feet. “Good Shepherd!” the young man exclaimed, “I
thought not to see thee again once I’d left the Valley of
Preparation! How is it Thou art Gatekeeper? Surely another…
”

The
Shepherd-Gatekeeper smiled. “He
that is an hireling, and not the shepherd, whose own the sheep are
not, thinketh he seeth the wolf coming,” and at this the Gatekeeper
glanced towards the unseen but well-heard threat beyond, and
Searcher could see that even past the gate there was still a wall
that separated the Gatekeeper's land from the wolves and the
archers, “and leaveth the sheep, and fleeth: and the wolf catcheth
them, and scattereth the sheep. The hireling fleeth, because he is
an hireling, and careth not for the sheep.” With that, the Good
Shepherd took Searcher and his two cousins by their hands and
smiled, bringing them farther into the Gatehouse.

“Who art Thou, truly?” asked Searcher, “A gatekeeper or a
shepherd?”

“I am a
husbandman.”

Searcher looked at the Shepherd’s hands, one of which he
still held. “What are these wounds in thine hands?”

“These wounds are the wounds with which I was wounded in
the house of my friends. I am the good shepherd - I lay down my
life for the sheep.”

Repentant put an arm around Searcher and spoke: “He was
wounded for our transgressions, he was bruised for our iniquities:
the chastisement of our peace was upon him; and with his stripes we
are healed; For he delivereth his saints from that awful monster
the devil.”

The Shepherd smiled as He welcomed the trio into the fold.
“You have been guests at the Feast of the Tree
of the Love of God, and you have been washed
clean of the filth of the world in the
Cauldron of Cleanliness. Stop
and rest before beginning your journey to my Father’s House.” And
as he showed them to a room wherein they could rest, he continued:
“I will not be here when you awaken, so I will wish you now a…
”

“But Good Shepherd!” exclaimed Searcher, “Who will prepare
our way if Thou art gone?”

“I go before you and announce you in every hospice along
the way. That way, if you fall by the wayside they will know to go
out and search for you.”

“There are other places such as this?”

“Every seven days there is a place of refuge, that thou
mayest more fully keep thyself unspotted from the world. This is a
day appointed unto you to rest from your labors, and to pay thy
devotions, and inasmuch as ye do this, the fullness of the earth is
yours.”

“Are there so many pilgrims that so many places of refuge
are required? Will there be room for us in Your Father’s
House?”

“In my Father’s House there are many mansions. I go to
prepare a place for you.”

As soon as they were alone and resting, Searcher sighed
heavily, still amazed at the recent events. “How is it,” he
wondered aloud, “that we came to the Gate of
the Good Shepherd? What luck brought us to
His gate and not the gate of another?”

“We came to His gate because it’s the only gate,” replied
Experience. “The keeper of the gate is the
Holy One of Israel; and he
employeth no servant there; and there is none other save it be by
the gate.”

“And he gathereth his children from the four corners of
the earth,” added Repentant; “And he numbereth his sheep, and they
know him; for they know his voice, and there shall be one fold and
one shepherd; and he shall feed his sheep, and in him they shall
find pasture.”

 

 After resting for some time, the three
cousins made ready to continue their journey.“Well, young
Christians,” called another familiar voice as they prepared
themselves.

“Christians?” questioned Searcher, “But that was the name
our grandparents were called by.”

Evangelist smiled as he appeared in the doorway. “What was
one of the promises you made as you were washed clean?”

“To take upon us His name,” the youth replied.

Evangelist nodded. “Then you, too - all of you - are to be
know as Christians.” He turned to Searcher in particular. “And now
you’ll no longer be called Searcher, but, because you’re ‘washed
clean’ and have ‘become holy’, you’ll be known as
Saint. A name to live worthy of
bearing.”

Evangelist was willing to wish the three well on their
journey, but he wouldn’t let them leave before first arming them
for their long trip. He led them out of the gatehouse and up the
path called Strait and Narrow to where it nearly topped a small
hill. There he reached into a small, square stone box set in the
side of the hill and pulled three gold swords from within,
presenting one to each of the pilgrims.

“The Sword of
Truth,” announced Evangelist. “To go with
your Shield of Faith.”

“But gold?” questioned the newly-renamed Saint; “Gold’s
not so good for fighting - it’s too soft and will break
easily.”

“This sword’s not for slashing and hacking,” explained
Experience. “See - hold it close to the Book.”

Saint held the Sword of Truth close to the King’s book the
way Experience showed him. The sun reflected onto the book’s pages,
filling them with light. Saint was astonished as obscure passages
suddenly came to light and half-empty pages filled with the King’s
words as light from the Sword of Truth fell upon worn and faded
passages, breathing new life into them and making them gleam as if
new. Tears and rips in the ancient pages were suddenly gone;
smudges and marks were burned away in the light, replaced with
those words of the King that had been hidden by damage, neglect, or
design.

“Surely this is also the Sword of the
Spirit!” exclaimed Saint, “That which is the
word of God!” He turned to Experience, smiling. “As you said, I
shall receive more of the King’s words than my mind and heart can
hold!”

Evangelist nodded approval. “Doesn’t the King’s book say
He would speak to us out of the ground; that His voice shall
whisper out of the dust?”

“And because it’s restored, made plain, and enlightened
the words of the King’s book,” Saint continued the thought, “it is
that which speaks as a familiar spirit! Even now I see words spoken
by those who’ve helped me on my journey this far; words that have
indeed had a familiar spirit.”

“And by his sword will all flesh be judged,” added
Experience. “For the word of God is quick, and powerful, and
sharper than any two-edged sword, piercing even to the dividing
asunder of soul and spirit, and is a discerner of the thoughts and
intents of the heart.”

Repentant smiled joyfully, holding up his sword, the
noonday sun reflecting in all its glory across the face which was
turned up towards the King. “Surely this is the word which healeth
the wounded heart.”

Evangelist shared in their joy. “All men must lay hold
upon the word of God, which is quick and powerful, which shall
divide asunder all the cunning and the snares and the wiles of the
devil, and lead the man of Christ in a strait and narrow course
across the everlasting gulf which is prepared to engulf the
wicked.”

At last the trio of pilgrims topped the small hill and
began their journey from the Gatehouse. Evangelist had told them of
the next hospice, which lay only a short distance away, and said
they would not only find a welcome refuge but would also be taught
further concerning the words of the King. He also promised they’d
be given more means of protection, because the closer they got to
the Celestial City the harder the Evil One and his demon followers
would fight to stop them.

“This is such a narrow path,” remarked the newly-renamed
Saint some time after they’d left the
Gatehouse of the Good Shepherd
and had taken that path that lay before them, it running
strait and true along the wall separating the
Shepherd’s Sheepfold from the
gardens surrounding the evil-looking castle beyond; the gardens
from which the wolves had howled and the arrow storm had rained
down upon them. “And it never bends, but continues in a
straight
(physical condition)
line!”

“’Wide is the gate, and broad is the way, that leadeth to
destruction’,” recited Experience from the King’s book. “But
‘strait
(moral condition) is the
gate and narrow is the way, which leadeth to life’.”

“I know the wide path to Destruction!” exclaimed Saint,
“For it was on the very brink of that city I first met Evangelist,
who turned my face towards Zion. It was he who first told me of
this path.”

Repentant and Experience smiled wordlessly - they’d known
the path to Destruction far better than Saint because they’d spent
far too much time upon it. They also knew that Saint had barely
touched that evil course, but with a silent nod agreed the young
man had seen enough and really didn’t need to see more. “Indeed,”
Experience finally said, “It was Evangelist who also first told me
that the way for man is narrow, but it lieth in a straight course
before him.”

“But why can’t it occasionally turn?”

Repentant spoke. “Because the King 'cannot walk in crooked
paths; neither doth he vary from that which he hath said; neither
hath he a shadow of turning from the right to the left…
'”

“'… or from that which is right to that which is wrong',”
Saint finished the passage as he’d discovered it in the King’s book
after the light of the Sword of Truth had shone upon it.

 

As it seemed a longer journey to the next house of refuge
than they had thought, and the day had worn long and hot, Saint,
Repentant, and Experience chose a shady spot to rest. In the heat
of the day Experience and Repentant were soon asleep, but Saint
remained awake to watch and stand guard. And lucky for them he did
so, for no sooner were the two asleep than two blind and
very ill-favored beings
- Learned
and Worldly-Wise -
came near, sensing the golden swords with unmasked hatred. Fearful,
Saint remained silent and still in order to study the two. But as
their wicked hands reached out to steal one of the swords, he
spoke:

“Fellow Travelers! Why would you steal that which is
freely given at the Gatehouse?”

“We certainly don’t wish it for ourselves,” answered one
of the two; “We wish to liberate you and your companions from its
poison.”

“It’s a strange land where the King’s words are considered
poison.”

“King’s words, indeed!” snorted the second. “We have
received the words of the King, and we need no more, for we have
enough!”

“Wo be unto him that sayeth: We have received, and we need
no more,” warned Saint; “For behold, thus saith the Lord God: ‘I
will give unto the children of men line upon line, precept upon
precept, here a little and there a little; and blessed are those
who hearken unto my precepts, and lend an ear unto my counsel, for
they shall learn wisdom; for unto him that recieveth I will give
more; and from them that shall say, We have enough, from them shall
be taken away even that which they have.’”

“Taken away, indeed! How can he take away when he’s never
done anything but given a book?! He hasn’t even explained the book!
That’s why we two - Learned and Worldly-Wise - spend our days
reading, debating, and arguing over the meaning of the
words!”

“The King’s book was given by holy men as they were moved
by the Holy Ghost,” explained Saint. “It isn’t meant for private
interpretation.”

“Then how, you ignorant child, is anyone to understand it,
except through study, research, and debate?”

“By the gift of the Holy Ghost ye may know the truth of
all things.”

“I am Learned,” said the being closest to stealing the
sword from the sleeping Repentant, “I have no need to hear more
words of the King.” The traveler shifted towards Saint, extending a
hand towards the young man. “Come with me and my companion,
Worldly-Wise, and we’ll teach you the great things we’ve discovered
without this imaginary crutch you call the Holy Ghost; philosophies
and theories the King’s never addressed that only we learned ones
have reasoned and rationalized… ”

At the mention of reasoning and rationalizing in the same
sentence, Saint recalled the Natural Men he’d met on the way to the
Tree of the Love of God. “To be learned is good,” spoke Saint, “if
they harken to the counsels of God.”

“Counsels of God, indeed!” snorted Worldly-Wise. “A god
who despises all men and would keep us ignorant… ”

“He does not despise
all men!” exclaimed Saint as he raised his shield and grasped
tighter to his sword. But these men’s spiritual eyes were so
blinded they couldn’t even see the brightness of the sun. “And as
to keeping us ignorant: nothing could be more wrong! He giveth to
all men liberally.”

The two ill-favored ones took great insult at Saint’s
presumption. “Who are you to teach us, boy?” insisted Worldly-Wise.
“We’ve spent a lifetime in the best of schools, studying every word
written by the best philosophers and reasoners of our day. We’ve
even made considerable money - to the point of riches - preaching
our interpretations of the King’s book.” They looked at each other,
and one spoke what both were thinking: “Compared to our knowledge
and learning, how knoweth this child letters, never having
learned?”

Saint was almost angry. “The doctrine you teach is your
own! But my doctrine is not mine; it is the doctrine of the King.
If any man will do his will, he shall know of the doctrine, whether
it be of God, or whether I speak of myself.”

“The King does not make His doctrine known!” insisted
Learned; “He no longer speaks to mankind!”

“Whoso knocketh, to him will he open,” said Saint boldly,
“And the wise, and the learned, and they that are rich, who are
puffed up because of their learning, and their wisdom, and their
riches - yea, they are they whom he despiseth; and save they shall
cast these things away, and consider themselves fools before God,
and come down in the depths of humility, he will not open unto
them. But the things of the wise and prudent shall be hid from them
forever; for that happiness is prepared for the saints.”

At this, Learned and Worldly-Wise cried out with a loud
voice, and stopped their ears, and ran upon him, because his words
had cut to the heart. Because he withstood them with the word of
God, the ill-favored duo drew their Swords of
Debate and Argument and began to smite him.
“We have received the word of God,” they hissed like vipers,
repeating their earlier words, “and we need no more of the word of
God! We have enough!”

Saint, being only one, was not able to withstand, and
cried out for his companions. Experience and Repentant were
instantly awake and on their feet, swords drawn and the light of
the King’s words shining bright from both shield and
sword.

Saint’s shouts must have been louder than he’d thought,
because from a short distance away a large crowd of fellow pilgrims
also answered his cry, their swords and shields also shining bright
in Saint’s defense. Learned and Worldly-Wise quickly retreated
until such time that they knew they’d have Saint all to
themselves.

Astounded by the many that came to their aid, the cousins
were surprised to find they’d laid down to rest within earshot of
the Interpreter’s House.
Saint’s cry for help had reached the house just as they were
sitting down to eat, and all who were able had come to join against
those who would contend against the word of the Lord.










Chapter 5
The House of the Interpreter


 

I saw the multitude that came running
from the Interpreter’s house help dispatch the two ill-favored ones
before leading the three travelers back to the house. Among their
rescuers, Experience and Repentant found many they knew - there
were those who had never wavered from the Strait and Narrow and had
mourned when these two had first left the King’s path; there were
those who, like Experience and Repentant, had wavered but had also
found their way back. And, to their even greater joy, there were
some of those whom the two had led astray during the more wicked
portion of their own journey but had somehow turned back to the
true path. The reunion was joyful.

Saint was not unknown, either. One man came running at his
approach and threw his arms around him. “I’m your cousin,
Stranger-in-a-Strange
Land!”

“I recognized you immediately,” exclaimed Saint as he
returned the embrace, “But that’s a new name.”

“Just as Saint is a fresh title for you,” he countered,
smiling.

“Tell me about your travels; then I’ll know the meaning of
your name.”

They all took their places at the table for the
Prince’s Supper, presided over
by the Interpreter and waited upon by a
lad and a
maid, both named
Innocent. Stranger wasn’t sure
whether speaking of his travels would be to the edification of all
assembled, but Interpreter smiled and nodded. “As we break bread
and eat together, tell us of your travels.”

“I left the Hospice of the Good Shepherd as so many had,”
began Stranger, “following the path so worn and true. Along the way
I met those who spoke of a most grand city. The more they spoke the
more I too wanted to see that city.”

Stranger smiled but was slightly embarrassed as he
continued. “It was the City of the Traditions
of Men.”

Upon hearing the name of the city, many in the
congregation nodded and whispered comments to those sitting next to
them, very aware of what Stranger encountered there.

“It was a marvelous place at first,” Stranger continued,
“Grand ceremonies and processions; so many acting as if they were
sure of what they were doing; sure of who they thought the King to
be and of what they thought the King expected of them. But before
long I discovered they were teaching and favoring the works of men
more than the words and works of the King.”

“How so?” asked Saint.

“Their fathers have taken the commandments of the King and
built around them their own methods of obeying them,” he explained.
“And the performance - the action - has become more important than
obedience itself! Those customs have become unwritten law that,
through social pressures, have become more important than the
King’s law. Then, they did
become law; law more binding on their minds and hearts than
the King’s own word! I tried to get those who brought me to that
place to see the error, that they might not mix and believe in
incorrect traditions which would prove their destruction; even
saying to them that they had made the commandments of God of none
effect by their tradition, but they were blinded to my
words.”

As the King’s book has said,” spoke Interpreter, “‘Howbeit
in vain do they worship me, teaching for doctrines the commandments
of men. For laying aside the commandment of God, ye hold the
tradition of men… Full well ye reject the commandment of God, that
ye may keep your own tradition.’”

“‘The customs of the people are vain’,” whispered someone
several chairs down, quoting another part of the book.

“‘That wicked one cometh and taketh away light and
truth,’“ whispered another, “‘through disobedience, from the
children of men, because of the tradition of their
fathers.’“

“‘Therefore shall ye keep mine ordinance,’” continued
Interpreter, “‘that ye commit not any one of these abominable
customs, which were committed before you, and that ye defile not
yourselves therein’.”

“What are some of these customs?” asked Saint.

“Many of their ancient, learned, and well-meaning men
wrote commentaries on the King’s words,” Stranger explained. “And
through the centuries the peoples’ understanding of the King’s
words became based more on these commentaries than on the King’s
actual words, or even upon guidance from the Holy Spirit, who
enlightens the understanding of all mankind. Others spent their
days writing and debating lengthy creeds to define their beliefs,
and now today people of that city spend their time teaching these
man-made creeds in the place of the King’s words, thus learning the
words of men instead of the King.”*

* Don't think I have Jews
and the Talmud in mind –

Christians are very guilty of studying an author over the
scriptures.

“Indeed,” said Interpreter; “There are some so-called
learned men in that place who would even forbid the common people
to read the King’s words, teaching that such things are only for
the learned and wise. Because of this, many are willingly ignorant
to what’s in the King’s book, relying solely on their so-called
wise men to read the book and explain it to them.”

Stranger nodded, his face plainly showing he’d met such
people. “Others still,” he continued, “who once adhered to gods of
stone and wood, tell the stories of their idol gods but change the
names to those of the King and His Prince. Thus they teach
falsehoods about He who reigns in the Celestial City. Also, they
still celebrate their ancient festivals but with statues of the
King in the dumb idols’ places, thereby attempting to worship him
through their pagan rites.

“These stories and feasts, like the creeds and
commentaries before them, have displaced the King’s word and became
the basis of the city’s faith and mode of worship. In time these
creeds, commentaries, and pagan rites have became more important
than the King Himself.”

“As bad as all of this is,” added Repentant, “they even
have men they think are wise and who’ve studied the King’s laws and
established when and under what conditions the law can be either
obeyed or disobeyed! Their exceptions and exclusions have all but
destroyed the King’s law.”

“Let us not forget to mention the stalls and markets they
have set up in the very courtyard of the Kings house,” said
Interpreter; “The sounds of worship are drown by the voices of the
sellers and buyers.”

“Of that place,” said Interpreter with a sad voice, “The
King has spoken. He said that ‘all their creeds were an abomination
in his sight; that those professors were all corrupt’; that ‘they
draw near to me with their lips, but their hearts are far from me,
they teach for doctrines the commandments of men, having a form of
godliness, but they deny the power thereof.’“

“That power being the Holy Ghost,” added
Experience.

“Which is the power of revelation,” Repentant said; “the
ability of the King to commune with mankind.”

“And all other spiritual gifts one could name,” concluded
Evangelist.

Saint sighed. “Surely our fathers have inherited lies,
vanity, and things wherein there is no profit.”

Stranger nodded. “Truly that place causes the honest
pilgrim to exclaim: ‘I have been a stranger in a strange
land.’“

Saint took his cousin’s hand. “I am a stranger and a
sojourner with you.”

Experience joined with them as he looked towards the
Celestial City and prayed:

“Hear my prayer, O Lord,

and give ear to my cry;

hold not thy peace at my tears:

for I am a stranger with thee,

and a sojourner,

as all my fathers were.“

The many voices murmuring “Amen” confirmed that many
around the table of the Prince’s Supper agreed with the heartfelt
plea, and Interpreter nodded at the devotion shown. “The days of
our solitude are over,” he announced to all around the table,
holding up his arms as if encircling all within his embrace. “For
as you travel this strait and narrow path in the company of these,
your fellow pilgrims, ye are no more strangers and foreigners, but
fellowcitizens with the saints, and of the household of God. But,
beware lest any man spoil you through philosophy and vain deceit,
after the tradition of men, after the rudiments of the world, and
not after Christ.“

 

After a good night’s sleep, Saint, Experience, and
Repentant woke to a cleansing, refreshing bath and breakfast.
Shortly following that, Interpreter motioned for the trio to follow
him. “I have things to show you before you leave,” he said
simply.

“What is there for us to see?” Saint asked.

“The beginnings of the mysteries of
Godliness,” replied Interpreter. “Open your
ears that ye may hear, and your hearts that ye may understand, and
your minds that the mysteries of God may be unfolded to your
view.“

“What are these mysteries? How can I… ”

“They are the secret things which belong unto the Lord our
God,” answered Experience, “those things which are revealed belong
unto us and to our children for ever, that we may do all the words
of this law.”

“But why are we chosen to receive these
things?”

“The secret of the Lord is with them that reverence him;
and he will shew them his covenant,” explained Interpreter. “For he
that diligently seeketh shall find; and the mysteries of God shall
be unfolded unto them, by the power of the Holy Ghost.“

“It’s been a long time since I was worthy of such things,”
whispered Repentant, “And I fear that I’ve forgotten what little I
might have known.”

“Then we shall learn together,” replied Saint.

As they approached a doorway, Interpreter turned as if
guarding the door. “The Prince has said: ‘Ye must repent, and
become as a little child, and be baptized in my name, or ye can in
nowise receive these things’.”

“We all three have done so,” replied Repentant
solemnly.

Interpreter nodded and pointed silently at the inscription
on the door, waiting for the three to read it before
entering:

‘And behold, all things have their likeness,

and all things are created

and made to bear record of me,

both things which are temporal,

and things which are spiritual.'

Interpreter led them into a large, crowded storage room
which was full of all manner of bundles and boxes. Walking around
these obstacles, as if he could see them, was an old and feeble
blind man. After watching for several minutes Saint was astounded
that the man never once bumped into the many chairs, couches,
tables, and boxes and bundles of materials which seemed at if they
should be impeding his path. There were even several tripping wires
which the man avoided without ever appearing to actually discover
them. “How can this be?” asked Saint. “The man can’t see yet he
walks without hesitation; never touching the things in his
way!”

“He walks by faith,” said Interpreter. “He can’t see where
his path leads, but he trusts absolutely in He who leads
him.”

Interpreter then led them to the next room; a very dusty
room where a man was busy trying to sweep the dust away. But
instead of being swept away, the dust simply flew around and then
settled back down around the man trying in vain to
clean.

“I have no clue what this means,” said Saint.

“The dust is the sins, shortcomings, and inabilities of
mortal life,” explained Interpreter.

“So, by himself,” Saint picked up the thought, “a man or
woman can never wholly clean up their life.” At this there was a
knock at another door to the room. Whoever was knocking had to
knock many times until finally the man sweeping in vain answered it
and invited a servant in, who proceeded to sprinkle the room with
just enough water to soak up the dust and turn it into hard clumps,
thus making it a more solid material for sweeping. The man was then
able to sweep the solid material out of the room. “The servant with
the water is the King’s servant,” Saint rightly guessed. “He came
into the man’s life with divine grace, compensating for the man’s
inabilities with infinite love and assistance, helping the man to
purify his abode in a way the man could never do
himself.”

Interpreter smiled, nodding. “And, although the man still
had to sweep, he was only able to become clean through the
assistance of the servant; for as the King’s book declares, ‘it is
by grace that we are saved, after all ye can do’. If he’d stopped
sweeping, thinking the servant would do everything, the room would
never have become clean.”

“Why didn’t the servant just come in?” asked Saint; “Why’d
he wait for the man to admit him?”

“We must invite the Servant in,” answered Evangelist;
“For, as He has said: ‘I stand at the door, and knock: if any man
hear my voice, and open the door, I will come in to
him.'”

The small band then entered a third room. There, at the
other end of what appeared to be a great throne room, they saw men
and women kneeling in respect before an old man who sat reading
from a large, ancient book. As he read entries concerning each of
those kneeling before him and was satisfied as to their
qualifications, he handed each of them deeds to far-off kingdoms
and dismissed them, whereupon they made for the castle for which
they were newly-titled. But, as they drew near their estates, bands
of mercenaries rose up against them, doing everything possible to
stop them from obtaining the estate to which they’d been
ordained.

“The first room taught about Faith,” began Saint,
“followed by a room of Grace. I suspect this is a lesson on Works
and Actions.”

“How so?” asked Interpreter, impressed by the quickness
with which the young man understood.

“These people are being ordained to a high commission, and
each is given a great estate as their reward for being faithful to
that commission. But they can’t just walk right in and rule - they
must earn it by their actions! Just as the blind man in the storage
room had to move his feet himself, and the man in the dusty room
still had to sweep once the dust was dampened, so must these
pilgrims fight their way through the demonic hordes to obtain that
which was freely given them.”

“Freely given by a gracious and loving King,” injected
Experience, “meaning He graciously gave the gift by His own free
will.”

“Freely given,”
whispered Experience, “but not
freely earned.”

Interpreter motioned for each of the cousins to kneel.
They were given a scroll containing their commission and directions
to kneel before the King to claim it as their reward when their
journey to the Celestial City drew to an end.

The small party exited the room into a large courtyard
filled with all manner of beautiful flowers, vines, and fountains.
And in the middle of the courtyard was a small
circular pavilion with a beautifully domed
roof.

“How strange,” said Saint slowly as the stepped under into
the pavilion’s shade; “There are only three columns holding up the
dome, and each one different.”

“Read me the inscriptions on the base of each column,”
Interrupter said in a commanding voice.

The first of the columns was translucent, the morning sun
creating rainbows up and down it’s crystal-like length. It
shimmered in the morning air and looked almost like - “Water?”
asked Saint, seeing the words ‘Water of
Faith’ engraved on the column’s
base.

The second column appeared as red as ruby, shining in the
day’s sun. “Blood of
Grace,” whispered Repentant as he read its
inscription; “Red as the blood of our Savior.”

The third, a mixture of reds, oranges, and yellows, seemed
to be a huge column of fire; Saint could almost feel the heat of a
thousand suns radiating from the seeming flames.
“Flame of the Spirit,”
announced Experience, spying that column’s title.

“’This is he that cometh by water and blood,’” recited
Saint from the King's book; “’not by water only, but by water and
blood. And it is the Spirit that beareth witness, because the
Spirit is truth. And there are three that bear record in heaven,
the Father, the Word, and the Holy Ghost: and these three are one.
And there are three that bear witness in earth, the Spirit, the
water, and the blood: and these three agree in one.’”

“True are the King’s words,” agreed Interpreter. “But now,
boy: hold up your sword.”

Saint raised his Sword of Truth and allowed divine
influence shine upon the King’s book, reading aloud that which was
lit: “‘… inasmuch as ye were born into the world by water, and
blood, and spirit, which I have made, and so became of dust a
living soul, even so ye must be born again into the kingdom of
heaven, of water, and of the Spirit, and be cleansed by blood, even
the blood of mine Only Begotten; that ye might be sanctified from
all sin, and enjoy the words of eternal life in this world, and
eternal life in the world to come, even immortal glory; For by the
water ye keep the commandment; by the Spirit ye are justified, and
by the blood ye are sanctified’.”

After a pause for thought, Interpreter continued. “Now,
look up from the column bases and read the names of the columns
each base supports.”

“Grace supports
‘Hope’,” said Saint,
reading that word the next level up.

“And ‘Works’ turns into
‘Charity’,” said
Experience.

“Faith is still
‘Faith’, said
Repentant.

“Knowledge through Faith becomes Power through Faith,”
Interpreter explained. “Once we have a knowledge of faith, and gain
a testimony of divine things, we gain power by acting upon that
knowledge.” He paused, allowing them time to understand before
continuing: “Now, what is written on the crowning capitol of each
column?”

“Faith is topped by
‘Obedience’,” said Saint
as he put a hand over his eyes to see, “Because it is through the
power of our faith that we achieve obedience to all of God’s
commandments.”

Interpreter nodded, proud of the young man.

“And Grace is crowned with
Sanctification,” followed
Experience. “For it is through the King’s grace we are sanctified
and made holy.”

“And Spirit with
Justification,” concluded
Repentant. “For it is by listening to and following the promptings
of the Spirit that we bring forth works and actions enough to
justify our salvation.”

“Look above you into the roof,” instructed Interpreter.
Above them, in the middle of the golden dome, the words
‘Eternal Life’ were
inscribed.

“Without any one of these pillars, the roof cannot stand,”
Interpreter announced after the cousins had looked into the roof
and seen its inscription.

“‘For by grace are ye saved through faith… ’” exclaimed
Repentant, remembering the King’s words.

“‘Therefore, it is of faith, that it might be by grace,’”
added Saint.

“‘For as the body without the spirit is dead, so faith
without works is dead also’,” quoted Experience.

“And,” said Interpreter in conclusion, repeating an
earlier lesson, “‘it is by grace that we are saved, after all ye
can do’.”

Saint looked a little puzzled, so Interpreter explained
further: “Grace is the charity - the compassionate service, if you
will - God shows towards his earthly children. All that He has
created, revealed, and accomplished has been through His grace -
through His love and compassion for us.”

“So everything is based on His grace?” asked
Stranger.

“Everything. We receive the beginning of Faith,” and
Interpreter’s hand touched the pillar named Faith, “because of His
love for us. We have hope,” and he moved on to that pillar,
“because of His actions - that of sending His Son to teach and
guide us and then suffering the price of our redemption from
mortality. And we display good works,” and he moved in turn to the
final pillar, “because of our faith and hope in His grace for us,
proving to Him through our actions that we do, in fact, have faith
and hope in His grace-filled love for us.”

“And through such actions we justify His Grace on our
behalf,” added Repentant.

“So we are saved by our faith and our works,” said
Experience, “because of His
unwavering grace.”

“By grace… we are saved, after all we can do,” Saint
whispered, repeating the words he’d not fully understood a moment
before.

Interpreter and his students left the courtyard and
entered a large, well-manicured series of gardens - which were
actually more teaching stations. Saint’s face lit with recognition
as they entered the first garden; one which Interpreter said was
just about as sacred a place as could be found. They found
themselves standing before a hill topped by an
old wooden cross. On one side of the hill was
a smaller, inner garden which seemed quiet and secluded enough for
undisturbed prayer, and on the other side was another inner garden
with an empty tomb - its
stone door rolled away and a great light shined from within the
hollowed stone.

“The Prince,” began Interpreter, “He who paved our way
back to the King - gave Himself twice for us.”

“Twice?” queried Saint, startled.

Interpreter pointed out the quiet garden opposite the tomb
and its garden. “There, He went to be alone; to pray for strength.
He endured the pain and agony and suffering which transferred the
burden of our sins onto Himself, that He might pay the price for
our sins, mistakes, and shortcomings. In order to fulfill that
portion of His mission, he sweat great drops of blood, yea, He did
bleed at every pore, so severe was the pain and the suffering He
took upon Himself for all mankind. It was there that He paid the
ransom for us that we might be made clean and pure from the
world.

“Then,” and his gaze shifted to the top of the hill, “the
agony continued as He willingly gave up His mortal life in the most
awful and horrible way,” and his gaze continued to the empty tomb,
“that on the morning of the first day of the week He could rise
from death, breaking the bonds that held mankind captive to the
grave.” Interpreter smiled as he continued. “So you see, He offered
two gifts; not one. His release from the grave brought about
redemption from physical death - the gift of the resurrection given
to all mankind, while His suffering for sin brought about our
release from the sins and sorrows of the world. This release from
spiritual death reserved only for those who confess their sins and
follow Him.”

Saint and his companions climbed the sacred
Hill of Deliverance and knelt
near the old wooden cross to humbly worship, each lost in silence
and emotion. He felt a great lightness come over him, as if a great
burden had been taken away. He understood that, because of what had
occurred in the places represented before him, a great, eternal
burden had indeed been taken from his shoulders – and from his
heart. He reveled in the sweet release that came only through the
Prince of Life.

“Your grandfather said a most remarkable thing while
kneeling almost where you all are kneeling,” Interpreter whispered
reverently; “better worded than I have ever heard it.” Interpreter
led the men to a small stone marker at the foot of the hill, upon
which was inscribed:





“He hath given me rest
by his Sorrow,

and Life by his Death.”





When at last they were ready to continue, Interpreter led
the trio to another garden. In that place were many wells where
maidservants tried in vain to raise water to their waiting vessels,
but each time they lowered their buckets, they came back empty.
Above them a thunderstorm raged, and menservants ran to and fro
with more buckets, hoping to catch rain if and when it fell. And
all about were fruit trees withering from lack of
moisture.

“What is the meaning of this?” asked Saint.

“The results of preaching righteousness but performing
acts of wickedness,” explained Interpreter.

Experience nodded. “These are wells without water, clouds
that are carried with a tempest; clouds they are without water,
carried about of winds; trees whose fruit withereth, without fruit,
twice dead, plucked up by the roots; to whom the mist of darkness
is reserved forever.“

Next the trio was led to an orchard in which all the trees
seemed to be dying despite the efforts of the many gardeners who
frantically worked among the branches, trying in vain to bring them
back to life. Interpreter stopped and allowed the three to examine
one tree. “The problem is with the roots,” announced Repentant;
“They’re very underdeveloped for nourishing trees this size; a
little digging around them so they could break through the soil
easier would benefit the whole tree.”

Interpreter nodded. “And so it is with the person who
hopes for heaven but doesn’t root themselves in God’s
words.”

“But why,” asked Repentant, “Why do the gardeners work
with the branches? Why don’t they tend to the roots?” All four
looked around at the vain efforts of the gardeners. “The roots need
help, not the branches!”

“These gardeners are they who recognize they’re on the
wrong road to heaven but continue trying to find it their own way,
and not God’s way.”

They moved on to another part of the garden. There, two
large junipers stood - one by a stream, its roots spread wide along
the waterline, and the other in a barren, rocky field.

“The tree by the stream is like the man who trusts in the
Lord,” explained Evangelist. “When the heat comes it has nothing to
fear; its spreading foliage stays green. In a year of drought it
feels no care, and does not cease to bear fruit.”

“Then the other tree must be those who trust in man, and
leans for support on human kind, while his heart is far from the
Lord!” said Saint; “He shall be like a juniper in the desert; when
good comes he shall not see it. He shall dwell among the rocks in
the wilderness, in a salt land where no man can live.”

At last they reentered the courtyard of the three-column
pavilion. “Do you remember your stay at the Gatekeeper’s
House?”

“Indeed,” replied Saint. “We begged the Good Shepherd to
tarry, but he was pressed to go on to His Father’s House, even
though there was much we still needed to learn from
him.”

“But He hasn’t left you alone.”

“But He’s gone… ”

“Remember the words He spoke to other pilgrims before
leaving them: “‘The Comforter, which is the Holy Ghost, whom the
Father will send in my name, he shall teach you all things’; ‘he,
the Spirit of truth… will guide you in all truth.’”

“I should like to receive this great gift,” confessed
Saint, Experience and Repentant nodding agreement.

“It’s good you wish to receive it, because you
must receive the Spirit, for except a
man be born of the water and the spirit, he cannot enter into the
kingdom of God.” Interpreter led the three to the Column of Fire
which represented the Spirit, which he explained was also known as
the Cauldron of Fire. “Before entering the Gate of the Good
Shepherd, you were born of the water; here you may be born of the
Spirit. And, if ye will enter in by the way and receive the Holy
Ghost, it will show you all things what ye should do.”

With that, he motioned for the three to take hold of the
column. And suddenly there came a sound from heaven as of a rushing
mighty wind, and it filled the entire house where they were. And
there appeared cloven tongues like as of fire, and it sat upon each
of them. And they were filled with the Holy Ghost.

Interpreter embraced each of the men, they having been
filled with the light and truth the King gives to those who truly
seek him. “Therefore it is given to abide in you; the record of
heaven; the Comforter; the peaceable things of immortal glory; the
truth of all things, that which quickeneth all things, which maketh
alive all things; that which knoweth all things, and hath all power
according to wisdom, mercy, truth, justice, and
judgment.”

“For behold,” whispered Saint, “the mystery of godliness,
how great it is!”

“You have eaten at the Prince’s Supper and have been
renewed in the Cauldron of Fire,” began Interpreter as the group
reentered the house, “wherein you received the companionship of the
Holy Spirit.” A waiting servant held out a bundle to Interpreter,
who thanked the servant as he opened it and began to hand out its
contents to the cousins. “Receive now this
Lance of Aaron.”

“This is no lance,” questioned Saint before having one
handed to him, “But a rod. A shepherd’s rod.”

“Not a rod, but a scepter,” corrected Experience. “For
with this Rod of Aaron we accept the commission to be Fellow
Shepherds, holding the mystery of the faith in a pure conscience.
It is also to remind you that as you grow in the King’s service,
the Holy Ghost shall be thy constant companion, and thy scepter an
unchanging scepter of righteousness and truth.”

“Shall we ever know more mysteries than this?” asked
Saint.

“If thou shalt ask, thou shalt receive revelation upon
revelation, knowledge upon knowledge, that thou mayest know the
mysteries and peaceable things - that which bringeth joy, that
which bringeth life eternal. For unto you it is given to know the
mysteries of the kingdom, but unto the world it is not given to
know them.”

And thus did Saint and his companions prepare to go forth
with the Comforter as their unseen companion and as
newly-commissioned Fellow Shepherds, tending those sheep the Good
Shepherd would send their way.










Chapter 6
Mounting Difficulty


 

I dreamed on as Saint, Experience,
and Repentant waved goodbye to the Interpreter’s House and resumed
their trek towards the Celestial City, the home of the King. Armed
with their Shields of Faith, their Swords of Truth, and the
newly-received Lances of Aaron - and with the unseen Comforter as
their guide - they continued along the Strait and Narrow towards
the mountain called
Difficulty. Their path
continued to follow the same wall they’d followed from the time
they’d left the Gatehouse of the Good Shepherd, and Saint agreed
that the wall was fittingly called the Wall of
Salvation - it divided the sheepfold from the
awfulness beyond - the Devil’s
Garden and Beelzebub’s
Castle.

Less than an hour after their departure the three heard
the sound of running footsteps behind them, and upon turning, they
discovered their cousin Stranger-in-a-Strange Land running to catch
them. “May a stranger find safety in your numbers?” he asked,
panting and winded from his run.

Experience smiled. “There are no strangers here.” And he
put an arm around their new companion.

Although new to the Shepherd’s service, the four cousins
did their best to serve those with whom they journeyed. They were
willing to bear one another’s burdens, that they might be light,
and were willing to mourn with those that mourn, and comfort those
that stand in need of comfort, and to stand as witnesses of God at
all times and in all things. Despite their newness to the callings,
all four of them - for Stranger had also been commissioned a Fellow
Shepherd - were able to teach others as well as aid them, because
they searched the scriptures diligently, that they might know the
word of God. But this is not all; they had given themselves to much
prayer, and fasting.

No matter how good a Fellow Shepherd might become,
however, they aren’t able to help everyone. Because there are many
stubborn, self-willed humans along the pilgrimage route, not
everyone they met was willing to accept their assistance! As the
four journeyed along beside the Wall of Salvation, they came upon
what they thought was a very strange sight: a group of people
crawling over the wall.

“Good People!” called out Saint, “Where do you come from
that you sneak over the wall?”

“Sneak?” repeated one of the group; “We don’t sneak; we
come openly.”

“Who are you that you don’t enter by the Gate? The
Gatekeeper opens to all honest in heart!”

“I’m Tradition,
and this,” and he laid a hand on the woman next to him, “This
is Hypocrite. And to
travel so far out of our way to enter by the Gate is far too
inconvenient for us.”

“Don’t you know that he that entereth not by the door, but
climbeth up some other way, the same is a thief and a
robber?”

The man gave Saint and his cousins a patronizing smile.
“The King knows our hearts, therefore we don’t have to
actually obey all his words.
Besides, we’ve grown and evolved beyond the point of having to
actually conform to laws and commandments - we’ve developed the
reasoning that He’ll reward us according to our thoughts even if
our actions appear to be disobedient.”

Experience snorted. “The ungodly will get the punishment
their wicked thoughts deserve, because they rebelled against the
Lord and ignored righteous people and that which was right. Yea,
our thoughts will condemn us, just as quickly as our words will
condemn us and our works will condemn us.”

“Everyone where we come from enters this way,” explained
Hypocrite, virtually ignoring the voice of Experience; “It’s been
done this way for many, many generations. If necessary, we’ll
simply explain to the King that our people have entered this way
for so long that for us to do it any other way is inconceivable.
He’ll have to understand and
allow it.”

“The Good Shepherd, whose sheep ye must become, knoweth
his sheep because He has admitted them through His gate,” explained
Saint. “If you haven’t entered through His Gate, He will not
recognize you before His Father.”

Those with Tradition and Hypocrite laughed at what they
clearly thought was terribly backward thinking. “Do you honestly
think,” challenged Tradition, “that this shepherd you speak of is
immature enough to deny us just because we didn’t give Him the
privilege of going through the motions of an antiquated tradition
like opening a silly gate for us to enter through? Do you honestly
think He’s overly-worried about whether we act according to His law
or not? I’m sure He’s much more mature than that!”

Stranger couldn’t stay still; he’d met these people in the
city he’d visited before finding the King's path. “The Lord, being
the same yesterday, today, forever, cannot look upon sin with the
least degree of allowance… ”

“And, ‘What I the Lord have spoken, I have spoken,’”
proclaimed Experience, quoting the King’s words, “‘And I excuse not
myself; and though the heavens and the earth pass away, my word
shall not pass away, but shall all be fulfilled.'”

“Well,” Hypocrite said with a cold voice of finality,
“It’s not for anyone else to tell us what we can do! We have our
ways of carrying out the King’s words and don’t need anyone to
correct us. After all, we allow you to believe what you will - you
should be as open-minded!”

Experience tried hard not to let his face show the pity
and the contempt he held for these people, at which Hypocrite
smiled victoriously and turned back to her group of wall crawlers
and quickly departing down the path.

“I think,” Saint said slowly to his cousin Stranger while
watching the rabble walk ahead of them, “I think we’ve just met
some of those who caused you to take the name Stranger-in-a-Strange
Land.”

“I think you’re right,” Repentant agreed. Experience just
nodded.

Farther along the King's path, Saint, Experience,
Repentance, and Stranger came upon another group which refused
their help. Three pilgrims were lying beside the path, sound
asleep. This was not an uncommon site, for there were many who ran
out of energy and required rest. And, as any good Fellow Shepherd
would, the four cousins stopped to nurture and fellowship them
until they were strong enough to continue. But these three, unlike
many others they’d assisted, were bound with chains that were
padlocked about their ankles and wrists, the keys to the locks
laying loosely in their very own hands. Fearing they were in
distress, Experience woke them, hoping to rescue them from this
strange fate.

“How may we help you?” asked Experience; “If you stay here
bound this way you’ll never finish your journey; you may even
become prey of some unscrupulous thieves.”

The first of the three sleepers, who identified himself
as Naive, yawned slowly
and looked around. “I see no danger!”

The second,
Lazy, stared rudely at
Experience. “I see no reason not to finish my rest! I can continue
anytime I desire; there’s all the time in the world.”

The third,
Arrogant, pulled himself out of
Experience’s firm grip and pushed him away. “Mind yourself and
leave me alone; I don’t need anyone’s help.”

The four insisted on helping the three sleepers, even
though their first offers and been refused. This only roused the
three in chains to anger, and they resisted all the harder,
insisting there was no problem and that they wished to be left
alone. Sadly, Saint and his companions continued on without them,
hoping that others who traversed this path later would have more
success. To rid themselves of feelings of rejection, they sang a
song from the King’s own book:

“‘Happy the man who has a concern for the
helpless!

The Lord will save him in time of trouble.

The Lord protects him and gives him life,

making him secure in the land;

the Lord never leaves him to the greed of his enemies.

He nurses him on his sick-bed;

he turns the bed when his is ill.’”

 

Eventually the foothills of Difficulty were reached, and
just as the path they were on began to rise - only a bare hint of
the challenging climb to come - two paths divided off from the
Strait and Narrow. At that intersection the cousins met up with the
group they’d seen crawling over the wall, all standing about and
arguing over which route to take. Saint was quick to notice that
the few in the group who actually favored remaining on the Strait
and Narrow were laughed at and ridiculed until they fell silent -
instead, the majority was debating the relative merits of
the Path of Danger,
which led around one side of the mount and on to a great, dark
forest, or the Path of
Destruction, which lead around the other side
and on through a wide field and on to dark, evil looking mountains.
Saint also noticed that neither of the alternate paths led towards
the Celestial City. He offered his opinion, but as quickly as he
was ignored he rejoined his companions, and they begun their ascent
of the mountain.

“They didn’t think they needed to climb the mountain when
they could go around,” Saint told his cousins. “I tried to tell
them that the boards and chains and posts were all erected because
of the danger of traveling those paths; that the ditches and hedges
were to keep them from destruction. But they wouldn’t
listen!”

“They didn’t bother to notice the paths don’t go around
the mountain, did they?” asked Repentant.

“Most who take those paths can’t - or won’t - see that
far,” answered Experience.

Saint was glad for the companionship of his cousins and
the help they rendered as the climb became steeper and steeper. But
even they needed help as they all finally resorted to crawling on
hand and knee to make the cruel grade. Saint almost became
disheartened at the difficulty of the ascent, as others who were
turning back seemed to do, but he trusted in the King - even though
he didn’t understand all of the King’s purposes. He knew there were
reasons for the difficulty he was traveling through and simply
trusted.

Servants of the Good Shepherd were stationed all along the
path as it climbed the mountain, helping pilgrims along their way.
Two that were of particular help were the sons of the man
named Works. The oldest
sibling, Ordinance,
helped many through their ascent by constantly reminding pilgrims
through word and deed of the promises they’d made to the King and
His Son and how to be faithful to those promises. His
sibling Action showed
the pilgrims those works which would prove their faithfulness
before the King and would benefit not only themselves but also all
those around them. And through the encouragement of these two,
Saint and his cousins were able to not only to continue their
climb, but they were able to be of help to others as well. By
reaching out with a tired but willing hand, Saint was able to
help Apathetic to
become Enthused;
Repentant was able to turn
Deaf-Heart around,
becoming
Spiritually-Minded; and by
putting an arm around a lost and tired fellow-traveler and offering
words of comfort as well as a good hard pull over particularly hard
portions of the path, Experience was able to help
Weary become
Refreshed. And, although
Linger-after Lust had blindly
stumbled over a crevasse few returned from, through Stranger's help
this person was able to change the direction of his life enough to
become
Virtuous-in-Heart.

As the uphill trail became harder and steeper, all the
pilgrims looked more and more to each other for help and strength.
But in building strength in others, they soon discovered they
strengthened themselves as well! Through learning how to show
charity to others, Heartless
slowly found courage enough to become
Kind-Hearted;
Rebellious became
Obedient and was even able to
lead many others on the Strait and Narrow.

The Lance, or Staff, of Aaron, that which marked the
Fellow Shepherd’s responsibility to serve, was used extensively by
those who had been so commissioned for the blessing of fellow
travelers, helping many over the large boulders and across the long
stretches of loose shale that seemed to stall the progress of far
too many pilgrims. Occasionally it was even used to bridge the gap
between where a wayward pilgrim had become trapped across
the Chasm of Sin from
the path. In these ways, the commission given to become Fellow
Shepherds became a blessing to all they met along the
way.

Halfway to the top of the mountain, the cousins came upon
a pleasant meadow surrounding an even more pleasant arbor. Nicely
shaded, the arbor was surrounded by all manner of alpine trees and
pleasant meadow flowers - the fragrances of which made resting
there all the more pleasant, and the act of traveling past without
stopping all the harder. Saint could see many pilgrims within the
arbor resting so quietly that they had to be in a deep, deep
sleep.

But as Saint, lured by the tranquil rest being offered,
turned from the path with hopes for a brief rest, he was pulled
back by Experience. “Beware you don’t rest long, Cousin! You see
the arbor is full - it was built by the lord of the hill as a
temporary resting place, but it’s become the
Arbor of Inactivity, where many
pilgrims stop to rest from their labors, fall asleep, and never
wake again, afraid to return to the difficulties of the Path and
continue their labors.”

Although his body cried out for it, Saint elected not to
rest; he considered the future rest within the King’s city a better
rest than what he saw in the pleasant meadow beside the path.
Instead, he joined the other faithful pilgrims who were trying to
rouse the sleepers. But, as with the three chained sleepers at the
foot of the mountain, they were not entirely successful.

 

Finally, tired and exhausted, Saint, Experience,
Repentant, and Stranger approached the top of the mountain. And as
they paused only to catch their breath, they were knocked down by
two who were running back down the path. These two,
Faithless and
Self-Doubt, claimed they were
fleeing from an awful sight.

“Just ahead,” exclaimed Faithless breathlessly,
“are huge lions,
standing ready to attack travelers and devour them.”

“The lions are chained,” Experience announced calmly, as
if it were something everyone should have known.

“We saw no restraint!” countered Self-Doubt. “And
Persecutor, who now controls
the lions, threatened us with our lives if we tried to continue
along the King’s path!”

“Pass with us,” offered Experience. “I know for a fact the
lions can’t touch the path, much less harm the pilgrims traveling
safely upon it.”

“No!” Faithless cried out; “You may not value your life,
but I do mine! I won’t lose my life!” Faithless tore himself away
from Experience’s grasp and threw himself down the path, preferring
the dangers he knew to those yet unknown.

“He who seeketh to save his life in this world, shall lose
it in the world to come,” sighed Experience; “And whosoever shall
lose his life shall preserve it.” Experience could see Saint
visibly tremble at the thought of the lions, and in a bare few
minutes of travel along the mountain’s crest they were well within
earshot of the cruel, lunging beasts. Saint’s and Stranger’s steps
slowed, panic showing plainly on their faces.

“Cousins,” Experience called in barely a whisper,
“Remember the words of the King:

“‘And there shall be a causeway there

which shall be called the Way of Holiness…

it shall become a pilgrim’s way…

“‘No lion shall come there,

no savage beast climb on to it;

not one shall be found there.

“‘By it those he has ransomed shall return

and the Lord’s redeemed come home;

they shall enter Zion with shouts of triumph,

crowned with everlasting gladness.

Gladness and joy shall be their escort,

and suffering and weariness shall flee away.’”

“So you see, cousins, the lions may roar and Persecutor
may threaten and throw taunts, challenges, and insults, but there
is none that can hinder your path unless you allow
them.”

With great courage and trembling, Saint and Stranger
followed the two who’d passed this way once before as they made
their way past the lions - the largest and most frightening
creatures Saint had ever seen. The beasts roared with voices of
thunder and lunged time and time again at the path, but they were
never able to set a paw upon it.

Meanwhile, the beasts’ master Persecutor spat out his vile
lies about the King, leading many faithful pilgrims to hesitate in
their journey. “How can so many stop to listen?” asked Saint,
astonished at the crowd that formed each time the detractor opened
his mouth.

“Persecutor’s become smarter and more skillful,” replied
Experience. “In days gone by he outrightly attacked pilgrims with
weapons of war. But now he’s discovered he can destroy more
effectively with words! He mixes truth with lies, and his mixture
is so convincing that many are unable to tell what’s true and what
isn’t. And that’s how he feeds his lions - good pilgrims waver,
leave the path, and wander just close enough to the lions that
they’re devoured.”

As Fellow Shepherds, the cousins gathered their courage
and did all they could to return wandering feet to the path as they
themselves slowly and carefully worked their way past the lions and
their master. For their effort they were rewarded with undue
attention from Persecutor, but being well-grounded in the King’s
words and strengthened by their companionship with the Comforter,
they withstood the evil being and were able to rescue many from the
ruinous end planned for those who would listen.

Finally, the four grandchildren of Christian and
Christiana stood at the gates of the palace
called Beautiful. Beyond the massive, open
gates and elegant gatehouse they could see the gleaming palace,
shining in the evening light like the beacon it was meant to be in
order to guide faithful pilgrims; it’s lofty towers and spires
rising high, the sun reflecting off the golden pinnacles, giving
light to all who wished to draw near.

“The Palace Beautiful,” announced Experience, “It was
built by the Lord of the Hill for the rest and refreshment of the
pilgrims.

In the gateway stood Mr.
Watchful, the porter of the house, his arms
opened as wide as the open gates as he welcomed the trail-worn,
weary travelers to the palace. He and the other servants of the
house stood aside as the grateful pilgrims passed the gates and
were welcomed into this house of refuge, where all those on their
way to the Celestial City paused to rest and fellowship.










Chapter 7
Beautiful – the House of the Lord


The doors to the palace Beautiful
stood open in my dream as the pilgrims crossed the courtyard, lead
by the porter Mr. Watchful into the presence of the mistresses of
the house - the maidservants
Humble-Mind,
Discretion,
Wisdom,
Devotion, and
Charity. Even before reaching
the tall, graceful doors of the great house, the weary travelers
were overwhelmed with the physical - but more so the spiritual -
beauty radiating from the edifice, giving many the extra strength
to reach the doors.

“This palace was built by the Lord of the mountain,”
explained Watchful, anticipating the questions asked by nearly all
the arriving pilgrims. “He built Himself a house here for the
refuge and nurturing of the pilgrims on their way to His Father’s
presence in the Celestial City.”

Sensing the beginnings of the spiritual feast waiting
within, Saint’s exhausted body found the strength to move a little
faster in order to leave the world behind for the short time they
would be within the palace walls.

The many travelers were being seated about Watchful’s
ample table as one by one the maidservants discovered that
grandchildren of Christiana were among those seated. “I see your
grandparents in your faces!” Devotion exclaimed even before names
were exchanged. “You,” she continued as she laid a soft hand to
Experience’s cheek, caressing his face with her touch, “You’re the
son of Matthew and Mercy. You,” she continued, facing Repentant, “I
see your father Samuel in your eyes. You,” she said as she turned
to Stranger, “You have to be Joseph’s son.” Finally she smiled as
she fingered Saint’s red curls. “And these could only belong to
James’ child! How is it that four children of the pilgrims have
found each other as traveling companions?”

“Experience and I met as I was being misled toward the
City of Carnal Principles,” explained Saint; “If not for him I
might have been led down that path.”

“Good that he was there,” stated Devotion firmly. “And, as
his name indicates, he probably knows what fates awaited you
there.”

“Indeed I do!” exclaimed Experience. “And if I’ve been
able to help but one from taking that path, then how great is my
joy!”

“And I met the two of them at the Cauldron of
Cleanliness,” volunteered Repentance. “Together we approached the
Gate of the Sheepfold, and we’ve been traveling together ever
since.”

“And you?” Devotion motioned to Stranger.

“I was reunited with them at the house of the
Interpreter.”

“Tell me of your travels together,” the Devotion
asked.

“After leaving the Gatehouse we encountered two very
ill-favored travelers - Learned and Worldly-Wise… ”

“Ill-favored is putting it mildly,” the woman said,
nodding in agreement. “They’ve been the ruin of many honest
pilgrims who’ve became blinded by their so-called
intelligence.”

“I was close to a forced surrender…”

“There is no surrender to them unless you allow it,”
corrected Devotion.

“…when my two companions as well as the congregation from
the Interpreter’s House came to my aid.”

“Tell me of that house and of what you learned there,” the
woman requested.

“I learned that although Faith, Grace, and Works are three
separate and distinct principles, all three must work in harmony
and as one for the salvation of all mankind.”

“But cannot only one or two of these three save
us?”

“No,” replied Saint, shaking his head.

“Each has a role to play,” added Repentant, “And lacking
any one of the three we cannot enter the King’s
presence.”

“Remember that lesson when you’re with Watchful tomorrow,”
the woman whispered, pretending her warning to be a secret. And
then, in a normal voice: “And what else did you learn?”

“We learned there are two sides to the Atonement,” said
Experience.

She smiled even broader. “Remember that lesson as well
when Watchful speaks with you!”

“After leaving the Interpreter, and having been
commissioned as Fellow Shepherds, we were able to help many fellow
pilgrims as we ascended this mountain called Difficult.”

“Were you able to help everyone?”

“No,” Saint replied sadly. “There were many who refused
our help. We even met two who led others over the wall instead of
through the gate.”

Devotion nodded. “That would be Tradition and Hypocrite;
they’ve been at it for centuries.”

“Have many of their followers ever made it to the King’s
presence?”

“A fair number have, but only after repenting, returning
to the Gate, and entering in the proper fashion.” Then she stood,
knowing she’d been neglecting the other pilgrims, and ruffled
Saint’s hair as if he were still a child as she nodded approval to
all four.

 

After the evening meal was completed and the congregation
had sung a hymn and prayed as one, Devotion found the cousins again
and led them to the sleeping
chamber named
Peace. “Here it was that
Christian slept, as did Christiana and the four boys who became
your fathers,” she explained simply.

“Tell me,” asked Saint, “How did Watchful receive his
name?”

“Before the Lord of the house left on His journey, He
admonished us: ‘Watch therefore: for ye know not what hour your
Lord doth come. But know this, that if the chief steward of the
house had known in what watch the thief would come, he would have
watched, and would not have suffered his house to be broken up.
Therefore be ye also ready: for in such an hour as ye think not the
Son of man cometh.’” The woman paused. “Then the Lord concluded: ‘I
come on thee as a thief, and thou shalt not know what hour I come
upon thee’; ‘He that watches not for me shall be cut off’; ‘watch,
therefore, that ye may be ready’.”

“So, when shall the Lord return?”

Devotion smiled and continued the Master’s words: “‘That
day and hour knoweth no man, no, not the angels which are in
heaven, neither the Son,’ ‘but the Father only.’ ‘Take heed, watch
and pray: for ye know not when the time is. For the Son of man is
as a man taking a far journey, who left his house, and gave
authority to his servants, and to every man his work, and commanded
the porter to watch. Watch ye therefore: for ye know not when the
master of the house cometh, at even, or at midnight, or at the
cockcrowing, or in the morning: Lest coming suddenly he find you
sleeping. And what I say to you I say to all. Watch.’”

And so the cousins began their rest. But before Experience
and Repentant were asleep they heard the sounds of painful moaning
from the beds of the other two. As they rushed to their cousins’
sides, pain and illness seized the two younger of the group and
they wept in agony.

As quick as they could be fetched, Devotion and Charity
were also kneeling at the bedsides of the two. “What did they eat
after leaving the Interpreter’s House?” Devotion asked
hastily.

“Only what was given us there to sustain us on our
journey,” answered Repentant.

But between convulsions, Saint and Stranger nodded
otherwise. And as the illness quickly progressed and their stomachs
tried their best to void the poisons gripping them, it became all
too plain that the unfortunate pair had been eating fruit from the
boughs that hung over the wall from the Devil’s garden.

“It’s good they’ve not yet built up a tolerance to the
devil’s fruits,” Experience and Repentant agreed.

“It had the outward appearance of the fruit from the tree
of the Love of God,” Stranger explained, referring to the spiritual
feast all pilgrims partake of before entering the gate of the Good
Shepherd.

“Dear cousins!” Experience wept, “Did you not see where
those boughs were rooted? Did you not see they were fruit from the
Devil’s Garden?”

“I only saw what was pleasing to the eye and smelled the
fragrant scent of the fruit,” Saint said weakly between spasms,
“and ate of it.”

“All things have their likeness,” taught Experience. “And
the evil one will make all his evil look as close to the
righteousness of the King as he can, just to catch the pilgrim
unawares.”

As the maidservants laid their trays beside the sickbeds,
Experience and Repentant gently lifted and supported their cousins
so Charity could help bring relief. She handed the
Cup of the Tears of the Contrite
to the two older men, and they held it up to the sick mens’
lips, so they could drink. Next was the Plate
of the Fruit Meet for Repentance, and they
did eat. Only then, knowing that the two were humble enough to
allow the healing balm to mend their broken hearts and contrite
spirits, Experience and Repentant laid them back down to
sleep.

After the remainder of the night passed in relative peace
and rest, the cousins woke just as the morning sun was lifting its
rays and spreading them across the darkened sky. Hearing the sounds
of the morning’s preparations below them, they dressed quickly and
presented themselves to Watchful, insisting on serving in the house
as a means of compensating him for the food and boarding he had so
freely given. Realizing the need to serve was so important to them
- especially to Saint and Stranger, who knew that only through
charitable works would they be completely healed of the mistakes
which had caused the previous night’s affliction - he accepted
their help graciously and put them to work assisting with the
breakfast preparations. But after breakfast he wouldn’t hear of
them continuing, insisting instead they follow him into the Upper
Rooms.

 

All of the first day was spent in an extensive library,
where Watchful put book after book in front of the cousins,
allowing them to read of the faithful works of the many Fellow
Shepherds who had traveled before them - of those who had through
faith subdued kingdoms, wrought righteousness, obtained promises,
stopped the mouths of lions, quenched the violence of fire, escaped
the edge of the sword, and out of weakness were made strong. Saint
was horrified, however, as he read of those who had trial of cruel
mockings and scourging, were stoned, were sawn asunder, were
tempted… But, asking Watchful about this, the man helped him to see
that God provided some better thing for them through their
sufferings, for without sufferings they could not be made perfect.
Reading about the pilgrim Abraham, they discovered that by faith he
settled in the land promised him, living in tents, for he was
looking forward to the city with firm foundations, whose builder
and maker is God. He read on about others, many of whom had died in
faith - they were not yet in possession of the things promised, but
had seen them far ahead and were assured of them, and embraced
them, and confessed that they were strangers and pilgrims on the
earth. For they that say such things declare plainly that they seek
a homeland. If their hearts had been in the country they had left,
they could have found opportunity to return. But now they desire a
better country, that is, an heavenly: wherefore God is not ashamed
to be called their God: for he hath prepared for them a city. The
cousins all nodded agreement that they too wished only to gain that
same city whose builder and maker was God, even the great Celestial
City of the King.

On the second day, Watchful took them to another Upper
Room of the House of the Lord, this one furnished as a luxurious
sitting room, and there he began a dialog.

“I’ve learned that Persecutor has a whole new set of
lies,” he said simply.

“He had many lies,” said Saint. “And he teaches them in a
very convincing manner; even using the King’s Book as a tool for
his lies in bringing pilgrims to destruction.”

“The lie I’m concerned with is about the nature of the
King and His Son.” Saint and his cousins waited for Watchful to
continue. “It’s said that Persecutor teaches that the King and the
Prince are but two manifestations of the same person.”

Saint and his cousins nodded. “We heard him teaching just
that thing! And there were many who believed.”

“I’ve even heard that Persecutor teaches that it’s
impossible for us to understand the persons and beings of the King
and His Son.” He paused a moment, watching his guests’ faces. “I’ve
also heard that he concentrates on those pilgrims who appear the
strongest - those who are leaders among the others - so he can use
them to sway the others.

“Tell me, is it important for us to know the true nature
of He whom we seek?”

“Yes!” exclaimed Stranger, “It is life eternal, that they
might know the only true God, and Jesus Christ, whom He has
sent.’”

Watchful nodded, smiling. “We know, then, that Persecutor
mixes his lies with enough of the King’s truth to make his lies
appear real; where then is the truth in what he says?”

“The truth is that although they are three separate
beings, the King, the Prince, and the Comforter act as one
in unity and
harmony to accomplish the salvation of
all mankind,” stated Saint. “’There are three that bear record in
heaven, the Father, the Word, and the Holy Ghost: and these three
are one.’”

Repentant continued the quote from the King’s own record:
“‘And there are three that bear witness in earth, the Spirit, and
the water, and the blood: and these three agree in
one.’”

“Just as the spirit, water, and blood are three distinct
and separate means of purification that must agree as one for our
salvation,” explained Experience, “So the King, the Prince, and the
Comforter are three separate and distinct beings who act and agree
in unison - as one - for our salvation.”

“In other words, a
quorum,” said
Watchful, and the four men nodded. “And how does God the Father
save us?”

“Through His grace and favor,” answered Saint
simply.

“What is that grace and favor?”

“It’s the eternal, never-ending love He bears for us. And
through that love He sent His Son, sends the Comforter to guide us,
sends prophets” - at this he held the King’s Book close to his
breast - “And He gives us His words to follow. Even though so many
turn away, He still continues to pour out this love to save those
who would follow.”

“How does God the Son, the Prince of Life, save
us?”

“By His coming to teach us the words of His Father, by His
showing us the way to return to His Father, and by His great
atoning sacrifice on our behalf, by conquering death… ”

“How does God the Holy Spirit save us?”

“He illuminates our darkened world by giving meaning to
the King’s words, He renews our souls with silent confirmation of
all the King and the Prince have taught, and He guides our feet
along the paths of righteousness.”

Experience recited a poem he’d learned from his
parents:



“One to teach us,

And One to guide us -

And One who sent them both.



“One guides our feet,

And One guides our heart -

And One who guides them both.



“One came to teach;

One to testify -

And One bears witness of both.



“One teaches truth;

One brings truth to mind -

And One taught truth to both.



“One planned the world;

One fulfilled the plan -

And One gives life to all.”


“What then is man?” asked Saint; “How do we differ from
these royal three known by the title God or even from those beings
we call angels?”

“As to angels - there are two kinds of beings in heaven,“
replied Watchful; “Namely: Angels, who are resurrected personages,
having bodies of flesh and bones - For instance, the Prince did
say: ‘Handle me and see, for a spirit hath not flesh and bones, as
ye see me have.’

“Secondly: the spirits of just men made perfect, they who
are not yet resurrected, but inherit the same glory.”

“But what about us?” Saint asked, still trying to get to
the meaning of his first question. “The King’s words seem so
confusing on this subject. In one passage mankind is spoken of as
God’s children, yet another teaches that our Savior and Redeemer is
the Only Begotten Son of the King.”

“The Only Begotten Son in the flesh,” corrected Watchful.
“Which means the Prince of
Life is the only one who can call the King of
the Celestial City the father of his mortal, physical body of
flesh, blood, and bones.”

“So we are all children of God?” asked Saint,
astonished.

“‘There is a spirit in man’” began Watchful, reading from
the book, but Repentant continued the thought with another
passage:

“‘And the spirit and the body are the soul of
man.’”

“I know the father of my body,” said Saint slowly. “It’s
James, son of Christian and Christiana. But who is the father of my
spirit?”

“What do the prophets say?” asked Watchful as he saw Saint
already opening the King’s Book.

“‘Ye are sons of the living God.’” read Saint.

Repentant, too, had opened his copy of the Book and was
reading: “‘Have we not all one father? hath not one God created
us?’”

Watchful noticed Experience was reading about the Prince
and His disciples: “‘We are the offspring of God’.”

“‘One God and Father of all’,” Saint read
aloud.

Finally Stranger read from the Book: “‘Furthermore we have
had fathers of our flesh which corrected us, and we gave them
reverence: shall we not much rather be in subjection unto the
Father of spirits, and live?’”

They sat in stunned silence, reveling in the new-found
knowledge, the Comforter silently testifying that the words of life
were true.

Finally, Watchful spoke: “Raise your swords.” Saint,
Experience, Repentant, and Stranger all lifted the Sword of Truth,
which was the Word of God, and allowed its light to shine across
the King’s words. “What does it say?” asked their
teacher.

“‘And now,'” read Experience aloud, “'After the many
testimonies which have been give of him, this is the testimony,
last of all, which we give of him: That he lives! For we saw him,
even on the right hand of God; and we heard the voice bearing
record that he is the Only Begotten of the Father - That by him,
and through him, and of him, the worlds are and were created, and
the inhabitants thereof are begotten sons and daughters unto
God.’”

Watchful could feel the Comforter as it testified to those
in the room. “The Spirit beareth witness with our spirit, that we
are the children of God: And if children, then heirs of God, and
joint-heirs with Christ; if it so be that we suffer with him, that
we may be also glorified together.”

After a long, joyful silence, Saint dared a hushed, barely
audible question: “If He is truly the father of our spirits, then
there must be a… I mean, He couldn’t be called ‘father’ unless
there’s a… ” He paused, realizing what he was thinking would be
considered the deepest, darkest heresy by many, many people who
professed to know the King and His ways.

Watchful smiled an angel’s smile as the Comforter spoke
with him. “No, He couldn’t, could He?”

“Did we live with Him once?” asked Saint, tears readying
to flow.

“What… ” began Watchful, but Experience finished the
question: “… does the Book say?”

“Before I formed thee in the belly I knew thee,” read
Repentant, not having waited to be reminded to look in the Book;
“and before thou came out of the womb I sanctified thee, and I
ordained thee… ”

Saint read from another part of the Book: “He hath chosen
us in him before the foundation of the world, that we should be
holy and without blame before him.”

Experience, shining his sword on the Book, read the plain,
frank words showing there: “Man was also in the beginning with
God.”

Watchful explained: “Before our mortal life began, we
lived as spirit beings in the presence of our Heavenly Father,
waiting for the day of our mortal birth.”

“If,” asked Saint, “If we did live once with our 'Heavenly
Father',” and the termed pleased him to the very center of his
soul, “why did He send us to this lonely, dreary world? Why were we
cast out of His presence?”

“Come with me,” Watchful said as he stood and quit the
room through a large, double door. In the next room, they were met
by the sight of a workshop, where many musical instruments were
being made. Violins, cellos, trumpets, harps, drums, and all other
manner of instruments were being constructed on the various benches
throughout the room. Saint watched as one old, gray workman sadly
shook his head and threw out the delicate viola he’d been
constructing. But before it was totally discarded, other workers
gathered round, discussing what went wrong and making suggestions
for the next viola. A few even demonstrated techniques they’d
learned.

“But I saw nothing wrong with it!” exclaimed
Saint.

“But he did,” countered Watchful.

“What’ll he do now?”

“Learn from his mistakes and construct a better
one.”

Then they walked through another set of doors and into a
concert chamber where a large orchestra was playing. The players
were seated in a semicircle in front of their conductor, who was
leading the group and blending the individual noises into one
beautiful, harmonious sound. Somewhere a wrong note sounded, and
instantly other players surrounding the one who’d made the strange
sound leaned over to her aid - checking to make sure she had the
correct fingering, was on the correct page, and any other thing
they could do to help.

“This is what it means to be a Fellow Shepherd,” announced
Watchful, pointing at those assisting the one who needed help, a
statement which earned him confused and wondering looks from all
four of the cousins, so he explained. “While we still lived as
spirits in the presence of our Heavenly Father, we were given
opportunities to learn and excel. Many were ordained to future
callings here in mortal life.” Watchful picked up a nearby copy of
the King’s Book and read: “And this is the manner after which they
were ordained - being called and prepared from the foundation of
the world according to the foreknowledge of God, on account of
their exceeding faith and good works; in the first place being left
to choose good or evil; therefore they having chosen good, and
exercising exceedingly great faith, are called with a holy
calling.”

“But what does this have to do with this workshop and
concert hall?” asked Saint, confused.

“My boy, how did those workers learn to make such grand
instruments?”

“By learning from a master craftsman; by many hours of
practice. By enduring toil and tears as they learned from
experience… ”

“And the orchestra?”

“By learning from a master,” answered Experience,
mirroring Saint’s words. “And by many hours of practice… By trials
and tears… ” He and Repentant looked at each other, sharing a
silent thought that Saint couldn’t read. “And by making mistakes,
learning from them, and making those mistakes no more.”

“And if they’d stayed tucked away safely in the workshops
of their masters, would they have learned and grown and finally
reached their full potential of becoming master
craftsmen?”

“I think not,” replied Saint slowly. “They’d continue to
be nothing more than students and apprentices.”

“In our pre-mortal existence, we learned at the feet of
the Master our Father and had opportunities to show we’d actually
learned something. But, to fully learn those lessons, and to fully
discover, develop, and prove our abilities and talents - to become
masters ourselves - we needed the experiences that only mortality
could give. By sending His children into this mortal existence,
He’ll be able to prove them, to see if they will do all things
whatsoever the Lord their God shall command them; And they who keep
their first estate - meaning the existence we had as spirit
children in His presence - they who keep their first estate shall
be added upon. And they who keep their second estate - meaning this
present mortal life - shall have glory added upon their heads for
ever and ever.”

“So this mortal life isn’t a punishment?!” exclaimed
Stranger, bewildered.

“Of course not!” Watchful exclaimed as he put a fatherly
arm around the younger man. “This mortal life is where we continue
the lessons learned while apprenticing at our Father’s side. In His
presence we were apprentices. Here in mortality we've graduated up
to being craftsmen; constantly being tested to see how well we
learned. Here He’s trusted us out of His presence in order to gain
the practical experiences we need to become masters like
Himself.”

“To become like Him?” Saint gasped. “Can we do
that?!”

“We’re commanded to become like Him.” Watchful saw the man
glance at the Book, so he thumbed through it, a passage coming to
his mind:

“‘Be ye therefore
perfect,

even as your Father which is in heaven

is perfect.’”










Chapter 8 A
Reason for Living


Do you realize,” continued Watchful
as Saint’s head spun with all he’d learned so far in the Upper
Rooms of the palace called Beautiful, “That the Evil One didn’t
completely lie to our first parents?”

“He didn’t?”

“Who do you think taught Persecutor the art of teaching
half-truths?”

Saint, Experience, Repentant, and Stranger all thought for
a moment about the man with the lion just down the path from where
they were and nodded agreement.

“That first Evil One told our beloved Mother Eve that she
‘shall not surely die: For God doth know that in the day ye eat
thereof, then your eyes shall be opened, and ye shall be as the
gods, knowing good and evil.’ And, after our first parents did eat
of the fruit of the Tree of Knowledge of Good and Evil, the Lord
God did in fact exclaim: ‘man is become as one of us, to know good
and evil.’”

“So, you’re saying the King wanted our beloved First
Parents to fall and become mortal?” asked Stranger.

“What does… ” Watchful began, and before he could finish
the books were already opening, the sword of truth adding its
additional light. “… the Book say?”

Experience read aloud, using the Sword of Truth, which is
the Word of God, to give light to his reading: “And to bring about
his eternal purposes in the end of man, after he had created our
first parents… it must needs be that there was an opposition, even
the forbidden fruit in opposition to the tree of life; the one
being sweet and the other bitter. Wherefore, the Lord God gave unto
man that he should act for himself. Wherefore, man could not act
for himself save it should be that he was enticed by the one or the
other.

“… An angel of God, according to that which is written,
had fallen from heaven; wherefore, he became a devil, having sought
that which was evil before God. And because he had fallen from
heaven, and had become miserable forever, he sought also the misery
of all mankind. Wherefore, he said unto Eve… Partake of the
forbidden fruit, and ye shall not die, but shall be as God, knowing
good and evil. And after Adam and Eve had partaken of the forbidden
fruit they were driven out of the garden of Eden, to till the
earth. And they brought forth children; yea, even the family of all
the earth. And the days of the children of men were prolonged,
according to the will of God, that they might repent while in the
flesh; wherefore, their state became a state of probation, and
their time was lengthened, according to the commandments which the
Lord God gave unto the children of men. For he gave commandment
that all men must repent; for he showed unto all men that they were
lost, because of the transgression of their parents. And now,
behold, if Adam had not transgressed he would not have fallen, but
he would have remained in the garden of Eden. And all things which
were created must have remained in the same state in which they
were after they were created; and they must have remained forever,
and had no seed… Wherefore they would have remained in a state of
innocence, having no joy, for they know no misery; doing no good,
for they knew no sin. But behold, all things have been done in the
wisdom of him who knoweth all things. Adam fell that men might be;
and men are, that they might have joy. And the Messiah cometh in
the fullness of times, that he may redeem the children of men from
the fall. And because that they are redeemed from the fall they
have become free forever, knowing good from evil; to act for
themselves and not to be acted upon, save it be by the punishment
of the law at the great and last day, according to the commandments
which God hath given. Wherefore, men are free according to the
flesh; and all things are given them which are expedient unto man.
And they are free to choose liberty and eternal life, through the
great Mediator of all men, or to choose captivity and death,
according to the captivity and power of the devil; for he seeketh
that all men might be miserable like unto himself.”

“So what this says,” began Stranger, “is that we came to
mortality to learn the difference between good and evil through
gaining experience, thereby learning to overcome evil!” He looked
expectantly at Watchful, who was nodding approval.
“Because of the Fall Mankind were free to choose right from wrong;
something they were not able to do until that act. Therefore the
Fall of Adam and Eve was actually a
progressive step for
mankind.”

“And listen to this!” exclaimed Saint, the light from his
Sword of Truth shining on the book and on his face: “‘Wherefore, he
gave commandments unto men, they having first transgressed the
first commandments as to things which were temporal, and becoming
as Gods, knowing good from evil, placing themselves in a state to
act, or being placed in a state to act according to their wills and
pleasures, whether to do evil or to do good - Therefore God gave
unto them commandments, after having made known unto them the plan
of redemption, that they should not do evil, the penalty thereof
being a second death, which was an everlasting death as to things
pertaining unto righteousness; for on such the plan of redemption
could have no power, for the works of justice could not be
destroyed, according to the supreme goodness of God. But God did
call on men, in the name of his Son, (this being the plan of
redemption which was laid) saying: If ye will repent, and harden
not your hearts, then will I have mercy upon you through mine Only
Begotten Son; Therefore, whosoever repenteth, and hardeneth not his
heart, he shall have claim on mercy through mine Only Begotten Son,
unto a remission of his sins; and these shall enter into my
rest.’”

“After their transgression and expulsion from the Garden,
God the Father caused the plan of redemption to be taught to our
First Parents,” explained Watchful, “and He set them upon this
pilgrimage route, which would return them to His presence in the
Celestial City on Mount Zion.”

“The first pilgrims,” whispered Saint.

“And in their footsteps we must follow,” concluded
Stranger.

“‘And in that day’,” Repentant read aloud from another
place in the book, “‘Adam blessed God and was filled, and began to
prophesy concerning all the families of the earth, saying: Blessed
be the name of God, for because of my transgression my eyes were
opened, and in this life I shall have joy, and again in the flesh I
shall see God. And Eve, his wife, heard all these things and was
glad, saying: Were it not for our transgression we never should
have seed, and never should have known good and evil, and the joy
of our redemption, and the eternal life which God giveth unto all
the obedient.’“

“So to become like the King we had to become mortal,”
began Saint, hoping he rightly understood, “And because we were
able to make choices we were given commandments to guide us. And,
because we were able to make wrong choices, an atonement was
needed.”

“Tell me of the Atonement,” asked Watchful kindly as he
nodded, pleased with the young man’s understanding

Saint remembered Devotion’s admonition to remember various
lessons for the day Watchful spoke with them, and realized now she
was hinting at the things of which he would speak. “First, there is
Salvation from physical death, which salvation was brought about by
the resurrection of our Savior; this is one aspect.”

“And who may receive this salvation?”

“All mankind; as the King has taught: ‘This restoration
shall come to all, both old and young, both bond and free, both
male and female, both the wicked and the righteous; and even there
shall not so much as a hair of their heads be lost; but every thing
shall be restored to its perfect frame, as it is now… and shall be
brought and be arraigned before the bar of Christ the Son, and God
the Father, and the Holy Spirit, which is one Eternal God, to be
judged according to their works… ’”

“And the second aspect of the Atonement?”

“Salvation from spiritual death, or the readmitting of
mankind into the King’s presence,” answered Saint.

“And how was this brought about?”

“Through the Savior accepting upon Himself and paying the
price for the sins, mistakes, and shortcomings of all
mankind.”

“Who may receive exaltation?”

“Those who accept the Prince as their Savior and Redeemer,
take upon themselves His name, and from that time always remember
Him and keep His commands. The Prince Himself has said: ‘For
behold, I… have suffered these things for all, that they might not
suffer if they would repent; But if they would not repent they must
suffer even as I; Which suffering caused myself… the greatest of
all, to bleed at every pore, and to suffer both body and spirit -
and would that I might not drink the bitter cup, and shrink -
Nevertheless, glory be to the Father, and I partook and finished my
preparations unto the children of men.’“

“So only those who’ve been accepted by the Prince and have
had their sins covered by His atoning sacrifice will be allowed
into the King’s presence?” asked Stranger. “But, if ‘the spirits of
all men… are taken home to that God who gave them life’, countered
Saint, “then surely there are places in the eternal realm for even
the less-faithful.”

“Remember, cousin,” replied Experience before Watchful had
a chance, “Before the Good Shepherd left us at the Gatehouse, He
said: ‘In my Father’s house are many mansions’.”

Watchful smiled as he nodded. “Let’s discover this mystery
together.” And he turned towards another set of doors. “‘The sun
has a splendor of its own, the moon another splendor, and the stars
another, for star differs from star in brightness. So it is with
the resurrection of the dead.’” With this he lead them into another
room, one that was elegantly furnished in a style that was
indicative of all the beauties mankind could produce.

“This represents the splendor of the least degree of
exaltation, even the ‘telestial’ rewards,” announced Watchful,
“that which is diminished in glory as the stars diminish in the
presence of the sun. This is the reward of -” and he quoted the
King's book, “‘liars, and sorcerers, and adulterers, and
whoremongers, and whoever loves and makes a lie.’ ‘These are they
who received not the gospel of Christ, neither the testimony of
Jesus.’ ‘These are they who suffer the wrath of God on earth’; ‘who
suffer the wrath of vengeance of eternal fire… ’”

“They for whom the atonement does not cover, because they
accepted not the sacrifice of the Messiah or the terms He set
forth!” Saint exclaimed; “They who, as you read, ‘must suffer even
as I; which suffering caused myself… the greatest of all, to bleed
at every pore, and to suffer both body and spirit’.”

Watchful nodded, smiling. “‘These are they who are cast
down to hell and suffer the wrath of Almighty God, until the
fullness of times, when Christ shall have subdued all enemies under
his feet, and shall have perfected his work; when he shall deliver
up the kingdom’; this is they ‘who shall not be redeemed from the
devil until the last resurrection, until the Lord, even Christ the
Lamb, shall have finished his work.’” Watchful motioned about the
room. “This is for those who are not received into the Father’s
presence, but receive ministrations only through the Holy
Spirit.”

“Because they aren’t worthy of God’s presence?” asked
Stranger, and Watchful nodded.

“Those in hell will be released and brought out?” asked
Saint, his mind still on that surprise.

“The Psalmist wrote: ‘Therefore did my heart rejoice, and
my tongue was glad; moreover also my flesh shall find rest in hope:
because thou wilt not leave my soul in hell.’ The Psalmist
understood that hell was but a prison from which he would one day
be brought out, and ‘for this cause was the gospel preached also to
them’ ‘which sometime were disobedient’. Prophesying of that last
great judgment day, the book says: ‘And I saw the dead, small and
great, stand before God… And the sea gave up the dead which were in
it; and death and hell delivered up the dead which were in them;
and they were judged every man according to their
works.’”

“Aren’t there some who won’t even be worthy of this amount
of glory?” asked Saint.

“The telestial realm represented with this room will be
ministered to by the Holy Spirit; those who’ve denied that Spirit,
turning themselves from even Him once they’ve received it won’t be
admitted - nothing but Perdition will be opened to them, ‘having
denied the Holy Ghost after having received it, and having denied
the Only Begotten Son of the Father… these are they who shall go
away into the lake of fire and brimstone, with the devil’. This
Perdition is a place with no amount or degree of glory.”

“This ‘telestial’ glory,” began Saint, looking once again
around the richly-appointed room as Watchful led them across the
room and towards another set of doors, “This seems to be a very
great reward for those were are that wicked.”

At this, Watchful silently turned and threw open the doors
to the next room. “As the light of the moon outshines the light of
the stars, so the mightiest of the least of these telestial
kingdoms is outshined by the glory of this,” he said, leading the
four cousins into a room far more beautiful and luxurious than
they’d ever imagined. “This ‘terrestial’ glory is the reward of
those ‘who were honorable men of the earth, who were blinded by the
craftiness of men.’“ Saint and his cousins thought of those who
were lead astray by Learned and Worldly-Wise. And led away by
Persecutor. “‘These are they who receive of his glory, but not of
his fullness.’ ‘These are they who were not valiant in the
testimony of Jesus, wherefore, they obtain not the crown’. ‘These
are they who receive the presence of the Son, but not the fullness
of the Father.’”

“Meaning?” asked Saint.

“Meaning that the Son may visit and minister to them at
His pleasure, but they will never be received into the presence of
the Father, the eternal King of Heaven.”

Leaving that room behind, the brightness and glory of the
room above nearly blinded them as they made their way up a broad,
winding staircase towards the glorious light which emanated from
what lay at the top of the stairs. “As the sun outshines the moon
and the stars, so does the celestial presence of the Father
outshine the terrestial and telestial glories,” Watchful
explained.

Saint and his cousins could find no mortal words to
express the glory and beauty of the room they stood in as they
topped the staircase; surely no mortal conceived of and built this
room! If this were in fact a mere representation - a similitude -
of existence in the presence of the King, then this was what they
would seek for all the rest of their days, they each vowed in their
hearts.

Watchful began to describe those who would inhabit the
celestial realms: “‘These are they who received the testimony of
Jesus, and believed on his name and were baptized after the manner
of his burial, being buried in the water in his name, and this
according to the commandment which he has given - that by keeping
the commandments they might be washed and cleansed of all their
sins, and receive the Holy Spirit by the laying on of hands of him
who is ordained and sealed unto this power; and who overcome by
faith, and are sealed by the Holy Spirit of promise, which the
Father sheds forth upon all those who are just and true.’ ‘These
are they who the Father has given all things.’ ‘Wherefore, all
things are theirs… These shall dwell in the presence of God and his
Christ forever and ever.’“

Watchful lead them out onto a balcony where the four
cousins could look far across the horizon to the
Delectable Mountains. And
beyond them, rising above ‘the tops of the mountains’, and ‘exalted
above the hills’, was the light shining forth from the ‘the
mountain of the Lord’s house’, even Mount
Zion, where the great
Celestial City, the city of the
Living God, stood in all it’s splendor. They could not actually see
Mount Zion, but its light could not be held back from beyond the
Delectable Mountains.

Even from this far distance, the glory radiating from that
far-distant sight was greater than even the room through which
Watchful had lead them, for the room had indeed been built by mere
human hands, trying in vain to express a glory mankind could not
fully express. Even from this far place, Saint could feel the glory
and the spirit of the sacred mountains calling to his spirit,
urging him to come and partake of the spiritual feast awaiting upon
its peaks. He couldn’t actually see the spires and towers from this
far distance, but he could see the glow of brightness which
surrounded celestial things and could feel the spirit which
emanated from that great place. In this Saint wasn’t alone, for the
others felt as well the strength that came from the mere thought of
being that close to the celestial presence. The silent vow they’d
made while in that celestial-like room was renewed in earnest, for
now that they’d had but the tiniest glimpse of the far-off
celestial splendor, they could never settle for the barely-visible
splendor of the moon or stars.

 

When Watchful was finally able to pry the cousins away
from the balcony, he led them back down the staircase and into some
of the lower rooms of the palace, to a huge armory full of all
sorts of spiritual weaponry; much of which already carried a
well-respected reputation, having been used for centuries by
pilgrims who had come before.

“I’ve heard each of you whisper a vow to reach the King’s
city,” he began. “It’s a long and hard journey, full of danger
beyond your ability to imagine. Find your strength in the Lord, in
his mighty power.” Motioning about the room, he continued: “Put on
all the armour which God provides, so that you may be able to stand
firm against the devices of the devil. For our fight is not against
human foes, but against the authorities and potentates of this dark
world, against spiritual wickedness in high places. Therefore, take
up God’s armour; then you will be able to stand your ground when
things are at their worst, to complete every task and still to
stand. Fasten on the belt of
truth; for a
breastplate put on
integrity; let the
shoes on your feet be
the gospel of peace, to
give you firm footing; and, with all these, take up the great
shield of faith which each of you have had from your parents’
knees, with which you will be able to quench all the flaming arrows
of the evil one.”

Repentant held his shield with a strong arm as he recited
the Psalmist’s words: “‘God’s every promise has stood the test: he
is a shield to all who seek refuge with him.’”

“Take salvation
for a helmet,” continued Watchful as he allowed each time to
choose each item as he spoke. “For sword, take that which the
Spirit gives you - the words that come from God.” Each of the four
instinctively touched the bright gold sword they’d carried since
the day they’d entered through the Gate of the Good Shepherd, and
Watchful continued: “Give yourselves wholly to prayer and entreaty;
pray on every occasion in the power of the Spirit. To this end keep
watch and persevere.”

Watchmen led the cousins back to the main room of the
palace, and there Devotion and the other servants gathered around
them, hugging them like dotting grandparents while congratulating
them for learning what Watchful had been commissioned to teach them
and for taking upon them the Whole Armour of God. Then, with great
ceremony, Watchful mounted the dais at the end of the room and
called for the four to come forward.

“Since leaving the House of the Interpreter, you have
served as Fellow Shepherds, laboring to ‘warn, expound, exhort, and
teach, and invite all to come to Christ’; ‘to watch over the church
always, and be with them and strengthen them’. Now, as you leave
this palace, you are called to the commission of being not just
Shepherds but Watchmen, to officiate not only in the ‘outward
ordinances’, but ‘to administer in spiritual things, agreeable to
the covenants and commandments of the church’; even ‘to hold the
keys of all spiritual blessings of the church’.”

One by one the four cousins knelt before Watchmen to
receive their commission. Experience was the first to kneel, and as
he did, Watchful began: “What I say I say not for myself, but for
the Lord of the house.” Looking deep into Experience’s eyes, he
began: “‘Son of man, I have made thee a watchman unto the house of
Israel:’ ‘you will take messages from me and carry my warnings to
them.’ ‘When I say to the wicked, Thou shalt surely die; and thou
givest him not warning nor speakest to warn the wicked from his
wicked way, to save his life; the same wicked man shall die in his
iniquity; but his blood will I require at thine hand. Yet if thou
warn the wicked, and he turn not from his wickedness, nor from his
wicked way, he shall die in his iniquity; but thou hast delivered
thy soul.

“‘Again, When a righteous man doth turn from his
righteousness, and commit iniquity, and I lay a stumblingblock
before him, he shall die: because thou hast not given him warning,
he shall die in his sin, and his righteousness which he hath done
shall not be remembered; but his blood will I require at thine
hand. Neverthelss if thou warn the righteous man, that the
righteous sin not, and he doth not sin, he shall surely live,
because he is warned; also thou hast delivered thy
soul.’“

Next, Repentant knelt before Watchful: “Thus sayeth the
Lord of this house: ‘When I bring the sword upon a land, if the
people of the land take a man of their coasts, and set him for
their watchman: If when he seeth the sword come upon the land, he
blow the trumpet and warn the people; then whosoever heareth the
sound of the trumpet, and taketh not warning; if the sword come,
and take him away, his blood shall be upon his own head. He heard
the sound of the trumpet, and took not warning; his blood shall be
upon him. But he that taketh warning shall deliver his
soul.

“‘But if the watchman see the sword come, and blow not the
trumpet, and the people be not warned; if the sword come, and take
any person from among them, he is taken away in his iniquity; but
his blood I require at the watchman’s hand.’”

Stranger and Saint watched as Repentant stood and was
presented with a long, narrow
trumpet; the very sort used by
messengers of the Lord. He stood to one side next to Experience,
who also held a new trumpet in his hands. Stranger was next, and
then it was Saint’s turn to kneel and receive his commission and
trumpet, which was the symbol of that commission. Although he
listened to the words pronounced, he also thought of those he saw
being commissioned in the Works room of the Interpreter’s House,
who then had to fight the evil foe to gain that kingdom to which
they had been commissioned. He prayed for the strength and courage
to fulfill this commission and gain his promised reward.










Chapter 9
Mercy Is Not A Thief


As my dream continued I saw that the
maidservant Devotion was chosen by Watchful to accompany the
grandchildren of the pilgrims on the first leg of their journey
from the palace called Beautiful towards the next house of refuge,
it being located deep within the Depths of
Humility, a broad, green, and fruitful valley
in which many pilgrims found quiet rest and safe harbor on their
long journey. “It was I who accompanied your grandmother Christiana
and your fathers when they were just boys,” she explained as they
strode out of the palace grounds and down the path called Strait
and Narrow.

Before long the small band looked down the road as it
plunged down a deep crevice towards the valley floor and was strewn
with all manner of debris. The skies within the crevice were filled
with dark clouds just waiting to dump their fill of storm on the
unwary pilgrim. “Humility isn’t easily reached by mere mortals,”
their guide explained.

“Are there many who don’t reach the Depths of Humility?”
asked Stranger, his face showing his hesitation at descending such
a dangerous-looking path.

Experience smiled at Repentant, both of them remembering
times their previous descent through this part of the path had gone
awry. “There are many who stumble and fall trying to gain the
Depths of Humility and are lost,” he said to Saint. “And, there are
many who try and try again.” Repentant nodded his silent agreement
which told Devotion the two had shared similar experiences in the
past but didn’t wish to verbalize them.

“There are those who are too heavily laden with this
world’s treasures and glories to keep a firm footing on the path,”
answered Devotion as she silently and correctly read the older
cousin’s faces. “The wise, the learned, and they that are rich, who
are puffed up because of their learning, and their wisdom, and
their riches… save they shall cast these things away, and consider
themselves fools before God, and come down into the depths of
humility, he will not open to them.”

"These whom you speak of,” commented Saint; “They don’t
sound like those who would even try for the Depths of
Humility.”

Some of them do,” replied Devotion. “But most of them
attempt this trail,” and she pointed to a broad path that lead
along the spine of the mountain but in the same general direction
as the path to Humility.

“What lies along that path?” asked Stranger.

“The City of
Intellectualism.” Devotion paused. “Many who
enter in at the Gatehouse of the Good Shepherd grow tired of the
plainness and simplicity of the King’s messages and instructions;
they discuss and debate the King’s words, looking for hidden
meanings and secret teachings until they transform the sacred words
from a matter of simplicity into a stupor of confusion, looking far
beyond the mark the King has set and establishing all manner of
man-made markers which point everywhere but towards the Celestial
City.” She paused again. “Those who believe Humility isn’t a
necessary goal in reaching the King’s presence tend to choose this
easier path over the more-difficult one towards Humility. The two
you met after leaving the Gatehouse - Learned and
Worldy-Wise…”

“I remember them well,” said Saint, recalling the first
battle in which he used his Sword of Truth.

Devotion smiled her grandmotherly smile. “This path leads
to their home. But it leads no further.”

The cousins backed away from the easier path and once
again faced the stony, rough path that lead to the Depths of
Humility. As they did, Devotion pointed out a small monument beside
their chosen path; a single column bearing these
words:





LET CHRISTIAN’S SLIPS BEFORE HE
CAME HITHER AND THE BATTLES HE MET WITH IN THIS PLACE BE A WARNING
TO THOSE THAT COME AFTER





“What battles did he meet?” Saint asked.

He met the destroyer,
Apollyon,” Devotion replied.
“He whom the Fallen Angel
sends to bar the way of the righteous pilgrim.”

“But nothing evil can bar the King’s path!” protested
Stranger; “Persecutor and his lions couldn’t even step foot on it…
”

Devotion smiled. “No, they couldn’t, but how many did they
help destroy without ever entering the path?” Stranger’s face fell,
remembering friends and loved ones who had wandered from the path
and had been eaten by the lions. “Have no doubt that, even without
entering the path, the evil one can do a lot to make it appear as
if they way is hedged up forever!”

“How do we - or, can we - avoid this demon?”

“Don’t allow yourself to slip and fall on your journey
towards humility,” stated Devotion authoritatively. She then gave
each of the men a grandmotherly hug and kiss before turning back to
the palace in which she served.

 

Being human, of course someone slipped. Before the others
could stop him, Stranger slid on the shale from the
Slopes of Transgression and
plunged down the path far ahead of his cousins, bouncing back and
forth across the width of the path and even onto the rough
shoulders of the road and the rocky terrain beyond. Experience,
Repentance, and Saint hurried as fast as they safely could to catch
up and help him, being hampered in their rush by a raging storm
that chose that moment to commence. Moving as quickly as they could
through the dark, furious storm, it took several days to find their
cousin, and when they did they were met with the sight Experience
and Repentant had prayed to avoid - their cousin, scarred and
bleeding from his fall, was laying prone and barely off the path
with a large, well-muscled man standing over him with a foot on his
victim’s chest and a sword lowered to his throat. This evil man had
already secured Stranger in strong chains, ready to deliver him
into the hands of some dreadful jailer.

“Apollyon, the destroyer,”
whispered Experience as he and Repentant stiffened. Saint was
instantly on his belly in the mud at the edge of the path, trying
in vain to reach a hand to his cousin in order to pull him to the
safety of the King’s road, but Experience pulled him back just as
the evil one’s sword swung and would have severed a limb if he’d
not been pulled back. The demon smiled, but Saint felt no good from
the smile as he lay on his back staring up at the man in horror; he
felt only a mocking for everything a smile should
represent.

“So,” the evil being said slowly over the noise of the
storm as he recognized Experience and Repentant, “I’ve found our
two wayward servants at last. And you’ve brought recruits to
compensate for my troubles; how thoughtful.” Evil cloaked the man
like a pair of dark, fleshy wings, and Saint’s very being screamed
for him to run, but he wouldn’t - he couldn’t - forsake his
helpless companion.

“We’re not your servants!” Repentant insisted weakly, his
voice trembling. “Nor will you make recruits from these
two!”

“Not my servants?” the demon mocked as another deafening
thunderclap sounded. “But you’ve served me and my master so well
these many years!”

“We serve you no more!” Experience demanded.

“Our service is not so easily dismissed.” Saint could feel
the darkness that surrounded the man as tentacles of that dark
ugliness reached out for the pilgrims. This darkness made the storm
almost feel like sunshine.

“We’ve covenanted with the King and have become servants
in His service.”

The demon threw his head back and howled a hideous,
mocking, soul-scorching laugh which almost drown the noise of the
storm. “Does this king know what pitiful rejects from Righteousness
you two are?” Holding up five clawed fingers, he continued. “You
haven’t kept five commandments between the two of you in that many
decades!”

“We’ve changed!” shouted Repentant.

“Changed your actions, perhaps. But I know that wants and
desires don’t leave a man’s heart so quickly. Tell me: do you miss
the old life? Such delight we had together in partaking of the
deliciously-forbidden fruits… ”

“They’ve been washed clean by the Prince and born again of
the water and of the Spirit!” shouted Saint, coming to the verbal
defense of his beloved cousins as he rose to his feet.

“The babe has a voice,” the demon’s deep voice sounded as
he turned his attention to Saint. “Let me tell you this, pup: the
body may be cleansed and the soul may heal, but memories remain -
the desires of the flesh that were once so completely fulfilled are
never forgotten.” He turned to the two older cousins. “Aren’t they,
Experience; Repentant?” But Experience and Repentant said nothing.
The demon allowed the tip of his sword to play across Stranger’s
throat just light enough to keep from doing damage as he continued.
“Let me tell you two about your beloved cousins… ”

“No! Please… ” began Repentant, raising a hand, which only
encouraged the demon.

“Experience first came to me in the city of Pride. And a
proud child he was! No one could tell him anything, for he already
thought he knew everything. After only a very small amount of
sweet-talking I convinced him to travel with me to
Carnal Principles and then on
to Vanity and
it’s fair.”

“That city’s repented,” said Saint.

“It went through a bout of righteousness, but it’s ours
again; you'll be impressed with our effort. And you should have
seen the games of chance Experience and this so-called Repentant
played at the fair! You see them as old men, pup, but I assure you
they were my companions in the full bloom and strength of their
youth, when their hearts had discovered the undenied fruits of lust
and were strong enough they couldn’t be stopped from discovering
new ways to delight and please their carnal selves. And, after we’d
partaken of all that Vanity’s fair of pleasures could provide, we
whored away our time in Libertine
Castle. Tell me, Experience; Repentant, too:
do you think these two pups would travel so devotedly with you if
they knew even a fraction of what we’d done in that place’s
unhallowed chambers? Why, the telling of it alone has made demons
blush!”

“STOP!” Experience shouted, startling Saint.

“These two would do anything I barely suggested,” Apollyon
pretended to confide in Saint. “I didn’t even need to command.” The
demon smiled another hellish smile. “So you see, I
do know their hearts.”

“You know what their hearts
were,” insisted Saint, his courage
rising. He took a step towards the evil thing, but it pushed its
sword a little tighter onto Stranger’s throat as a threat and he
stopped. “I’ve traveled with Experience and Repentant since they
were washed clean in the Prince’s fountain and have seen a change
in their hearts,” Saint continued, determined; “a change you could
never understand. They now serve a King and Prince who’ve pardoned
them of the deeds committed in your service; a pardoning so
complete that it’s written: ‘He who has repented of his sins, the
same is forgiven, and I the Lord, remember them no more.’ And, ‘by
this ye may know if a man repenteth of his sins - behold, he will
confess them and forsake them.’ These two have confessed and
forsaken the actions committed for your pleasure.”

“My pleasure? I assure you, pup, they received
great pleasure.”

“The King has pardoned them and commissioned them to be
not only Fellow Shepherds, but Watchmen over all who seek the
King’s face. You will not reclaim them, nor will you claim Stranger
or myself; we’re willing to die before forsaking He to whom we’ve
committed our soul and covenanted to serve.”

“Brave words from someone so innocent; someone who’s not
yet discovered the glories found in the Flames
of Passion,” the demon replied
coolly.

“He’ll have a better guide through those flames than we
did,” Experience vowed, pulling Saint back and stepping between the
youthful pilgrim and the ancient demon mercenary whom he could see
was just beginning to think of the young man as a personal
challenge.

“Will he? I seem to remember you found every pitfall and
trap set along that path. And you very much enjoyed them as well.
How will he know you’re not pointing him at those… ” he pretended
to think for a moment before continuing… “… most pleasurable
diversions?”

Experience smiled. “He doesn’t follow me; he travels with
me as we both follow the guidance of the King. He’s well-versed
enough in the King’s book and is a close companion to the
Comforter; he’ll recognize if I wander. And if I do, he’ll leave me
and travel with another. But meanwhile, I’ll be able to show him
how to avoid the traps I fell into, won’t I?”

“I want you back,” the demon said in a low, threatening
voice that echoed the storm that still raged, raising his sword
from Stranger’s throat and towards the three standing cousins as
darkness permeated from his hellish eyes. “Our master… ”

“Your master.”

“Our master will forgive you this
silly side trip if you forsake this invisible, unknown king as well
as this nonsensical pilgrimage towards that which no one has ever
found - whereas you once had hoards of company in your journey
through life, now you’re all alone on this foolish
quest!”

“Alone?” asked a strong voice from behind the three
standing cousins. At the sound of the voice the storm was pushed
back and a spot of light began to grow. “They are never alone.”
Saint reeled around to discover two men every bit as tall and
muscular as the demon standing behind them. But instead of being
wrapped in darkness, bright rays of divine glory and power radiated
from them like light radiating from the noonday sun. “Let the boy
go,” one of the strangers said, his soul-piercing eyes bearing down
on the evil thing that still held Stranger pinned to the
ground.

“This is my master’s world, Prince
Michael; not yours.” The demon’s voice was
strong, but Saint could hear it tremble slightly in the presence of
this bright, shining newcomer.

“These four are strangers to your world; searching out my
Master and the rewards of His service,” retorted Michael, a prince
among those who served in the King’s presence. “As long as they
stay on the King's highway of holiness you will not touch them;
that is the treaty.”

“And this one?” the demon respectfully demanded, nodding
towards Stranger, who still lay helplessly prone off the Pilgrim
path. “Don’t even think of taking him from me - he’s rightfully
mine to turn over to the Jailer
Justice, for he left your precious path. Even
you can’t rob Justice!”

“I didn’t mean to leave the path!” Stranger wept openly,
the awfulness of his condition crashing down about him. “It was an
accident! I slipped!”

“Accident or otherwise, you now belong to me,” the demon
replied, gratification oozing thickly in its voice.

Prince Michael motioned to the second heavenly
messenger, Mercy, who
then drew a sword that dwarfed those the pilgrims carried and
caused the demon to tremble. He stood, waiting for some signal to
use the mighty sword. “'Mercy could not take effect except it
should destroy the work of justice,'” Michael said, reciting the
terms of the treaty. “Now the work of justice could not be
destroyed; if so, God would cease to be God.”

“And God cannot cease to be God, now can he?” the demon
countered, hellish laughter dancing in its eyes.

“Is there no hope?” gasped Stranger.

“Is there no contingency?” asked Saint, trembling in fear
for his cousin, companion, and friend.

Michael’s eyes never left the demon’s eyes as he pointed
again at his companion while addressing Saint. “Mercy has a plan,
supplied by our Master, and Apollyon knows it. But the plan of
mercy could not be brought about except an atonement should be
made; therefore the Prince himself atoneth for the sins of the
world, to bring about the plan of mercy, to appease the demands of
justice, that God might be a perfect, just God, and a merciful God
also. The Prince turned Himself over to the awful torture of the
Jailer Justice, that the jailer might exact the price demanded of
wayward pilgrims from the body and person of the Prince, and thus
mercy can satisfy the demands of justice, and will encircle them in
the arms of safety.”

“How may I lay claim to… ” began Stranger, but sudden,
painful pressure from the demon’s foot stopped him from speaking
more.

“Call upon He who atoned,” ordered Mercy, his voice strong
and sure.

“O Jesus… ” prayed Stranger, but the demon stepped harder
on his chest and he couldn’t continue.

At this, Mercy’s swift, double-edged sword was joined by
Michael’s, and they pressed the demon to relent. “It is his right,”
commanded Michael, and Apollyon eased the pressure on Stranger’s
chest.

With a fresh breath, Stranger continued his plea: “Thou
Son of God, have mercy upon me, who am in the gall of bitterness,
and am encircled about by the everlasting chains of
death.”

As divine light spread out and infused itself across the
prone body of Stranger, the demon stared back at Mercy, eternal
hatred welling up and spilling out. “Do you intend to take him from
me, then?”

Mercy’s sword inched closer to the demon’s heartless
chest. “I do it by right of the treaty.”

“There will be another time.”

“We will be ever ready.”

The demon gathered his evil, demonic darkness around him
like a bat gathering it wings, and he departed. With swift,
often-used moves, Mercy sliced through the chains binding Stranger
and with massively strong arms lifted him to his feet and planted
him firmly on the path called Strait and Narrow and into his arms
of safety.

“Will he be all right?” Saint inquired of Michael as all
rushed to Stranger’s aid.

“Mercy shall not depart from him,” Michael assured the
young man. “Even though he be far away, the influence and
protection of the King’s treaty will ever remain as long as he
lives worthy of the King's protection.”

It seemed to Saint that Experience and Repentant were
strangely silent as they all took Stranger in their arms to comfort
him and minister to his physical and spiritual wounds. Thinking the
two might be ashamed for the things the demon had said about the
them and afraid they might think he’d love them less for knowing
something about their past, Saint touched their hands as he spoke:
“I’ve seen you spiritually been born of God, having received his
image in your countenances, experiencing this mighty change in your
hearts. Together, and with Stranger, we’ve sung the song of
redeeming love. I know you’re no longer the men Apollyon
knew.”

Experience put and arm around his young companion,
appreciative of the concern. “I have repented of my sins, and have
been redeemed of the Lord; behold I am born of the Spirit. Marvel
not that all mankind must be born again; yea, born of God, changed
from their carnal and fallen state, to a state of righteousness,
being redeemed of God. And thus they become new creatures; and
unless this be the case, they must be cast off; and this I know,
because I was like to be cast off.”

“Nevertheless,” Repentant joined in, “after wading through
much tribulation, repenting nigh unto death, the Lord in mercy hath
seen fit to snatch me out of an everlasting burning, and I am born
of God. My soul had been redeemed from the gall of bitterness and
bonds of iniquity. I was in the darkest abyss; but now I behold the
marvelous light of God. My soul was racked with eternal torment,
but I am snatched away from danger; saved - and my soul is pained
no more. And oh, what joy, and what marvelous light I did behold;
yea, my soul was filled with joy as exceeding as was my pain! Yea,
I say unto you, there could be nothing so exquisite and so bitter
as were my pains. On the other hand, there can be nothing so
exquisite and sweet as was my joy.”

“Now I know for sure I cannot guide myself to Humility or
even to the King’s presence,” sighed Stranger; “What then shall I
do?”

The prince named Michael smiled as Mercy turned Stranger
about, silently showing him that they stood at the very gates to
Humility - virtually within steps of the goal. “First, go thy way
and sin no more,” admonished Mercy as he put a strong arm around
Stranger. “And as you do this, be thou humble; and the Lord thy God
shall lead thee by the hand, and give thee answer to thy
prayers.”

Michael, knowing Stranger was ashamed of the weakness he
showed against the demon, continued the admonishment: “Remember the
King’s words: ‘And if men come unto me I will show unto them their
weakness. I give unto men weakness that they may be humble; and my
grace is sufficient for all men that humble themselves before me;
for if they humble themselves before me, and have faith in me, then
will I make weak things become strong unto them.'”

Stranger hugged Michael and Mercy tightly. “Blessed be the
Lord God of Israel, which sent thee this day to meet me,” he said
in thanks. But the heavenly messengers refused any thanks as they
took their leave, directing the praises instead towards He whose
plan it was that saved wayward pilgrims. They then departed in
haste, saying there were yet many more pilgrims to
assist.

And with this, the grandchildren of the pilgrims turned
towards the valley opening up before them.

 

The sun shone brightly as the clouds dissipated and Saint
and his cousins finally descended the final slopes into the
Depths of Humility. Their
hearts were overcome with the beauty and the peace and the
tranquility that inhabited the place.

Ahead of them, blocking the path, was a great wall - as
great as any massive city wall, and long enough to surround the
entire valley. Its great gates were staffed by fellow Watchmen, to
whom Experience waved and called a greeting. These Watchmen were
dressed in the whole, complete armor of God, just as the cousins
were; armor they’d been given at the palace called Beautiful as
protection against the evil designs of the Fallen Angel and his
demon armies.

“How do we know they’re actually Watchmen?” asked Stranger
as the Watchmen approached, still smarting somewhat from his
accident; “They may be demons in disguise.”

“They walk the King’s
path,” Repentant pointed out; “No evil thing
can do that.”

“I shouldn’t forget that, should I?” Stranger replied
meekly.

Suddenly Watchmen
from the top of the wall began blowing their trumpets,
pointing them in every direction as if calling a
warning.

“What…?” wondered Saint.

“The day is nearly spent,” answered Repentant; “Before
closing the gates for the night they call all those who would hear
to gather within the gates. As the Prince has said, ‘Blow ye the
trumpet in the land: cry, gather together, and say, Assemble
yourselves, and let us go into the defended cities.’”

“Then we too must hurry.”

The five Watchmen greeted the four cousins as if they were
long lost family members, introducing themselves as representatives
from the cities of Humility
(from whence came the woman so named that Saint had met so
long ago),
Charity,
Unity,
Endurance, and
Zion. “These names are pretty
much the opposites of the Cities with Sandy Foundations!” exclaimed
Saint as he formally greeted each of the Watchmen.

“The Depths of Humility are about as opposite the cities
of the Dark Land as you
will ever find,” the Watchman from Unity replied.

“We are required to ask you one thing before we’re allowed
to let you into our valley home,” the one from Charity said, almost
hesitatingly; he could tell these were good men, but orders from
his commander were orders not to be ignored. “You must tell us the
qualifications for living in our valley.”

“But how can we know that before entering and being
taught?” exclaimed Stranger with just a little too much strong
emotion - enough to cause the five Watchmen-guards to touch the
handles of their weapons in case they were needed to block the
cousins’ way.

Experience put a more mature than emotional hand on
Stranger’s shoulder with a touch that let him know to hold his
tongue as Experience answered the guards: “Except ye be converted,
and become as little children, ye shall not enter; Whosoever
therefore shall humble himself as’ a ‘little child’… ”

Stranger interrupted his eldest cousin as he remembered a
passage he’d read in the King’s book: “He who ‘putteth off the
natural man and becometh a saint through the atonement of Christ
the Lord, and becometh as a child, submissive, meek
['gentle'], humble, patient, full of love, willing to
submit to all things which the Lord seeth fit to inflict upon him,
even as a child doth submit to his father.'” He paused, looking
hopefully at the guards and then at his cousin. “Isn’t it this
person alone who may enter?”

The Watchman from Charity smiled. “And are you,” and he
motioned to all four pilgrims, “this sort of person?”

Stranger knew better than to lie. Had they yet become
these sort of persons? Were they even close? He hesitated as he
looked to Experience, whom he discovered was looking at him,
expecting him to answer for the group. Repentant and Saint were
also looking at him expectantly. Stranger turned to the guards, his
voice shaking slightly: “We’re trying,” he said slowly; “trying
very hard. With all our hearts, we want to be as humble as the King
has directed.”

The guards all smiled as they welcomed the four pilgrims
onto their valley.










Chapter 10
Weak Things Made Strong


I watched as Saint, Experience,
Repentant, and Stranger gratefully followed the steps of many
devout pilgrims by quickly settling into the peaceful life found
only in the Depths of Humility. They were weary from their long
journey and, although they knew they were not yet to the King’s
presence, they also knew this would be a good place to rest,
recover, and prepare for the remainder of their
pilgrimage.

The Depths of Humility were meant to be far more than just
a momentary stopover; some pilgrims stayed for years as they
mastered the principles pilgrims were to learn in that place. And
all of this was part of the King’s plan - unlike the places of
refuge such as the Interpreter’s House and the palace called
Beautiful, the Depths of Humility was a place where the King
provided land aplenty, intending that pilgrims may dwell in a place
of their own, and move no more until the day they heard the King
call them by name to complete their journey to His presence. It was
such a physically and spiritually peaceful place that more than one
pilgrim had been moved to exclaim: ‘… what one nation in the earth
is like thy people… whom God went to redeem for a people to
himself, and to make him a name, and to do for you great things and
terrible, for thy land, before thy people, which thou redeemedst to
thee from Egypt, from the nations and their gods? For thou hast
confirmed to thyself thy people… to be a people unto thee for ever…
’

Saint and his cousins were satisfied with life in the
peaceful, fruitful valley. Indeed, there was never a happier time
among the people who traveled the pilgrimage route than the time
they spent living in the blessed and happy state of those that keep
the commandments of God. For behold, they are blessed in all
things, both temporal and spiritual. It seemed to Saint an eternal
contradiction that only by putting oneself into the
socially-weakened condition of professing dependency on an unseen
King could one find true strength. But however it appeared, it was
still true that the fear of the Lord was upon all nations, so great
was the glory of the Lord, which was upon his people. And the Lord
blessed the land; and there went forth a curse upon all people that
fought against God. And the Lord called his people Zion, because
they were of one heart and one mind, and dwelt in righteousness;
and there was no poor among them. There was no contention in the
land, because of the love of God which did dwell in the hearts of
the people. And there were no envyings, nor strifes, nor tumults,
nor whoredoms, nor lyings, nor murders, nor any manner of
lasciviousness; and surely there could not be a happier people
among all the people who had been created by the hand of God. There
were no robbers, nor murderers, neither were there any separate
classes of people; but they were in one, the children of Christ,
and heirs to the kingdom of God.

Although much of the land was given over to animal and
plant husbandry, there were several significant cities in this land
called Zion. The first of these cities pilgrims reached was the
city of Humility, the
population of which had received a great promise from the Prince:
‘I am in your midst, and I have not forsaken you; and inasmuch as
you have humbled yourselves before me, the blessings of the kingdom
are yours.’ To the leaders of the city, He had said: ‘Whosoever
shall exalt himself shall be abased; and he that shall humble
himself shall be exalted.’ Through their own pilgrimages, the
citizens there had learned well the lesson that ‘God resisteth the
proud, but giveth grace unto the humble’; ‘Humble yourselves in the
sight of the Lord, and he shall lift you up.’

The path through Humility then led to
Charity, where still today its
population is kind, and envieth not, and is not puffed up; is not
easily provoked, thinketh no evil, and rejoiceth not in iniquity
but rejoiceth in the truth, beareth all things, beleiveth all
things, endureth all things.

Then, as now, Charity pointed the way to
Unity, a place where the
Prince’s admonition has always been: ‘Let every man esteem his
brother as himself. For what man among you having twelve sons, and
is no respecter of persons, and they serve him obediently, and he
saith unto the one: Be thou clothed in robes and sit thou here; and
to the other: Be thou clothed in rags and sit thou there - and
looketh upon his sons and saith I am just? I say unto you, be one;
and if ye are not one ye are not mine.’ And he commanded them that
there should be no contention one with another, but that they
should look forward with one eye, having one faith and one baptism,
having their hearts knit together in unity and in love towards
another. Indeed, it was a beautiful reality that in this city all
that believed were together, and had all things common; and sold
their possessions and goods, and parted them to all men, as every
man had need.

After becoming one with their brothers and sisters in
Unity, pilgrims continued on through
Endurance, a city presided over
by the Lord Mayor Job,
whose personal example of patience, resisting evil, and waiting
upon the Lord was an example to all. “Behold, we count them happy
which endure,” an old woman in this city told Saint. Then, pointing
at their mayor as he passed, she continued: “Ye have heard of the
patience of Job, and have seen how the Lord treated him in the end.
For the Lord is full of pity and compassion.” Indeed, the King had
spoken through the Prince of this city and its inhabitants: ‘And,
if you keep my commandments and endure to the end you shall have
eternal life, which gift is the greatest of all the gifts of God’;
‘He that is faithful and endureth shall overcome the world.’; ‘they
are received into heaven, that thereby they may dwell with God in a
state of neverending happiness.’

Finally, as a grand climax in the journey of the pilgrim
through this holy land, was the ‘City of
Holiness’, called
Zion (as was the entire
valley), and its great hall BethEl. This hall named
BethEl was originally a place
of refuge, but the beautiful ‘City of Holiness’ slowly grew up
around the King’s hall, and it soon became a great center of
spiritual learning for those who were humble enough to have ears to
hear and eyes to see as the Holy Spirit whispered to their own
spirits from the depths of the great hall. Because of this, the
great hall also became known as the Hall of Mysteries, as the Holy
Spirit was and is only allowed to whisper God’s secrets to those
who humble themselves and seek out God’s knowledge in His own
house; for the royal decree was thus: 'The beginning of the
revelations and foundation of Zion, and for the glory, honor, and
endowment of all her municipals, are ordained by the ordinance of
my holy house, which my people are always commanded to build unto
my holy name. And verily I say unto you, let this house be built
unto my name, that I may reveal mine ordinances therein unto my
people; For I deign to reveal unto my church things which have been
kept hid from before the foundation of the world, things that
pertain to the dispensation of the fulness of times. If ye labor
with all your might, I will consecrate that spot that it shall be
made holy. And if my people will hearken unto my voice, and unto
the voice of my servants whom I have appointed to lead my people,
behold, verily I say unto you, they shall not be moved out of their
place.’ To all others such things will forever remain a mystery:
those who refuse to yield to the enticings of the Holy Spirit will
never hear such whisperings because the King, the Prince, and the
Comforter have said all they’re going to say to the spiritually
blind and deaf and will say no more.

There were great Watchmen who dwelt in the valley, having
been sent from the King’s very presence with specific commissions
to fulfill among the valley’s citizens. Prince
Michael, whom Saint had previously met, had
been charged with protecting all those who reached the Depths of
Humility. Serving with him were three prominent citizens whose
names seemed to indicate the very lifestyle of those who dwelt in
this place:
Peace,
Happiness, and
Security. Michael’s
companion Prince Zaphkiel
('knowledge of God') had been commissioned by the King to
serve as messenger between Himself and the valley’s population. The
servants Clean-Hands
and Pure-Heart
assisted him by distributing the received word only to those
who were ready and worthy to receive it. And, Michael’s other
companion Prince Raziel
('sercet of God') served in the King’s great hall BethEl,
presiding over the many Feasts of
Revelation that occurred in that House of the
Lord, the servants
Intelligence,
Light, and
Truth ever at his
side.

 

In their capacity as commissioned Watchmen, the four
grandchildren of the pilgrims served their fellow citizens as often
as they were needed. They all took their turns guarding the Strait
and Narrow, making sure each and every pilgrim who passed knew the
required qualifications and had been striving to meet them. They
also assisted in guarding the borders of the Depths of Humility,
having been warned that armies from the Cities with Sandy
Foundations were constantly on the prowl to despoil as much of the
valley as they could. When commissioned to serve within the valley,
they’d been admonished on how to carry out their duties: ‘Walk
worthy of the vocation wherewith ye are called, with all lowliness
and meekness [' gentleness'], with longsuffering,
forbearing one another in love; endeavoring to keep the unity of
the Spirit in the bond of peace. There is one body, and one Spirit,
even as ye are called in one hope of your calling; one Lord, one
faith, one baptism, one God and Father of all, who is above all,
and through all, and in you all.’

It was on one such guard patrol that Saint stumbled across
a small glen he’d not
seen before. Even though he’d been warned of its existence, he
somehow failed to recognize it when he came across it. It did seem
pleasant enough; it even made him feel good about himself in ways
he hadn’t felt since before entering onto the pilgrim’s path. So,
he allowed himself to linger. He lingered a bit too
long.

“We meet again, young Searcher.”

Saint turned to face the speaker. He recognized the man,
even though the last time Saint had seen the man he was dressed in
hugely elaborate robes and was decked out in jewels and had his
hair in perfect order. But now, as he stood facing him in this
meadow, the man was in ancient, rusting armor, was devoid of
jewels, and his hair a mess. Saint compared the man’s armor and
appearance to that of a faithful Watchman, and prayed a silent
prayer of gratitude for whose service he was in.

“I’m not so young anymore. And, I’m called Saint now,” was
the younger man’s only answer.

“Yes; I’d heard,” replied
Conceit, the lord mayor of
Pride.

“Why are you here?” demanded Saint; “How can you be
here?”

“Why am I here?” The man’s tone was a smooth mocking. “You
summoned me, of course. All by yourself. How am I here? By right of
your summons, of course.”

“I wasn’t even thinking of you, much less calling for
you.”

“And proud of the fact you weren’t calling for
me.”

Saint paused before answering. “How do you mean?” he asked
slowly.

“There are those who are very proud of their humility and
of being among the King’s chosen people,” Conceit answered as he
approached Saint and walked a turn around him, sizing him up with
his eyes. “And being proud of one’s humility can be one of the
worst forms of pride - it leads to such wonderful opportunities:
crusades, inquisitions… ”

“You’re insane.”

“I’m many things, young Saint - cunning, deceitful,
self-serving - but I’m not insane.” Conceit smiled a
supposedly-benevolent smile. “But to turn the conversation back to
you for a moment: tell me, how did you become the great Watchman
that you are today?”

“By my obtaining of the Fruit of the Tree of the Love of
God, by my washing in the Prince’s Fountain, by my entering through
the Gate of the Good Shepherd, by my use of the Sword of Truth,
which is the word of God.” Saint paused, wondering what this man
was really after. “By my faithfulness to the path, by my overcoming
obstacles… ” Saint slowed suddenly, realizing what he was saying.
He quickly lifted his trumpet to his mouth and blew; calling for
help. But the sound his trumpet made this time was one he’d not
heard before - it wasn’t the sound of a Watchman’s
trumpet!

Conceit smiled. “If the trumpet give an uncertain sound,
who shall prepare himself to the battle? Your own uncertainty has
fouled the sound of your trumpet.”

“How have I fouled it?” Saint asked sharply, scared of
what might happen - he needed reinforcements, but he thought surely
no one would answer his wavering call.

“By my… by my… by my… ” Conceit echoed Saint’s own words
as tendrils of his evil darkness crept their way from his person
towards the young man. “And you did it all by yourself; no help
from anyone else, am I correct?”

“That’s not what I meant,” Saint said quietly.

“But it is what you’re thinking.” Conceit smiled. “Here in
my Forgetful Green, even
the most brilliant Watchman tends to… well,
forget all that foolishness about a
helping god and the silly notion of obtaining his
favor.”

“Anything I’ve obtained has been through faith in my
Lord,” declared Saint as he began to edge his way off the green.
“And though the Love and Grace of God.” Saint hoped it wasn’t too
late for this confession.

“No, you were right the first time,” Conceit almost
whispered in Saint’s ear as he tried to block Saint’s retreat. “You
worked hard for it all and deserve every bit of praise and honor
that goes with it; it has been by your
works alone that you’ve been brought to this exalted
position.”

“No; I was able to do it because… ”

“Because you had the strength in you already! No one else
gave you that strength. Grow up and realize that all this spiritual
talk is nothing! A real man has to learn to depend on his own
physical, brute strength in order to survive!”

“I will trust in the Lord with all my heart; and lean not
unto mine own understanding,” insisted Saint.

“Trust in some unknown being?” mocked Conceit. “You’re far
too intelligent for that!” Conceit raised an arm as if presenting
it to Saint. Motioning at the arm with a nod, Conceit continued.
“This is what you must trust in to survive this mortal
life!”

“Cursed is he that putteth his trust in man, or maketh
flesh his arm, or shall hearken unto the precepts of men,”
countered Saint, still trying to retreat from the green as Conceit
continued to hamper his movement. “Strength only came as I
discovered I couldn’t make it alone and reached out to God for
help.” Saint was moving faster now, attempting to quit the green
and be rid of the power it had on his mind. How could he have
possibly thought even for a moment that he’d made it this far on
his own? “And, it came from the assistance and fellowship of those
with whom I’ve traveled… ”

Suddenly a true horn sounded an alarm from within the
forest, and Saint turned to run towards the sound as Conceit backed
away to the other end of Forgetful Green, both knowing that all
righteous beings within the sound of that horn would come running
at the call of the Watchman who’d sounded the alarm. And, as Saint
broke into the forest he found himself in the arms of Prince
Raziel, his teacher from the Great Hall.
Raziel’s commission was to teach and interpret
the King’s knowledge in such a way that each worthy individual
would understand and learn and grow from it. Normally he centered
his teaching in the Great Hall, but he was also known to travel to
where a teaching situation existed and needed his personal
attention.

Raziel smiled, still holding his horn’s
mouthpiece close to his mouth in case it was needed again. “And
what have we learned?”

“That the wicked watcheth the righteous, and seeketh to
slay him?”

Raziel nodded. “Anything else?”

Saint’s head hung low, ashamed. “If ye do not watch
yourselves, and your thoughts, and your words, ye must
perish.”

Raziel threw the trumpet over his shoulder in
a highly-practiced move, allowing it to slide down his back the
length of its rope, before embracing his student, both of them
being surrounded by the sudden manifestation of the fellow
servants
Intelligence,
Light, and
Truth. “Repent therefore of
this thy wickedness,” admonished Raziel,
“And pray God, if perhaps the thought of thine heart may be
forgiven thee. Tell me, boy: did no one tell you about this
Forgetful Green?”

“They did, but from their description I pictured a shabby,
uncared-for place; not the beautiful retreat I found in its
place.”

“The Evil One does all he can to make his way as appealing
as possible.” The teacher smiled. “Sin looks as beautiful as
anything the King can create - until you have to pay the price for
that supposed beauty.”

 

“Tell me some of the mysteries you’ve learned before
coming to this place,” Raziel asked of
Saint some time later as they sat together in the great hall of the
King, attending a Feast of
Revelation.

“Well, at the house of the Interpreter I learned that
Faith leads mankind to Grace, and the extent to which we allow
Faith and Grace to bless our lives is manifested through our Works
and Actions,” Saint began. “I also learned that the Holy Spirit,
also called the Comforter, can be my constant companion and guide.
In the palace called Beautiful I learned that God is the Father of
the spirits within all men and women; that He is our Heavenly
Father, and we are his spirit children, even as we are the physical
children of our earthly parents.”

“There are those who would call the necessity of works and
actions heresy.”

Saint held the King’s book close to him. “Then they call
the King’s words heresy.”

“There are many who would call you cursed for believing
the Spirit is able to work among mankind in this day.”

“Then they deny the King’s own messenger at the peril of
their souls.”

“They would also call such thoughts concerning our
relationship to God heresy,” replied
Raziel.

“Then they reject their own Father,” whispered Saint
slowly but deliberately.

Raziel paused, watching his student closely
as Saint’s mind wandered through the many great truths he’d learned
since beginning his pilgrimage. Finally he spoke: “If God is indeed
the father of our spirits, He must have a great reward prepared for
those who return to His presence.”

“Just to live in the King’s presence and worship at his
feet for eternity would be reward enough,” Saint replied while
thinking that Raziel was about to unveil
another mystery.

“Would your earthly father require such actions for
eternity?”

“No; but that’s an earthly father; our Heavenly Father is
a much greater being.”

“An earthly father is an example, however weak, of our
Heavenly Father,” taught Raziel. “Just as
our earthly father wants the best for us, and wants us to achieve
our best, so does our Heavenly Father. And He, being as you say, a
much greater being than an earthly father, hopes and expects far
greater things from us.”

“How much greater?”

“As great as the difference between your earthly father
and your Heavenly Father. As He has said: ‘For my thoughts are not
your thoughts, neither are your ways my ways… For as the heavens
are higher than the earth, so are my ways higher than your ways,
and my thoughts than your thoughts.’”

“But what reward,” Saint asked slowly, “What reward could
ever be greater than to just be able to abide in His
presence?”

“Read me your commission,” Raziel
ordered.

“‘For whoso is faithful,’” began Saint, reciting the
covenant to his commission as both a shepherd and as a watchman,
“unto the magnifying of their calling, are sanctified by the Spirit
unto the renewing of their bodies. And they become the sons of
Moses and of Aaron and the seed of Abraham, and the church and
kingdom, and the elect of God. And also all they who receive this
receive me, saith the Lord; For he that receiveth my servants
receiveth me; And he that receiveth me receiveth my Father; and he
that receiveth my Father receiveth my Father’s kingdom; therefore
all that my Father hath shall be given unto them.”

“All that my Father hath shall be given unto them,”
repeated Raziel.

Remembering a passage used in another teaching moment,
Saint recited: “If children, then heirs; heirs of God, and
joint-heirs with Christ.”

Raziel smiled. “Of a truth I say unto you,
that he will make him ruler over all that he hath. Wherefore thou
art no more a servant or a slave, but a son; and if a son, then an
heir of God through Christ.” Raziel
paused, allowing the Comforter to whisper before continuing.
“Now, raise your sword of Truth.”

With the light of revelation shining bright, Saint read
aloud: “Ye shall come forth in the first resurrection… and shall
inherit thrones, kingdoms, principalities, and powers, dominions,
all heights and depths… and they shall pass by the angels… Then
shall they… have no end; therefore shall they be from everlasting
to everlasting, because they continue; then shall they be above
all, because all things are subject unto them. Then shall they…
have all power, and the angels are subject to them. For I am the
Lord thy God, and will be with thee even unto the end of the world,
and through all eternity… ”

After many minutes of bathing in the brightness of the
presence of Prince Raziel’s assistants –
Intelligence, Light, and Truth - Saint exclaimed:

“Great and marvelous are the works of the
Lord. 

How unsearchable are the depths of the
mysteries of him;

and it is impossible that man should find out all his ways.

And no man knoweth of his ways save it be revealed unto him;

wherefore, brethren, despise not the revelations of
God.’”

Perhaps one of the single great occurrences of their
entire pilgrimages occurred here within the Depths of Humility.
During one of the many learning sessions Saint had within the holy
walls of BethEl, he learned a most unique truth: ‘In the celestial
glory there are three heavens or degrees; And in order to obtain
the highest, a man must enter into this order of the priesthood
[meaning the new and everlasting covenant of marriage]; And if he
does not, he cannot obtain it. He may enter into the other, but
that is the end of his kingdom; he cannot have an
increase.’

“Pray tell,” Saint asked of
Raziel, “What meanest this?”

Raziel stood and motioned for Saint to follow
him as he answered him: “Have ye not read, that he which made them
at the beginning made them male and female, And said, For this
cause shall a man leave father and mother, and shall cleave to his
wife: and they twain shall be one flesh? Wherefore they are no more
twain, but one flesh. What therefore God hath joined together, let
not man put asunder.”

Saint looked perplexed as he asked another question: “Why
then does mankind give a writing of divorcement… to put her
away?”

Raziel smiled as they continued up to a most
sacred portion of the building. “Whoso findeth a wife findeth a
good thing, and obtaineth favour of the Lord. Mankind, however,
because of the hardness of’ their hearts suffered themselves to put
away their wives: but from the beginning it was not so. And I say
unto you, Whosoever shall put away his wife, except it be for
fornication, and shall marry another, committeth
adultery.”

Saint looked a little worried. “If the case of the man be
so with his wife, it is not good to marry. There are those who say
we shouldn’t marry, and they say it is for righteousness’
sake.”

“Whoso forbiddeth to marry is not ordained of God, for
marriage is ordained of God unto man. Wherefore, it is lawful that
he should have one wife, and they twain shall be one flesh, and all
this that the earth might answer the end of its creation; And that
it might be filled with the measure of man, according to his
creation before the world was made.” Raziel
smiled as they entered the most physically and spiritually
elegant room he’d yet experienced. “All men cannot receive this
saying, save they to whom it is given. Additionally, there are some
eunuchs, which were so born from their mother’s womb. But he that
is able to receive it, let him receive it.”
Raziel watched as Saint stood staring at a
strong, locked chest which was centered in the middle of the room.
“Within is the greatest treasure the King can bestow,” he said
quietly.

“But it has two locks,” said Saint; “I only have one key,”
and his hand went to the key he wore around his neck; a key he’d
worn there since birth. Saint understood somehow that Stranger’s
key would in no way fit the other lock. Neither would the key
Experience or Repentant wore.

Some time later, and after much trial and some error,
Saint presented himself in that same sacred room with a young woman
named Virtuous (meaning,
'moral strength'), who held her own shining key in her hand. And as
they knelt on either side of the chest, Saint was surprised as he
was instructed to put her key on the same chain as his
own.

Don’t be surprised, Saint,” admonished Virtuous; “For the
husband is the head of the wife, even as Christ is the head of the
church. Therefore as the church is subject unto Christ, so let the
wives be to their own husbands in every thing.”

Raziel nodded at her wisdom and turned to
Saint. “Husband, love your wife, even as Christ also loved the
church, and gave himself for it; that he might sanctify and cleanse
it with the washing of water by the word, That he might present it
to himself a glorious church, not having spot, or wrinkle, or any
such thing; but that it should be holy and without blemish. So
ought men to love their wives as their own bodies. He that loveth
his wife loveth himself. For no man ever yet hated his own flesh;
but nourisheth and cherisheth it, even as the Lord the church. For
this cause shall a man leave his father and mother, and shall be
joined unto his wife, and they two shall be one flesh. Nevertheless
let every one of you in particular so love his wife even as
himself; and the wife see that she reverence her
husband.”

Saint looked unsure about much of what was said, but
Virtuous took his hand. “If I didn't trust you, I wouldn't allow
you to become Steward of my key.” She smiled, the sparkle in her
eye almost a challenge, as she continued. “And now you must live up
to that trust.”










Chapter 11
Fearing No Evil


The years Saint and Virtuous spent
together in the Depths of Humility were glorious years. They
prospered and bore children, and as those children grew they did
everything they could to prepare them for their own pilgrimages
through life. Saint did everything he could to live up to the trust
Virtuous had shown in him by trusting her key into his hands, and
at the same time she showed trust in him by following him as he
followed the teachings and example of the King and His Prince.
Saint knew Christ loved the church; nourishing and protecting it
even to the point of giving His life for it. He also knew that
Christ led the church with love and encouragement; not by hatred
and force. All these things he did to prove himself worthy of the
stewardship over the keys.

All too soon the Comforter whispered that it was time for
Saint, Experience, Repentant, and Stranger to continue their
pilgrimage towards the holy city on Mount Zion and into the King’s
presence. With sad hearts they bid farewell to their homes and to
their loved ones and began the last leg of their pilgrimage. Each
put their children in the trust of the Good Shepherd as they took
their wife's hand and began the long journey to meet the summons
they had received. They knew that even though they left the valley
itself, they would still continue living lives worthy of the
Depths of Humility. Also,
having attended many Feasts of Revelation in BethEl, the great hall
of the Lord, each had received the Stone of
Revelation, which, when used in concert with
the Sword of the Spirit, would act as an additional guide and
source to follow in the footsteps of Intelligence, Light, and
Truth.

The climb up and out of the Valley of
the Humble was not nearly the climb they
feared it would be; they remembered well the days and days of
descent upon leaving the Palace Beautiful, and had feared they
faced a similar climb. “Remember the teachings of the Prince,”
reminded Experience as they reached the top of the pass without
difficulty and after barely a day of travel, “‘Whosoever shall
exalt himself shall be abased; and he that shall humble himself
shall be exalted.’ We have been exalted, even lifted up, during our
time of humility. Even though we’ve left the Valley of Humility, we
must continue to act as if we are in the Depths of Humility if we
are to reach the presence of the King.”

“True words,” agreed Saint, who was holding his wife's
hand as they gazed about from the top of their climb out of the
valley; “for He also said: ‘Humble yourselves in the sight of the
Lord, and he shall lift you up.’“

Their decent was pleasant for nearly a day, But all to
soon the green lushness which overflowed from the Valley of
Humility began to pale as they dropped closer and closer to the
river which flowed far below them, and within another day they
realized that their path led through the same narrow gorge through
which the river flowed. Within another day they could tell what
river it was from its wretched appearance and putrid stench.
“The River of Filthy
Water!”exclaimed Virtuous; “That which flowed
between the Tree of Life and the Great, Spacious
Building!”

“Look!” exclaimed Stranger, “A body!” They all looked to
see the body of Persecutor; he who had kept the lions outside the
Palace Beautiful, floating lifelessly in the current.

“He once was a great Shepherd and Watchman,” sighed
Repentant; “I even knew him. But he allowed himself to follow the
wrong paths too often… ” His voice trailed off as all four cousins
and their beloved wives watched in silence as the body of the
once-valiant Shepherd and Watchman slowly floated by.

“How is it we travel this debased shoreline?” Saint
finally asked.

“I don’t know,” admitted Experience, who paused before
uttering a prayer: “But though I walk through the valley of the
shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with me… ” He
paused, holding tighter to the Lance of Aaron he’d been given at
the House of the Interpreter. “Thy rod and thy staff they comfort
me.” Gathering up his own strength, he stepped forward, his cousins
following him along the river named Depths of Hell as it worked its
way into the Valley of the Shadow of
Death.

Almost as soon as the path was surrounded by the narrow
valley walls, they found themselves in utter, despairing darkness.
Quickly realizing, however, that this was the more-dangerous
spiritual darkness rather than the
safer physical darkness, they
rapidly secured their Whole Armour of God tighter about themselves
as they continued on in faith. Suddenly there was on every side of
them awful sounds of moaning and weeping; unseen souls on every
side of them in a horrible state of pain and anguish. “The spirits
of the wicked,” explained Repentant; “Yea, who are evil - for
behold, they have no part nor portion of the Spirit of the Lord;
for behold, they chose evil works rather than good; therefore the
spirit of the devil did enter into them, and take possession of
their house - and these shall be cast out into outer darkness;
there shall be weeping, and wailing, and gnashing of teeth, and
this because of their own iniquity, being led captive by the will
of the devil. Now this is the state of the souls of the wicked,
yea, in darkness, and a state of awful, fearful looking for the
fiery indignation of the wrath of God upon them.”

Virtuous nodded agreement: “Thus they remain in this
state, as well as the righteous in paradise, until the time of
their resurrection.’”

As the darkness closed completely around the travelers,
Experience lifted his Sword of Truth and called through the
darkness: “Watchman, what of the night? Watchman, what of the
night?” Suddenly ahead of them, and at a much higher level, the
golden glint of other swords pierced the awful darkness from the
ledgetops along the edge of the canyons walls, the voices and
trumpets of those fellow Watchmen calling after them. Amazement on
the faces of the others turned to smiles of relief as the eldest
cousin turned and quoted the King’s words: “I have set watchmen
upon thy walls… which shall never hold their peace day or
night.”

Eventually the narrow gorge began to widen into a valley,
and the river widened into a awful, boggy
swamp. Through the light their Swords of
Truth radiated - which was greatly multiplied by their Shields of
Faith - they discovered deep ditches on either side of the Strait
and Narrow. “Blindman’s
Ditches,” exclaimed Stranger; “for if the
blind lead the blind, both shall fall in the ditch.” Indeed there
were many in the ditches and the four cousins, ever taking their
commissions as Watchmen seriously, spent considerable time pulling
those willing to be rescued out of the ditches and back onto the
path, their wives assisting as one.

As they came to an even darker, more hazardous area of the
Valley of the Shadow of Death, they came upon a man traveling back
the way they’d come; feeling his way along the King’s path on his
hands and knees so as to not fall in either ditch which still
skirted the sides of the path. As they knelt to assist the man, he
smiled as he squinted through nearly blinded eyes; eyes once as
muddy as his clothes from having fallen in the ditches of
blindness. “I remember you!” he exclaimed; “I almost accepted your
help at the hill named Difficulty! Oh, that I had! Instead, I have
gone astray like a lost sheep.”

“What is your name, Friend?” asked Experience.

“Currently I am called
Realization,” the man told
them; “formerly a follower of Tradition and Hypocrite. I’ve had
much time to think while here in the mire,” he explained as the
cousins had pulled him up and did their best to help him clean him
off; “I’ve realized the King and His Prince are in fact no
respector of persons; each person must obey their every command -
without exception - or they can in no way be saved into the kingdom
of Heaven.” He sighed and then continued. “The shortcuts traversed
by Hypocrite and Tradition are man-made and therefore not
recognized by the King! I must go back to the Gatehouse of the Good
Shepherd and enter in as He has commanded, and then travel every
step of the path called Strait and Narrow; otherwise He does not
travel before me announcing me, and my pilgrimage is in vain.” The
cousins called Watchmen to assist the poor man and saw him off and
shed not a few glad tears that the man had come to such a true
conclusion and was so willing to set his course right.

But, as it is with human nature, there are those who would
not be rescued. And, as is also so true, there were those
determined to keep them from being rescued. “Persecutor would be in
fine company here,” Saint heard himself remark after the cousins
met a few more wayward Watchmen. And indeed Persecutor would be in
good company with three other of the Watchmen who had gone astray
here and were helping others go astray! First there was
Mythmaker, who was surrounded
by all manner of imaginary beasts and characters he’d created in
order to explain the works of Deity without actually teaching the
true knowledge concerning God. There was
Priestcraft, who’d turned his
position of Fellow Shepherd and Watchman from a duty and service
freely given into a profession. He had taught the people that every
priest and teacher ought to become popular; and they ought not to
labor with their hands, but that they ought to be supported by the
people. He no longer taught the truth as that would hurt some
peoples’ feelings and turn an equally-wayward flock away from him,
jeopardizing his livelihood; so it was that he taught whatever
maintained an audience and the profit with which he supported
himself.

Perhaps the most awful of all the wayward Watchmen
was Emperor, who used
both Mythmaker and Priestcraft to govern a kingdom within the dark,
pitiful valley; using them and their hold on the people to gain
whatever he could from travelers weak enough to stop and be
influenced. Long ago he’d taken Mythmaker and his stories and
philosophies and blended them with Priestcraft’s doctrines -
doctrines mistaught in order to keep people either confused
concerning the truth (we cannot understand God's mysteries, he
taught) or content in their wickedness. Those weak enough to be
taken in either willingly supported those who made them so
comfortable in their sins, or they became dependent on those who
appeared to understand a very confusing and mysterious Deity they
could not themselves understand.

Mythmaker, Priestcraft, and Emperor all three confronted
the four cousins as their path brought them into the foggy,
swamp-filled Valley of the Shadow of Death. And as they did, Saint
stepped forward, protecting himself with the Shield of Faith and
the Sword of the Spirit (which is the word of God). “Woe be to the
shepherds of Israel that do feed themselves!” he declared; “Should
not the shepherds feed the flocks? Ye eat the fat, and ye clothe
you with the wool, ye kill them that are fed: but ye feed not the
flock. The diseased have ye not strengthened, neither have ye
healed that which was sick, neither have ye bound up that which was
broken, neither have ye brought again that which was driven away,
neither have ye sought that which was lost; but with force and with
cruelty have ye ruled them. And they were scattered, because there
is no shepherd: and they became meat to all the beasts of the
field, when they were scattered. Therefore, ye shepherds, hear the
word of the Lord; 'As I live, surely because my flock became a
prey, and my flock became meat to every beast of the field, because
there was no shepherd, neither did my shepherds search for my
flock, but the shepherds fed themselves, and fed not my flock;'
Therefore, O ye shepherds, hear the word of the Lord; 'Thus saith
the Lord God; Behold, I am against the shepherds; and I will
require my flock at their hand, and cause them to cease from
feeding the flock; neither shall the shepherds feed themselves any
more; for I will deliver my flock from their mouth, that they may
not be meat for them. I will destroy the fat and the strong; I will
feed them with judgment.’”

“Good friend,” exclaimed Emperor, “I have forced no one to
remain here with me; I have in fact delivered them from the
hardships and trials of their pilgrimage through life. I’ve taken
from them the responsibility of knowing and understanding the
King’s will. My servant Priestcraft teaches them enough of the
King’s words to satisfy the weakest of pilgrims, and he even
attends to their spiritual duties so they need not be bothered.
Meanwhile, my servant Mythmaker creates stories to explain the
various dealings of Deity with mankind in terms they may
understand.”

“What you’ve done,” retorted Stranger boldly, “is rob them
of the chance of becoming like the King! You’ve nursed them into a
state of stupor; they’ve given up hope of the divine inheritance
they’ve been given.” (And at that, Saint thought of those he’d seen
being given a commission at Beautiful, the House of the Lord, who
were going out and fighting those who were keeping them from their
divine inheritance. And, he thought of his own divine commission
and how he’d not give it up for anything.)

“We’ve not taken anything they weren’t willing to give
us,” insisted Mythmaker.

“Except their agency to choose,” countered
Repentant.

“They chose to follow us,” answered Priestcraft; “They
realized that they could not accomplish all. And, they were willing
to pay us to do so.”

“Cursed be he that doeth the work of the Lord
deceitfully,” exclaimed Saint as he and his cousins had turned
their backs on the Watchman-gone-bad and returned to ministering to
the pitiful pilgrims trapped in the mire. “While they promise them
liberty, they themselves are the servants of corruption: for of
whom a man is overcome, of the same is he brought in bondage. For
if after they have escaped the pollutions of the world through the
knowledge of the Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, they are again
entangled therein, and overcome, the latter end is worse with them
than the beginning. For it had been better for them not to have
known the way of righteousness, than, after they have known it, to
turn from the holy commandment delivered unto them. But it is
happened unto them 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.”

There were those in the mire willing to be pulled out, and
they were ably assisted by the four cousins as well as other
faithful Watchmen and Fellow Shepherds who were traveling this same
portion of the King’s path; an action which did not please Emperor,
Mythmaker, or Priestcraft, and the three pulled out their dark,
colorless, and absolutely lusterless
swords and advanced towards them. But as the
evil three took their first swing at the unprotected backsides,
Experience caught sight of them and sounded a warning - half of the
Watchmen turned to protect the other half as they continued to save
those who were nearly lost, their golden, radiant swords cutting
through the darkness of Emperor, Mythmaker, and Priestcraft;
cutting asunder as only divinely-forged two-edged swords could
perform.

Very soon the apostate watchmen called for aid, and others
with equally dark and colorless swords - swords which had lost
their light through misuse - emerged out of the thick
Clouds of Confusion and
surrounded the true and faithful Watchmen. A great battle began,
and, as the wicked reinforcements raised their darkened swords a
hellish storm erupted - wind, hail, and all other manner of weather
lashed out with them against the faithful Watchmen and those they’d
rescued and now protected.

“Cousin!” Saint shouted over the storm as he fought side
by side with Experience, “That man; he watches us as if he knows
us!”

“He is also your cousin; now known as
Lost. He was also once a great
Watchman, but he refused to wear his Whole Armour of God as tight
about him as a Watchman needs, believing his testimony to be all
the strength he required. The Evil One was able to plant very small
barbs and bugs in through the cracks - they did the work swords and
spears couldn’t have done. He eventually became so caught up in
himself that he denied the King and His Son - and finally he denied
the Comforter. He is indeed Lost!”

The fierce battle and the storm drove the righteous
farther into the middle of the Strait and Narrow where the weapons
of the wicked and the terrible, demonic-spawned storm could not
reach them so well. The evil ones drove at them time and again,
striving with all their dark power to drive the righteous off
the Highway of Holiness.
But the righteous held to the path as they made their way, each
protecting their neighbor as well as themselves. And thus it was
they were able to pass through the battle and gain the other
side…

… And found that their darkened, stormy path had extended
over and across the awfulness of the ancient, hellish,
bog-surrounded sinkhole
in the middle of the Valley of the Shadow of Death - that
which is the final destination of the River of Filthy Water which
represented the Depths of Hell. Their path had in fact followed the
slim backbone of a natural stone bridge that traversed the pit into
which the wicked fell and from which they would never return. They
watched in sober silence as the lifeless body of Persecutor slowly
drifted over the side and into the abominable abyss.

“There is no hope for him now,” sighed Experience, “For as
the Prince of Life Himself has said, ‘concerning all those who know
my power, and have been made partakers thereof, and suffered
themselves through the power of the devil to be overcome, and to
deny the truth and defy my power - They are they who are the sons
of perdition, of whom I say that it had been better for them never
to have been born; For they are vessels of wrath, doomed to suffer
the wrath of God, with the devil and his angels in eternity;
Concerning whom I have said there is no forgiveness in this world
nor in the world to come - Having denied the Holy Spirit after
having received it, and having denied the Only Begotten Son of the
Father, having crucified him unto themselves and put him to an open
shame. These are they who shall go away into the lake of fire and
brimstone, with the devil and his angels - And the only ones on
whom the second death shall have any power; Yea, verily, the only
ones who shall not be redeemed in the due time of the Lord, after
the sufferings of his wrath. For all the rest shall be brought
forth by the resurrection of the dead, through the triumph and the
glory of the Lamb, who was slain, who was in the bosom of the
Father before the worlds were made… they shall go away into
everlasting punishment, which is endless punishment, which is
eternal punishment, to reign with the devil and his angels in
eternity, where the worm dieth not, and the fire is not quenched,
which is their torment.’”

Saint and Stranger gasped as they caught sight of the body
of Lost following that of Persecutor. Neither of them had known
him, but that didn’t stop them from feeling the loss of family.
Experience put an arm around either to comfort them. “Mercy hath no
claim on that man, therefore his doom is to endure a never-ending
torment.” He paused, pulling the young ones closer. “Remember that
it is upon the rock of our
redeemer,” he whispered, looking across
the arched stone bridge
they’d crossed, “that ye must build your foundation; that
when the devil shall send forth his mighty winds, yea, his shafts
in the whirlwinds, yea, when all his hail and his mighty storm
shall beat upon you, it shall have no power over you to drag you
down to the gulf of misery and endless wo, because of the rock upon
which ye are built, which is a sure foundation, a foundation
wherein if men build they cannot fall.”

I saw in my vision that many of those so recently rescued
were on their knees, praising the King and His Son, for it was said
of the Prince that in his great mercy 'He hath brought us over that
everlasting gulf of death and misery, even to the salvation our
souls.’ And as they rose they thanked and praised those Watchmen
who cared enough to rescue them; those who were willing to lead
them in a strait and narrow course across that everlasting gulf of
misery which is prepared to engulf the wicked. Just as Michael and
Mercy had done years earlier, these Watchmen redirected that thanks
and praise to He whose plan and commandments they
followed.

Saint stepped forward, desiring to see over the edge of
the awful pit, but Virtuous pulled him back. “I only want to see…
”

His beloved shook her head. “The end thereof, and their
torment, no man knows; Neither was it revealed unto man, except to
them who are made partakers thereof; Nevertheless the Lord has
shown it by vision unto many, but straightway shut it up again;
Wherefore the end, the width, the depth, and the misery thereof,
they understand not, neither any man except those who are consigned
unto this condemnation.”

“Does this represent the power of the King over mankind?”
asked Stranger sadly.

“This represents one of the directions mankind may
choose,” answered Experience. “From the terraces of the Celestial
City you can see the many, many mansions the Prince has prepared
for the righteous; palaces for those who have endured to the end of
their pilgrimage and earned the great commissions promised them.”
He paused a moment. “They represent the other direction mankind may
take.”

“How did such a simple tool ward off so many evil
warriors?” asked Stranger as he held his sword before
him.

“The guilty take the truth to be hard,” explained
Repentant, “for it cutteth them to the very center.”

Without much delay the group of rescued and rescuers
turned their backs on the pit and quit the far side of the
valley.










Chapter 12
Doing or Hearing?


My vision continued as the four
cousins and their beloved wives followed the Strait and Narrow as
it traversed into a lone, dreary, and desert-like wilderness. The
group that had come out of the Valley of the Shadow of Death with
them soon dispersed as they all headed at their own speeds towards
the King’s city at the end of the path. Within a short time Saint
and his companions had said goodbye to those who were either faster
or slower, and they found themselves left to their own company once
again. But not for long. “Cousins!” exclaimed Stranger, “See that
one? He assaults another!” As one the four moved to the aid of a
fellow pilgrim who was being assaulted… by another fellow
pilgrim!

Experience and Repentant, acting as if they recognized the
assaulter, grabbed him and shut his mouth to stop the assault with
which he had been lashing out at his almost helpless victim… only
an almost helpless victim because he did have his shield of Faith
between himself and his attacker.

“Hearer!” exclaimed
Experience, “Cease this empty attack!”

“Hearer?” asked Saint.

“Hearer,” confirmed Repentant; “He who’s taken the place
of his grandfather
Talkative, who once attached
himself to pilgrims along this portion of the path and tried to
convince them of the error of believing they had to act upon the
word of God.”

“But we have to act
upon the word of God!” exclaimed Saint, “Else how could we prove
ourselves and earn the great commission given us at Beautiful, the
House of the Lord?”

“Which is precisely what I’ve tried to explain to this
man,” spoke he who was Hearer’s victim. “My thanks to you for
coming to my aid. I am known as
Doer.”

“The Doers of this world have ever been assaulted by the
Hearers; a very ancient feud,” Experience said with a smile as he
took Doer’s hand and shook it, still holding Hearer firmly back
with the other hand.

At this, Hearer was even more enraged, and quoted the
king's Book to justify himself: “'By grace are ye saved through
faith; and that not of yourselves: it is the gift of God: Not of
works, lest any man should boast… '”

Hearer made to end quoting the King’s words at that point,
but Stranger continued the passage: “'For we are his workmanship,
created in Christ Jesus unto good
works, which God hath before ordained that we
should walk in them.’”

And as Stranger thus quoted, Saint had lifted his Sword of
the Spirit, which is the word of God, and allowed its light to
shine on the King’s words. And then he read that which he’d learned
before: “'Believe in Christ, and… be reconciled to God; for we know
that is it by grace we are saved, after all we can do.’”

Experience joined in, not even needing to raise his sword:
“‘Be ye doers of the word, and not hearers only, deceiving your own
selves. For if any be a hearer of the word, and not a doer, he is
like unto a man beholding his natural face in a glass: For he
beholdeth himself, and goeth his way, and straightway forgetteth
what manner of man he was. But whoso looketh into the perfect law
of liberty, and continueth therein, he being not a forgetful
hearer, but a doer of the work, this man shall be blessed in his
deed. If any man among you seem to be religious, and bridleth not
his tongue, but deceiveth his own heart, this man’s religion is
vain. 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.’“

“Ha!” exclaimed Hearer as Experience released him and he
lept from the others. “I have faith enough to be saved! I can prove
my faith without these silly ‘works’ to prove it!”

“‘What doth it profit, my brethren,’” quoted Doer,
“‘though a man say he hath faith, and have not works? can faith
save him? If a brother or sister be naked, and destitute of daily
food, And one of you say unto them, Depart in peace, be ye warmed
and filled; notwithstanding ye give them not those things which are
needful to the body; what doth it profit? Even so faith, if it hath
not works, is dead, being alone. Yea, a man may say, Thou hast
faith, and I have works: shew me thy faith without thy works, and I
will shew thee my faith by my works. Thou believest that there is
one God; thou doest well: the devils also believe, and tremble.’”
At this he turned to face Hearer and spoke to him directly: “‘But
wilt thou know, O vain man, that faith without works is dead? Was
not Abraham our father justified by works, when he had offered
Isaac his son upon the altar? Seest thou how faith wrought with his
works, and by works was faith made perfect? And the scripture was
fulfilled which saith, Abraham believed God, and it was imputed
unto him for righteousness: and he was called the Friend of God. Ye
see then how that by works a man is justified, and not by faith
only. Likewise also was not Rahab the harlot justified by works,
when she had received the messengers, and had sent them out another
way? For as the body without the spirit is dead, so faith without
works is dead also.’”

“Abraham? Justified by works?” Hearer drew another breath.
“Even the King’s books says he was saved by faith! By faith; not
works!”

“He was saved by the actions he
took because of his faith, as
were many others!” exclaimed Saint.

“Which others?” challenged Hearer.

“‘By faith Abel offered unto God a more excellent
sacrifice than Cain,’” said Saint as his party and Doer made to
continue along the Strait and Narrow, Hearer following to hear
their words; “‘by which he obtained witness that he was righteous,
God testifying of his gifts: and by it he being dead yet
speaketh.’”

Stranger joined in: “‘By faith Enoch was translated that
he should not see death; and was not found, because God had
translated him: for before his translation he had this testimony,
that he pleased God. But without faith it is impossible to please
him: for he that cometh to God must believe that he is, and that he
is a rewarder of them that diligently seek him.’”

It was Repentant’s turn: “‘By faith Noah, being warned of
God of things not seen as yet, moved with fear, prepared an ark to
the saving of his house; by the which he condemned the world, and
became heir of the righteousness which is by faith.’”

Experience was next: “‘By faith Abraham, when he was
called to go out into a place which he should after receive for an
inheritance, obeyed; and he went out, not knowing whither he went.
By faith he sojourned in the land of promise, as in a strange
country, dwelling in tabernacles with Isaac and Jacob, the heirs
with him of the same promise: For he looked for a city’ like
Enoch’s; a city ‘which hath foundations, whose builder and maker is
God. Through faith also Sara herself received strength to conceive
seed, and was delivered of a child when she was past age, because
she judged him faithful who had promised. Therefore sprang there
even of one, and him as good as dead, so many as the stars of the
sky in multitude, and as the sand which is by the sea shore
innumerable.’”

Saint took over: “‘These all died in faith, not having
received the promises, but having seen them afar off, and were
persuaded of them, and embraced them, and confessed that they were
strangers and pilgrims on the earth. For they that say such things
declare plainly that they seek a country. And truly, if they had
been mindful of that country from whence they came out, they might
have had opportunity to have returned. But now they desire a better
country, that is, an heavenly: wherefore God is not ashamed to be
called their God: for he hath prepared for them a city. By faith
Abraham, when he was tried, offered up Isaac: and he that had
received the promises offered up his only begotten son, Of whom it
was said, That in Isaac shall thy seed be called: Accounting that
God was able to raise him up, even from the dead; from whence also
he received him in a figure.’”

“‘By faith Isaac blessed Jacob and Esau concerning things
to come’,” began Doer; “‘By faith Jacob, when he was a dying,
blessed both the sons of Joseph; and worshiped, leaning upon the
top of his staff. By faith Joseph, when he died, made mention of
the departing of the children of Israel; and gave commandment
concerning his bones.

Saint spoke again: “‘By faith Moses, when he was born, was
hid three months of his parents, because they saw he was a proper
child; and they were not afraid of the king’s commandment. By faith
Moses, when he was come to years, refused to be called the son of
Pharaoh’s daughter; Choosing rather to suffer affliction with the
people of God, than to enjoy the pleasures of sin for a season;
Esteeming the reproach of Christ greater riches than the treasures
in Egypt: for he had respect unto the recompence of the reward. By
faith he forsook Egypt, not fearing the wrath of the king: for he
endured, as seeing him who is invisible. Through faith he kept the
passover, and the sprinkling of blood, lest he that destroyed the
firstborn should touch them. By faith they passed through the Red
sea as by dry land: which the Egyptians assaying to do were
drowned. By faith the walls of Jericho fell down, after they were
compassed about seven days. By faith the harlot Rahab perished not
with them that believed not, when she had received the spies with
peace.’”

There was profound silence through which even Hearer,
raised so well by his grandsire to deny the need of action on the
Lord’s behalf, could not refute that it was by their actions these
patriarchs had taken that their faith was proven to be true.
Finally, Experience concluded: “‘What shall I more say? for the
time would fail me to tell of Gideon, and of Barak, and of Samson,
and of Jephthae; of David also, and Samuel, and of the prophets:
Who through faith 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, turned to fight the armies of the
aliens.'”

“'Women received their dead raised to life again,'” added
Virtuous; “'and others were tortured, not accepting deliverance;
that they might obtain a better resurrection: And others had trial
of cruel mockings and scourgings, yea, moreover of bonds and
imprisonment: They were stoned, they were sawn asunder, were
tempted, were slain with the sword: they wandered about in
sheepskins and goatskins; being destitute, afflicted, tormented;
(Of whom the world was not worthy:) they wandered in deserts, and
in mountains, and in dens and caves of the earth. And these all,
having obtained a good report through faith, received not the
promise: God having provided some better thing for us, that they
without us should not be made perfect.’”

“Look!” exclaimed Stranger as a strange sight came into
view; “Up, on the rock!”
Ahead of them was a marvelous palace, set upon the top of a huge
rock that lifted it up and above the surrounding sandy plains.
“What an odd, eccentric place to build! There’s nothing in this
place to warrant such caution”

“Ye have never traveled this sort of desert, friend,” Doer
countered. “Dangers appear and disappear as quickly as the blink of
an eye, leaving neither traveler nor homesteader time to
react.”

Repentant nodded agreement as he also pointed. “Behold the
base of the rock!” At first it appeared the base of the rock was
surrounded only by all manner of
ruin, but as the cousins
approached closer to the rock they saw that interspersed among the
ruins were new palaces; some almost equal to those founded upon the
rock. As they continued to approach even closer, they discovered
the huge rock base’s length was more than they’d imagined, for it
stretched out far into the distance along the right side of the
path; a long, tall monument in the middle of the
sandy plain. And the palace
they’d seen upon the rock was only the first; all along the rock
were many more. They discovered as well that to the left of the
path were many more palaces and manor houses built among the ruins
- far more than had been built upon the rock.

As they approached the base of the rock they met with an
interesting scene - along the right side of the path the masters
and mistresses of the houses on the rocks had lined the path,
serving the pilgrims and ministering to their needs. But those who
dwelt on the on the left side - the sandy neighborhood - there were
also there, but they were attempting to bring pilgrimages to a halt
rather than refresh and strengthen the them, tempting the pilgrims
with all manner of vain enticements.

“See!” exclaimed Saint - “Those who live in the sand only
seek the handsome, whole, and strong; the weak and wounded they
turn away!”

“The weak and wounded make poor slaves,” Hearer whispered,
not thinking he was heard.

“I have seen no ruins upon the rock,” observed Stranger,
somewhat oblivious to the remark.

“Neither will you,” Doer replied. “The Prince has said:
‘Whosoever cometh to me, and heareth my sayings, and doeth them, I
will shew you to whom he is like: He is like a wise man which built
an house, and digged deep, and laid the foundation on a rock: and
when the flood arose, the stream beat vehemently upon that house,
and could not shake it: for it was founded upon a rock. But he that
heareth, and doeth not, is like a foolish man that without a
foundation built an house upon the earth; against which the stream
did beat vehemently, and immediately it fell; and the ruin of that
house was great.’”

Experience nodded. “‘And the gates of hell stand open to
receive such when the floods come and the winds beat upon
them.’”

Hearer snorted his displeasure, but the other five held
firm to the words of the King.

Saint and his companions, now led by Doer, looked about
the sandy plain, wondering that others could not heed the warning
of the ruined stone and brick. And as they did so, a figure
approached them intently from one of the many staircases which
ascended the rock and on to the more secure palaces of the wise
men. “Hail, sons of Christian and Christiana!”

“But we’re only their grandsons,” Saint began, protesting
the unearned praise.

“But thou wast raised with their teachings and ideals on
thy lips, and thou hast obediently followed their footsteps.
Therefore thou art their sons just as Ephraim and Mannasseh were
counted as sons to Jacob! I am
Gaius, one of many who run Inns
for the pilgrim’s comfort.”

“Are you the same Mr. Gaius whose daughter married
Christian’s son James?” asked Saint.

“The very same,” replied Gaius, “And if you’re the pilgrim
Saint, then you’re the last of James’ and Phebe’s grandchildren to
arrive.”

“Grandfather!” Saint exclaimed as he and the man fondly
embraced.

“It’s good I had heard of thy coming!” exclaimed Mr Gaius
to Saint and to Saint’s cousins and to the women, “And good for
you, Doer, for having found them for me!” Doer smiled sheepishly,
knowing that those he’d been sent to find had actually found him.
“The Prince was just here, coming in His glory, dividing sheep from
goats - a dangerous time to be in the floodplain!”

“Dangerous, indeed!” Hearer snorted again and wandered
away into the throngs of those who’d built in the sand.

“What was His mission?” asked Saint, watching Hearer walk
away and feeling a pang of regret for the man.

“Gathering His sheep and goats; for they are numerous,”
Gaius continued the group to the stone steps that led up the rock.
“He did separate them one from another, as a shepherd divideth his
sheep from the goats: And he set the sheep on his right hand,” and
the man motioned up the rock, “but the goats on the left. And to
those on His left He has said: “Depart from me, for I was an
hungered, and ye gave me no meat: I was thirsty, and ye gave me no
drink: I was a stranger, and ye took me not in: naked, and ye
clothed me not: sick, and in prison, and ye visited me not. Then
they also answered him, saying, Lord, when saw we thee an hungered,
or athirst, or a stranger, or naked, or sick, or in prison, and did
not minister unto thee? Then he answered them, saying, 'Verily I
say unto you, Inasmuch as ye did it not to one of the least of
these, ye did it not to me.’ And these shall go away into
everlasting punishment: but the righteous into life
eternal.”

At this, they were escorted into
Gaius’ Inn. And there, waiting
for them, was a man all four had known at the beginning of their
pilgrimage, for each had received help from him on more than one
occasion.

“Evangelist!” exclaimed Saint as he threw himself at the
man and hugged him with a fierce embrace. The embrace was returned
as each of the Pilgrims were taken into Evangelist’s arms and
welcomed, for Evangelist was as joyful to see the four as they were
to see Evangelist. And what added more to his joy, they were still
his brethren in the Lord; yea, and they had waxed strong in the
knowledge of the truth; for they were men of a sound understanding
and they had searched the scriptures diligently, that they might
know the word of God. But this is not all; they had given
themselves to much prayer, and fasting; therefore they had the
spirit of prophecy, and the spirit of revelation, and when they
taught, they taught with power and authority of God.

As soon as they had finished their greetings, thunder was
heard in the far distance, and the threadlike outline of falling
rain could be seen hanging under the ugly, black clouds. At once
the righteous who dwelt upon the rock finished their business of
assisting pilgrims and herded as many as would be herded up the
staircases and to their homes. Many pilgrims followed the guidance
from those who were wise, but, as is the case when human frailties,
imperfections, and self-will are involved, there were just as many
if not more who sought shelter in the far more convenient homes
built in the sand.

Within minutes the flood began to trickle past the rock,
and, as those who had built upon the rock watched in helpless
horror, the level rose quickly and enveloped all that stood in its
way, leaving behind yet more uninhabited, empty ruins as it washed
the palaces built in the sand towards the Valley of the Shadow of
Death.










Chapter 13
The Samaritan’s Inn


 

The writer apologies that
there is so much direct quoting of the scriptures in this chapter –
but better to get it right from the Book than from me trying to
rewrite it when the scriptures are so completely plain on the
topics discussed in the chapter.

—————————

Immediately following the recession
of the flood which had stricken the great, sandy plain, the
houses built on the rock
emptied as those who lived there, as well as those who’d
found refuge during the storm, poured down the staircases and on to
the plain, searching for survivors, eager and willing to bear one
another’s burdens, that they may be light, willing to mourn with
those that mourn and comfort those that stand in need of comfort.
They were able to save some of few who were not washed away, and
they brought them to their own homes to nurse and care for them.
But even after all that had happened, there were still those few
survivors who would not leave the sandy plain which gave no
foundation.

As I watched, Saint and his cousins and their wives stayed
longer than many on the plain, sifting through rubble and binding
wounds far into the night. And when they did return to Gaius’ Inn
with their own band of wounded, they found Gaius laying plans for
dispatching Doer on yet another mission to search for those in need
of assistance - these he would bring to the Inn, and here they
would remain until they were rested and whole; fit to continue
their pilgrimage.

“Grandson,” Gaius called out as Saint entered the inn,
“Speak with me. All of you; please.” All four of the cousins and
their beloveds entered the room, nodding their respect to the
innkeeper who’d kept a warm meal ready. The wounded and weak were
set to the table first, and, as the table was then full, the
cousins took their plates and ate at the hearth with Gaius,
Evangelist joining them as well.

“Have ye learned of your great family heritage, Grandson?”
He waited for Saint to nod - the younger man’s mouth was
momentarily full. “The rest of you should listen well, for it is
your heritage as well! Yes, Mr.
Mnason and I are of common stock,” and he
nodded to Repentant and Stranger at the mention of their
great-grandfather’s name, “as are the parents of Mercy,” and he
gave a final nod to Experience.

“They know their heritage,” said Doer from where he served
one of the wounded; “they recited it to Hearer. They spoke of the
faith of Abel and Enoch; of Noah and Abraham and Jacob. Of Moses
and others.”

“Ah,” sighed Gaius with a satisfied smile. “Well done; but
did they speak of those whose faith caused the prison to tumble to
the earth? Or of those who wrought the change of heart among many
others, that they were baptized with fire and with the Holy Ghost?
Or the faith of those who wrought miracles? Or those who obtained a
promise that they should not taste of death; and they obtained not
the promise until after their faith. And neither at any time hath
any wrought miracles until after their faith; wherefore they first
believed. And there were many whose faith was so exceedingly
strong, even before Christ came, who could not be kept from within
the veil, but truly saw with their eyes the things which they had
beheld with an eye of faith, and they were glad.” The old man
paused. “And it is by faith that my fathers have obtained the
promise that these things should come unto their
brethren.”

Doer smiled and nodded. “I trust they would have spoken of
them, had there been time.”

“Not that it would have been new to Hearer’s ears,” Gaius
said slowly and sadly, for Hearer was also a
great-grandchild.

“Grandfather,” asked Stranger; for any wise man of Gaius’
age and stature was so addressed, “This family history speaks well
of faith; as if we are saved by faith alone. Why is it we also
teach of works?”

“Because the works we perform are the fulfillment -
the fruits - of our faith,”
replied the old man. “Tell me - didn’t you learn this at the House
of the Interpreter?”

“They did,” Evangelist answered for them; “And now they’re
ready to learn it again; ‘line upon line’; ‘precept upon precept’.
A little more depth and understanding on the subject. And, to clear
up anything left from listening to Hearer.”

Gaius smiled as he nodded agreement and turned to answer
the question. “Because we have faith, we follow the King and His
Son.”

“So,” asked Stranger, “The works that save us - are they
the ordinances we receive, our obedience to the commandments, or
our acts of charity?”

“Yes, yes, and yes,” Gaius replied, smiling. “Because of
our faith, we receive the required ordinances and live our lives in
obedience to the commands of the King and His Son. And because we
live such lives, we naturally live a life of charity.” He paused,
allowing his words to sink in. “And, through nourishing our faith
with such works, we naturally manifest the promised Signs and Gifts
of the Spirit.”

“Tell us about these signs,” asked Virtuous.

“Signs are the miracles the King performs through those
who have faith enough that He can use them as His
instruments.”

“What sort of miracles?”

Gaius spoke from the King’s book: “'And these signs shall
follow them that believe - In my name shall they do many wonderful
works; In my name they shall cast out devils; In my name they shall
heal the sick; In my name they shall open the eyes of the blind,
and unstop the ears of the deaf; And the tongue of the dumb shall
speak; And if any man shall administer poison unto them it shall
not hurt them; And the poison of a serpent shall not have power to
harm them.

“’But a commandment I give unto them, that they shall not
boast themselves of these things, neither speak them before the
world; for these things are given unto you for your profit and for
salvation.’”

Evangelist quoted other portions of the King’s book:
“’Behold, faith cometh not by signs, but signs follow those that
believe. Yea, signs come by faith, not by the will of men, nor as
they please, but by the will of God. Yea, signs come by faith, unto
mighty works, for without faith no man pleaseth God.’

“’And these signs shall follow him - he shall heal the
sick, he shall cast out devils, and shall be delivered from those
who would administer unto him deadly poison; And he shall be led in
paths where the poisonous serpent cannot lay hold upon his heel,
and he shall mount up in the imagination of his thoughts as upon
eagles’ wings. And what if I will that he should raise the dead,
let him not withhold his voice.’”

They all sat in silence for a few moments, the crackling
of the fire and the murmur from the tables the only noise, until
Saint finally asked: “And what of the gifts?”

“Gifts are talents given from the King for us to use to
bless others first and ourselves second,” replied Gaius. “’To one
is given by the Spirit the word of wisdom; to another the word of
knowledge by the same spirit; To another faith by the same spirit;
to another the gifts of healing by the same spirit; To another the
working of miracles; to another prophecy; to another the discerning
of spirits; to another divers kinds of tongues; to another the
interpretation of tongues.’”

Evangelist continued the listing from another place in the
King’s book: “’For behold, to one is given by the Spirit of God,
that he may teach the word of wisdom; And to another, that he may
teach the word of knowledge by the same Spirit; And to another,
exceedingly great faith; and to another, the gifts of healing by
the same Spirit; And again, to another, that he may work mighty
miracles; And again, to another, that he may prophesy concerning
all things; And again, to another, the beholding of angels and
ministering spirits; And again, to another, all kinds of tongues;
And again, to another, the interpretation of languages and divers
kinds of tongues.’”

Experience picked up from yet another place in the King’s
Book: “’To some is given one, and to some is given another, that
all may be profited thereby. To some is given by the Holy Ghost to
know that Jesus Christ is the Son of God, and that he was crucified
for the sins of the world. To others it is given to believe on
their words, that they also might have eternal life if they
continue faithful. And again, to some it is given by the Holy Ghost
to know the differences of administration, as it will be pleasing
unto the same Lord, according as the Lord will, suiting his mercies
according to the conditions of the children of men. And again, it
is given by the Holy Ghost to some to know the diversities of
operations, whether they be of God, that the manifestations of the
Spirit may be given to every man to profit withal. And… to some is
given, by the Spirit of God, the word of wisdom. To another is
given the word of knowledge, that all may be taught to be wise and
to have knowledge. And again, to some it is given to have faith to
be healed; And to others it is given to have faith to heal. And
again, to some is given the working of miracles; And to others it
is given to prophesy; And to others the discerning of spirits. And
again, it is given to some to speak with tongues; And to another is
given the interpretation of tongues. And all these gifts come from
God, for the benefit of the children of God. And unto the bishop of
the church, and unto such as God shall appoint and ordain to watch
over the church and to be elders unto the church, are to have it
given unto them to discern all those gifts lest there shall be any
among you professing and yet be not of God.’”

“What is the greatest gift?” asked Stranger.

“That,” replied Gaius, “doesn’t even need the Sword of the
Spirit to understand: “’Though I speak with the tongues of men and
of angels, and have not charity, I am become as sounding brass, or
a tinkling cymbal. And though I have the gift of prophesy, and
understand all mysteries, and all knowledge; and though I have all
faith, so that I could remove mountains, and have not charity, I am
nothing. And though I bestow all my goods to feed the poor, and
though I give my body to be burned, and have not charity, it
profiteth me nothing.

“’Charity suffereth long, and is kind; charity envieth
not; charity vaunteth not itself, is not puffed up, Doth not behave
itself unseemly, seeketh not her own, is not easily provoked,
thinketh no evil; Rejoiceth not in iniquity, but rejoiceth in the
truth; Beareth all things, believeth all things, hopeth all things,
endureth all things.

“’Charity never faileth… faith, hope, charity… the
greatest of these is charity.’”

“’I exhort you, my brethren,’” added Experience, reading
along with the old man, “’that ye deny not the gifts of God, for
they are many; and they come from the same God. And there are
different ways that these gifts are administered; but it is the
same God who worketh all in all; and they are given by the
manifestations of the Spirit of God unto men, to profit
them…’

“’And I would exhort you, by beloved brethren, that ye
remember that every good gift cometh of Christ. And I would exhort
you, my beloved brethren, that ye remember that he is the same
yesterday, today, and forever, and that all these gifts of which I
have spoken, which are spiritual, never will be done away, even as
long as the world shall stand, only according to the unbelief of
the children of men. Wherefore, there must be faith; and if there
must be faith there must also be hope; and if there must be hope
there must also be charity. And except ye have charity ye can in
nowise be saved in the kingdom of God; neither can ye be saved in
the kingdom of God if ye have not faith; neither can ye if ye have
no hope. And if ye have no hope ye must needs be in despair; and
despair cometh because of iniquity. And Christ truly said unto our
fathers: If ye have faith ye can do all things which are expedient
unto me.’”

Evangelist stood and turned to those at the tables in the
room, for many of them had slowly turned to listen to the
less-than-private conversation at the fire. “’And now I speak unto
all the ends of the earth - that if the day cometh that the power
and gifts of God shall be done away among you, it shall be because
of unbelief. And wo be unto the children of men if this be the
case; for there shall be none that doeth good among you, no not
one. For if there be one among you that doeth good, he shall work
by the power and gifts of God. And wo unto them who shall do these
things away and die, for they die in their sins, and they cannot be
saved in the kingdom of God; and I speak it according to the words
of Christ; and I lie not.’”

There was a quiet hush as all in the room absorbed the
many things said. Finally, Gaius asked the four: “Any other
questions that we can answer?” No one said anything, but Stranger’s
face clearly said there was more he wished to ask. “Don’t be shy,
son,” Gaius urged. “Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and ye
shall find; knock, and it shall be opened unto you: For everyone
that asketh receiveth; and he that seeketh findeth; and to him that
knocketh it shall be opened.”

“But let him ask in faith, nothing wavering,” added
Experience, “For he that wavereth is like a wave of the sea driven
with the wind and tossed.”

“Salvation,” Stranger said simply before pausing. “It’s a
word used in many ways; to the point of confusion.”

“That it is,” Gaius agreed, not answering any question
until it was asked.

“How do we gain salvation?” Stranger finally
asked.

“This they also learned before,” Evangelist confided to
Guius. “And, they should be ready to learn a little
more.”

Gaius looked at Stranger and clarified the question he’d
asked: “How do we gain these various 'degrees' of
salvation?”

Stranger and his companions - as well as others seated at
the dining tables - opened their books of the King’s words and
began to read to each other:

‘But he that shall endure unto the end, the same shall be
saved’

‘He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved; but he
that believeth not shall be damned’

‘And it shall come to pass, that whosoever shall call on
the name of the Lord shall be saved’

‘Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be
saved, and thy house’

‘For we are saved by hope’…

Gaius nodded at the babble going around the room. “Yes,
yes. And we are saved though Grace. And, we are saved through
Faith. And we are saved through Works.”

“It can be confusing,” agreed Doer.

“From what do we need salvation?” asked Gaius.

“Salvation from physical death,” answered Saint; “Being
mortal, we cannot survive the grave and dwell with those who are
immortal.”

“We also need salvation from spiritual death,” Repentant
spoke up; “Being separated from God by sin and transgression, we
aren’t clean and pure enough to enter His presence.”

“That second one - salvation from spiritual death - is
actually two,” Gaius said to Repentant; “Salvation from sin is one
- becoming ‘justified’ in the eyes of the Eternal Judge bridges the
gulf of sin that has separated us from the King and His great,
Celestial Kingdom. And, becoming pure and holy - ‘sanctified’ - is
the means whereby we rid ourselves of all unclean deeds, words, and
thoughts, thus rendering ourselves pure and undefiled before
God.”

“Shall Christ save his people in their sins?” asked
Saint.

Gaius paused before answering. “He will not save us
in our sins; He will save us
from our sins. Remember what is written
in the King’s book concerning all men and women: ‘He cannot save
them in their sins; for I cannot deny his word, and hath said that
no unclean thing can inherit the kingdom of heaven; therefore, how
can ye be saved, except ye inherit the kingdom of heaven?
Therefore, ye cannot be saved in your sins… And he shall come into
the world to redeem his people; and he shall take upon him the
transgressions of those who believe on his name; and these are they
that shall have eternal life, and salvation cometh to none else.
Therefore the wicked remain as though there had been no redemption
made, except it be the loosing of the bands of death; for behold,
the day cometh that all shall rise from the dead and stand before
God, and be judged according to their works.’

“Now there is a death which is called a temporal death,”
Gaius said, nodding at Saint, who’d been the one to mention this
physical death; “and the death and resurrection of Christ shall
loose the bands of this temporal death, that all shall be raised
from this temporal death. The spirit and the body shall be reunited
again in its perfect form; both limb and joint shall be restored to
its proper frame, even as we now are at this time; and we shall be
brought to stand before God, knowing even as we know now, and have
a bright recollection of all our guilt. Now, this restoration shall
come to all, both old and young, both bond and free, both male and
female, both the wicked and the righteous; and even there shall not
so much as a hair of their heads be lost; but every thing shall be
restored to its perfect frame, as it is now; or in the body, and
shall be brought and be arraigned before the bar of Christ the Son,
and God the Father, and the Holy Spirit, which is one Eternal God,
to be judged according to their works, whether they be good or
whether they be evil.”

“The soul shall be restored to the body, and the body to
the soul,” added Evangelist; “Yea, and every limb and joint shall
be restored to its body; yea, even a hair of the head shall not be
lost; but all things shall be restored to their proper and perfect
frame.”

Gaius nodded agreement. “Concerning the resurrection of
the mortal body: I say unto you that this mortal body is raised to
an immortal body, that is from death, even from the first death
unto life, that they can die no more; their spirits uniting with
their bodies, never to be divided; thus the whole becoming
spiritual and immortal, that they can no more see
corruption.”

Evangelist nodded permission of Gaius, who nodded back,
allowing him to continue the teaching. “Now, concerning the state
of the soul between death and the resurrection – Behold the spirits
of those who are righteous are received into a state of happiness,
which is called paradise, a state of rest, a state of peace, where
they shall find rest from all their troubles and from all care, and
sorrow. And then shall it come to pass, that the spirits of the
wicked, yea, who are evil - for behold, they have no part nor
portion of the Spirit of the Lord; for behold, they chose evil
works rather than good; therefore the spirit of the devil did enter
into them, and take possession of their house - and these shall be
cast out into outer darkness; there shall be weeping, and wailing,
and gnashing of teeth, and this because of their own iniquity,
being led captive by the will of the devil. Now this is the state
of the souls of the wicked, yea, in darkness, and a state of awful,
fearful looking for the fiery indignation of the wrath of God upon
them; thus they remain in this state, as well as the righteous in
paradise, until the time of their resurrection.

“And then shall the righteous shine forth in the kingdom
of God. But behold, an awful death cometh upon the wicked; for they
die as to things pertaining to righteousness; for they are unclean,
and no unclean thing can inherit the kingdom of God; but they are
cast out, and consigned to partake of the fruits of their labors or
their works, which have been evil; and they drink of the dregs of a
bitter cup.”

“So in this resurrection, we carry with us the person
we’ve become?” asked Saint.

“The plan of restoration is requisite with the justice of
God; for it is requisite that all things should be restored to
their proper order, according to their works; and if their works
were good in this life, and the desires of their hearts were good,
that they should also, at the last day, be restored unto that which
is good. And if their works were evil they shall be restored unto
them for evil. Therefore, all things shall be restored to their
proper order.”

“How then can we justify and sanctify ourselves?” asked
Saint.

“My son, see that you are merciful unto your brethren;
deal justly, judge righteously, and do good continually; and if ye
do all these things than shall ye receive your reward; yea, ye
shall have mercy restored unto you again; ye shall have justice
restored unto you again; ye shall have a righteous judgment
restored unto you again; and ye shall have good rewarded unto you
again. For that which ye do send out shall return unto you again,
and be restored; therefore, the word restoration more fully
condemneth the sinner, and justifieth him not at all. And, it more
fully exalts the righteous, and justifieth him.”

“If all this be true,” began Stranger, “and surely it is,
then there must be more than just one reward or punishment; there
has to be more than just one heaven and one hell.”

Saint nodded. “When we were at the Gatehouse of the
Shepherd, he said, “In my Father’s House there are many
mansions…”

“Many mansions,” agreed Gaius and Evangelist together.
They smiled at each other and Evangelist continued. “And as many
degrees of glory as mankind has earned through their obedience to
the law of the King and His Son - according to their faith and
works.”

“Is there a term besides ‘salvation’ for those who obtain
all that the King has promised?” asked Stranger.

“Exaltation,”
answered Gaius.










Chapter 14
Cords of Vanity


 

The author is painfully
aware that this chapter leans over-heavily on the mission
experiences of several New Testament and Book of Mormon
missionaries, written together so as to form a single mission.
Rewrite as I might (and I have tried!), this is the vision I
received, and so it remains. My apologies to those who believe I
leaned too heavily.

—————————

I watched as Saint's party prepared
to take leave of Gaius and his Inn and to continue on to answer the
summons that had come from the Celestial City. “Will there be
firmer footing the rest of our way?” Stranger was asking before
they departed; “We’ve traveled a long way through this sandy,
sometimes rocky, terrain…”

“Don’t expect anything better until you’ve at least
reached the Delectable
Mountains,” Gaius told him; “This is the
plain where the sower sowed and the seed fell upon stony places,
and forthwith they sprung up, and when the sun was up, they were
scorched; and because they had no root, they withered away.” He led
the cousins out the back side of his inn and allowed them to
discover that the houses that had been built around the Rock of
Salvation were actually the farthest fingers of the suburbs of a
vast city. He motioned at the city and continued. “This is where
the seed fell among thorns; and the thorns sprung up, and choked
them.”

“Does any seed ever fall upon good ground?” asked
Stranger.

“Not in this city; not for a long time.”:

“This is
Vanity?” asked Saint, but it
wasn’t really a question.

“This is Vanity,” confirmed Gaius.

“What protection…?” Stranger began to ask, but Gaius
interrupted:

“Your armor is protection enough!” He paused and then
recited the King’s words: “But the righteous live for evermore;
their reward also is with the Lord, and the care of them is with
the most High. Therefore shall they receive a glorious kingdom, and
a beautiful crown from the Lord's hand: for with his right hand
shall he cover them, and with his arm shall he protect them. He
shall take to him his jealousy for complete armor, and make the
creature his weapon for the revenge of his enemies. He shall put on
righteousness as a breastplate, and true judgment instead of an
helmet. He shall take holiness for an invincible shield. His severe
wrath shall he sharpen for a sword, and the world shall fight with
him against the unwise. Then shall the right aiming thunderbolts go
abroad; and from the clouds, as from a well drawn bow, shall they
fly to the mark. And hailstones full of wrath shall be cast as out
of a stone bow, and the water of the sea shall rage against them,
and the floods shall cruelly drown them. Yea, a mighty wind shall
stand up against them, and like a storm shall blow them away: thus
iniquity shall lay waste the whole earth, and ill dealing shall
overthrow the thrones of the mighty.”

Vanity, in the days of their grandfather Christian, had
been a small town compared to the view his grandchildren took in;
miles and miles from Gaius' inn, its main attraction having been
the year-long fair held there. But by the time their grandmother
and their fathers had reached it, it had repented of many of its
ills and had come close to shutting down the fair and its many
vanities. Now, however, the cousins saw a vast city resembling the
Cities with Sandy Foundations they’d left behind so long before
stretching out before them, engulfing most of its valley and
climbing up the side of the Hill
Lucre on the other side of the valley and
also once so far from town.

“There is a noise of war in the city,” exclaimed Saint as
in faith the cousins and their women all tightened the Whole Armour
of God about themselves a little tighter and followed their path as
it led down into the City of Vanity.

“War against the King of Mount Zion and His commandments,”
replied Experience.

“The fair,” Stranger said slowly, “Is it no
more?”

“It’s all around us,” Repentant said equally slow. “The
entire city has become the fair.” And indeed it seemed as if he
were right! For the entire city was taken up in the vanities and
self-gratifications that were involved in the old fair - even down
to the street names! Appetite
Avenue and Cuisine
Court, both on the outskirts of the city, led
towards downtown proper and turned into
Glutton Lane.
Self Street and
Indulgent Way led inwards and
became Contempt Court.
Four broad streets - Squander
Street, Exhibition
Drive, Glamor
Lane, and Appearance
Place - all skillfully wound around each
other and eventually merged into Decadence
Drive and Facade
Fairway. Physique
Fairway, Bodily
Boulevard, Pleasure
Parkway, and Desire
Drive intersected each other so often they
finally just became one great path that led to the center of the
city and all its decadence. Excitement
Expressway and Thrill
Thoroughfare eventually merged into
Riskiness Route, which in turn
became Reckless
Road. Laziness
Lane became Slothful
Stau the closer into the city it traversed,
and it in turn became Stagnation
Street. Connecting the
Hill Lucre to the rest of the
city was Covet Court
and Wanting Way,
and they led to Hoarding
Row. Also connecting the hill to the city
was Riches Row
and Currency
Court… which led to
Wealthy Weigh.

Equally well-named were the streets which bordered the
spiritually dark and forbidding city center and its four great
divisions: Divining Drive
and Magician’s Market
bordered Sorcerer’s
Square; Tale
Trail and Deceit
Drive wound through
Liar’s Lair;
Disobeyer’s Drive and
Tempter’s Terrace wrapped
about Whoremonger’s
Hollow; Lusty
Lane and Promiscuous
Place enclosed
Adulterer’s Arroyo.

When they had come into the city center itself, they
discovered that the people of Vanity had built a great church.
“Look at this thing!” exclaimed Stranger; “It’s like the churches I
visited in the City of the Traditions of Men! All an empty show and
without substance!”

“A gaudy display of Vanity,” replied Experience, “A sad
attempt to cover up their spiritual barrenness.”

They were soon to discover that Vanity did its best to
appear just as religious as it could – and it was very proud of its
alleged piety! Great shows were put on so that each model citizen
could show just how religious and humble they were. Coins, not
paper money, were given to the poor so the sound of the coins
falling into the hands of the poor would sound the giver's charity
for all to hear. Prayers were recited from the rooftops instead
within their private closets, where the passerby would hear the
eloquent language used while speaking to the Heavens. Lists of
approved activities were posted at each house, describing for all
to read in what ways that household performed this or that
commandment and to what level of exactness and severity – proving
to the rest of the city just how strictly and completely that house
obeyed each commandment; contests between houses sprang up to see
who could be the most strict or the most diligent in their
observance of commandments, and no extreme was too extreme for
those determined to be more righteous than their
neighbor.

Self-punishment for sins was extreme; even to the point of
self-flagellation, done in the outer courtyard where the passerby
could observe! And self-mutilation of the offending digit or limb
was done to show the lengths one would go to in order to be the
most righteous.

“The King's book meant to pluck the sin out; not the eye!”
exclaimed Saint on their second day in the city.

“That wouldn't be a good enough show for the neighbors,”
Experience replied, shaking his head.

Then came the Lord's Day. Our little Pilgrim band had
never seen such fine silks and satins and fine apparel as the rich
of the city wore to the church they had built up to make themselves
look even better, their servants running ahead of them and blowing
trumpets so that others saw them arriving to worship.

Only those with beautiful, cultured voices sang so as to
not create any poor sounds in the sanctuaries, and they sang to
impress those who were silent. Only those trained in speaking
spoke, and they spoke at great length, impressing all with their
abilities.

One thing each and every Sabbath
Show-off did was climb to the top of the
overly-high pulpits, raise their arms in the air, and recite the
very same prayer, each competing to see who sounded the loudest,
the meekest, or even the most sincere; those on the main floor
evaluating each performance as it concluded, and this was their
recited prayer:

“Holy, holy God; we believe that thou art God,

and we believe that thou art holy,

And that thou wast a spirit,

and that thou art a spirit,

and that thou wilt be a spirit forever.

Holy God, we believe that thou hast separated us from our
brethren;

and we do not believe in the tradition of our brethren,

which was handed down to them by the childishness of their
fathers;

But we believe that thou hast elected us to be thy holy
children…

Thou art the same yesterday, today, and forever;

And thou hast elected us that we shall be saved,

whilst all around us are elected to be cast by thy wrath down to
hell;

for the which holiness, O God, we thank thee;

And we also thank thee that thou hast elected us,

that we may not be led away after the foolish traditions of our
brethren,

which doth bind them down to a belief of Christ,

which doth lead their hearts to wander far from thee, our
God.

And again we thank thee, O God, that we are a chosen and a holy
people. Amen.”

There was even applause for those who put on a
particularly good show of praying.

Upon leaving such a house of
self-worship, Saint turned his face towards
the Celestial City and exclaimed:

“How long, O Lord, wilt thou suffer that thy servants
shall dwell here below in the flesh, to behold such gross
wickedness among the children of men? Behold, O God, they cry unto
thee, and yet their hearts are swallowed up in their pride. Behold,
O God, they cry unto thee with their mouths, while they are puffed
up, even to greatness, with the vain things of the world. Behold, O
my God, their costly apparel, and their ringlets, and their
bracelets, and their ornaments of gold, and all their precious
things which they are ornamented with; and behold, their hearts are
set upon them, and yet they cry unto thee and say - We thank thee,
O God, for we are a chosen people unto thee, while others shall
perish. Yea, and they say that thou hast made it known unto them
that there shall be no Christ.

“O Lord God, how long wilt thou suffer that such
wickedness and infidelity shall be among this people? O Lord, wilt
thou give me strength, that I may bear with mine infirmities. For I
am infirm, and such wickedness among this people doth pain my soul.
O Lord, my heart is exceedingly sorrowful; wilt thou comfort my
soul in Christ. O Lord, wilt thou grant unto me that I may have
strength, that I may suffer with patience these afflictions which
shall come upon me, because of the iniquity of this
people.

“O Lord, wilt thou comfort my soul, and give unto me
success, and also my fellow laborers who are with me - yea… wilt
thou grant unto them that they may have strength, that they may
bear their afflictions which shall come upon them because of the
iniquities of this people.

“O Lord, wilt thou grant unto us that we may have
success in bringing them again unto thee in Christ. Behold, O Lord,
their souls are precious, and many of them are our brethren;
therefore, give unto us, O Lord, power and wisdom that we may bring
these, our brethren, again unto thee.”

The four cousins hugged each other and separated
themselves one from another – each going forth individually with
their wife to preach the true word of God to the city, taking no
thought for themselves what they should eat, or what they should
drink, or what they should put on. Surprisingly enough, it was the
poor and humble of the city - and not the rich - who provided for
them that they should hunger not, neither should they
thirst.

The Pilgrims were quick to note that the poor of the city
were locked out of the churches on the Lord's Day, when the rich in
all their Sabbath splendor were putting on their weekly pageant.
Seeking out the humble parts of the city, they discovered that
although the poor had been those who had been hired to build the
churches with all their finery and beauty, they were not allowed to
worship in them as they were dressed in such humble clothing and
acted without any sort of pomp and splendor – the wealthy simply
could not tolerate this. So, the poor gathered at each others'
homes on the Lord's Day and sang as one (no matter the quality of
their voices) and spoke of the Gospel (no matter how poorly trained
they were in public speaking) and prayed humble prayers from their
hearts and not as a public performance.

Other Watchmen in the city noted the success the cousins
had among the poor and joined with them, turning their backs on the
deaf ears and blind eyes of the wealthy. Soon they organized the
poor so that they shared with each other, and soon they were living
as One – sharing among themselves that which they made as well as
what they had earned, with no thought of ownership that would have
left another wanting.

Merchants, however, noted the drop in their cash flow as
the poor stopped coming to their places of business and were no
longer paying the prices they were forced to pay for even the
simplest items. And a merchant with a dropping cash flow is a very
unforgiving soul when they know who or what has caused that drop.
It didn't take the merchants long to discover the four cousins and
to rouse the city up in anger against them, and the more part of
them were desirous that they might destroy them; for they were
angry with them for condemning their comfortable way of life and
because of the plainness of their words. And they also said that
they had lied unto them, and had reviled against their law and also
against their lawyers and judges. And they were also angry with
them because they had testified so plainly against their
wickedness. Therefore, they took them and bound them with strong
cords, and took them before the chief judge of the land.

To the cousins' great astonishment, they recognized
the great dragon who sat
upon the judgment seat, lounging as if he all the time in the world
for governing the city. “I know you!” exclaimed Experience; “you’re
that dragon which was thought slain in the days of our
grandmother.”

“Slain? Me?” replied a smooth voice all four cousins knew
too well - it was the voice of…

“Conceit,” exclaimed
Stranger; “Mayor of…”

“Lord Mayor,” corrected the dragon;
“and Prince of Pride. Also, Lord Mayor of Selfishness, Division,
Apostasy…”

“Prince?” asked Saint, and Conceit nodded. “And of each of
the Cities with Sandy Foundations - you’ve been busy.”

“And now you sit on the throne of Vanity as well,”
commented Stranger.

“I was one of its Founders, actually. As well as the City
of the Traditions of
Men, the town of
Intellectualism, the city
of Willful Ignorance…
”

“What’s happened to this city?” asked Repentant; “We were
told it had repented.”

“It had,” cooed Conceit, smiling. “But somehow,” and his
smile turned devilish, “Somehow they have all gone astray save it
be a few, who are humble followers of Christ.”

“And where are
they?”

“In prison, of course – as are your wives, and as will you
be. Yes, while we've been tracking you four down we've rounded up
all those poor souls you've deluded and are giving them a chance to
come back to our way of thinking.”

“How did this happen?” asked Saint. “Vanity had
repented.”

“It happened very slowly and deliberately, I assure you.
You see, after that dreadful fool Mr.
Great-heart led the city against me and left
me for dead, he left with your grandmother and your fathers in tow,
and I was discovered to still be alive. I convinced the people that
I was merely a victim of circumstance and really wasn’t responsible
for my terrible nature. They were easily persuaded, the charitable
fools that they were, and they brought me into the city and nursed
me back to health. Throughout that nursing period I was able to
show them that they too were merely victims of the unfortunate
situations in which the King and his Prince forced upon them. I
showed them that it wasn’t their fault they hadn’t earned the great
commission waiting for them, and that this fair city held
everything they really wanted, anyway.”

The dragon paused, smiling, his eyes turning to evil slits
as his voice continues in a well-trained, casual manner. “They were
so convinced that they willingly brought their children to me to
satisfy my appetite.”

“But how could they be taken in by such base lies? This
city had become righteous!”

“They were taken one step at a time, of course. First, one
or two were lifted up in pride, such as the wearing of costly
apparel, and all manner of fine pearls, and of the fine things of
the world. And from that time forth they did have their goods and
their substance no more common among them. And they began to be
divided into classes; and they began to build up churches unto
themselves to get gain, and began to deny the true church of
Christ.”

The beast sighed. “Eventually there were many churches
which professed to know the Christ, and yet they did deny the more
parts of his gospel, insomuch that they did receive all manner of
wickedness, and did administer that which was sacred unto him to
whom it had been forbidden because of unworthiness. And this church
did multiply exceedingly because of iniquity, and because of the
power of Satan who did get hold upon their hearts.

“Another church denied the Christ; and persecuted the true
church of Christ, because of their humility and their belief in
Christ; and they did despise them because of the many miracles
which were wrought among them. Therefore they did exercise power
and authority over them and they did cast them into prison; but by
the power of the word of God, which was in them, the prisons were
rent in twain, and they went forth doing mighty miracles among
them.

“Despite all these miracles, the people did harden their
hearts, and did seek to kill them. And they did cast them into
furnaces of fire, and they came forth receiving no harm. And they
also cast them into dens of wild beasts, and they did play with the
wild beasts even as a child with a lamb; and they did come forth
from among them, receiving no harm.”

“Couldn't the people see and understand the power of
God?”

“Not when their priests and false prophets can so
cunningly explain them away as well as ours can,” Pride replied.
“To build up their churches they'll say anything. And thus they did
dwindle in unbelief and wickedness. They were so good at
rationalizing the miracles and the Gospel that even the people who
were called by the name of the Prince began to be proud in their
hearts because of their exceeding riches, and they become vain like
unto their brethren. Eventually, both the people of the Prince and
my people became exceedingly wicked one like unto
another.”

Conceit smiled as he finished his recitation. “But enough
about myself and my accomplishments. Tell me about your pitifully
trivial lives - what’s brought you to My judgment seat?”

“Great Prince,” began one of the many merchants who’d help
apprehend the cousins, “Our crafts are in danger!”

“In danger?” queried Conceit; “I hardly think so. These
are only four; mine are Legion.”

“But master - you know the effect that preaching Humility
and Righteousness has upon the weak, the poor, and the despised
within our city.”

“Yes; well…”

“And the poor will always be with you,” countered
Experience.

“Yes; someone has to do the menial work.”

“Master,” spoke another merchant, his hat in his hand, “If
these men are allowed to continue, we’ll not have our servants.
Worse yet, I saw some of the leading citizens listening to these
men; even ready to follow them! If they’re allowed to continue,
some might even begin to follow the King and the Prince again
instead of Yourself.”

The merchants then brought other people forth and
witnessed against the cousins - testifying that they had reviled
against the law, and their lawyers and judges of the land, and also
of all the people that were in the land; and also testified that
there was but one God, and that he should send his Son among the
people, but he should not save them; and many such things did the
people testify against them.

At this, Conceit stood slowly, anger on his face
contorting it into something even more hideous. “Assemble
the Council of
Princes.”

The doors of the chamber flew open as one by one the
council began filing into the room, each taking their seat on the
elevated platform on either side of Pride himself. The first to
enter was
Blind-to-Truth, one who would
never listen to Shepherds or Watchmen and believed he could do it
all on his own. After that came
Nefarious, one of unspeakable
deeds. Following him were
Malice,
Rogue and
Harlot,
Heady (whose aim in life was to
experience each and every high and impulsive thrill that would be
found), Snobbish,
Antagonist,
Liar,
Cruel, and
Merciless. Last but in no way
least among this group was
Hate-Light, a very close
relative to Blind-to
Truth.

The twelve evil ones sat in a circle around the cousins,
whispering to one another. Finally they began to question them,
that they might cross them, that they might have wherewith to
accuse them; but the cousins answered them boldly, and withstood
all their questions, yea, to their astonishment; for they did
withstand them in all their questions, and did confound them in all
their words. None of the questions or challenges were new; they
were the same mingling of men’s teachings and the King’s words that
they’d heard and withstood their entire pilgrimage, and being true
Watchmen and Fellow Shepherds, they answered directly the false
philosophies and outright lies with which they were
challenged.

Finally Saint stood tall in the cords in which he was
taken and faced the men, saying: “You claim to live and teach the
King’s words - why then do you not even know the King’s word?
Instead of learning and teaching the King’s words, you’ve invented
creeds, one by one, to take your followers farther and farther away
from the truth. And with each step you use rationalization and
reasoning to justify the supposed validity of committing yet
another sin and then another.” He paused, girding up his courage.
“Your creeds are all nothing but permission to disbelieve and to
commit sin.”

“Of course they are,” admitted Conceit, smiling. “But
they,” and he motioned beyond the council room to where many of the
leading citizens of the city were gathered to discover the outcome
of the hearing, “They don’t understand that. And we don’t need you
telling them.” With a flick of his hand, the others in the room
rushed forward, stripping the cousins of all they could - for such
could never strip a person of the Whole Armour of God against their
own will - and cast them naked into a dark, hellish prison cell
deep below the council chambers.

I heard in vision as an old, ragged voice called out of
the darkness of the cell: “Hello? Who’s there? Did I hear another
soul?”

Repentant and Stranger started at the voice and answered
it: “Here,” they called out as they felt their way to the voice.
When they met the owner of the voice they fell upon the neck of a
dirty, ragged, and equally-naked old man - who still wore his Whole
Armour of God tight around him. “Grandfather!” the two exclaimed,
for this was Mr. Mnason,
the father of their mothers
Grace and
Martha and the man whose humble
home had sheltered many pilgrims throughout the years.

“Would that you could have bypassed this awful place!” Mr.
Mnason finally exclaimed, getting his tears under control after
having met Experience and Saint.

“How long have you been imprisoned?” Experience
asked.

“Since the city was taken over by Pride and Conceit,”
answered the old man. “Once this city almost became one of the
King’s chosen; a priestly city. But then Pride entered in and all
was lost. We few remaining faithful have either been expelled or
we've found ourselves in prison - cast here by our own neighbors
and one-time friends. I pleaded for toleration, but the people
reviled me, saying: Art thou also possessed with the devil? And
they spit upon me, and cast me out from among them, and also all
those who believed in the words which had been spoken by the King
and His Prince; and they cast them out, and sent men to cast stones
at them.”

The next day guards came and hauled Stranger and Saint to
the podium of a large arena, it being full of cheering, laughing,
and mocking spectators. As they were tied securely to posts, they
watched in horror as a pit in the middle of the arena floor was
filled with wood and set ablaze.

Then the guards brought forth those who believed in the
words of the Watchmen, and they caused that they should be cast
into the fire; and they also brought forth their copies of the
King's book, and cast them into the fire also, that they might be
burned and destroyed by fire.

When Saint saw the pains of the women and children who
were consuming in the fire, he also was pained. “How can we witness
this awful scene?” he said, horrified, to Stranger, “Let us stretch
forth our hands, and exercise the power of God which is in us, and
save them from the flames!”

But Stranger replied: “The Spirit constraineth me that I
must not stretch forth mine hand; for behold the Lord receiveth
them up unto himself, in glory; and he doth suffer that they may do
this thing, or that the people may do this thing unto them,
according to the hardness of their hearts, that the judgments which
he shall exercise upon them in his wrath may be just; and the blood
of the innocent shall stand as a witness against them, yea, and cry
mightily against them at the last day.”

“Perhaps they will burn us also.”

“Be it according to the will of the Lord.”

I saw in all its awfulness as Virtuous was thrown into the
fire. She and Saint had nodded at each other from a distance, and
he could see that her spirit was at peace. I shall not write of the
pains he felt; for he spoke not through his tears. Stranger’s voice
chocked as his beloved was also thrown to a fiery death.

It was then that Mr. Mnason, Experience, and Repentant
were also dragged before the pit.

“Are you ready to admit that this pilgrimage you’ve
embarked upon is a farce and give it up?” the voice of Conceit
asked coolly from behind them.

Saint and Stranger looked down at their companions and at
Grandfather Mnason, and saw all three standing boldly and almost
calmly - as if knowing they were returning to their God with clear
consciences and with clean garments. They realized that to recant
what they believed would not only soil their own soul, but would
make for naught the sacrifice that would happen regardless of their
reply.

“Oh that my words were now written!” exclaimed
Saint;

“Oh that they were printed in a
book!
That
they were graven with an iron pen

and lead in the rock for ever!

For I know that my redeemer liveth,

and that he shall stand at the latter day upon the earth:

And though after my skin worms destroy this body,

yet in my flesh shall I see God… ”

Stranger closed his eyes calmly, knowing he too must
confess to the truth, and continued the quotation from the King's
book:

“’…Whom I shall see for myself,

and mine eyes shall behold,

And not another; though my reins be consumed within
me.’”

Conceit calmly gave the signal. Guards rushed forth to
hold Saint's and Stranger's faces, forcing them to watch as
Experience, Repentant, and Mr. Mnason were pushed into the pit. The
horror Saint and Stranger experienced at the loss of not only their
companions but also their wives was so severe and horrible that
tongue cannot tell, neither can it be written.

When those who had been cast into the fire were consumed,
as well as the books which were cast in with them, Conceit and his
council came and stood before Stranger and Saint and smote them
upon their cheeks, and said: “After what ye have seen, will ye
preach again unto this people, that they shall be cast into a lake
of fire and brimstone? You see that ye had not power to save those
who had been cast into the fire; neither has God saved them because
they were of thy faith.” And they smote them again upon their
cheeks, and asked: What say ye for yourselves?” Stranger and Saint,
however, answered them nothing. Frustrated, Conceit commanded the
guards to return the two to the prison.

And when they had been in prison three days, there came
many lawyers, judges, priests, and teachers, and they questioned
them about many things; but they answered them nothing. Conceit
even came and stood before them, asking: “Why do ye not answer the
words of this people? Know ye not that I have power to deliver you
up unto the flames?” He commanded them to speak; but they answered
nothing.

They all departed but came again the next day, and Conceit
came forth also, asking: “Will ye stand again and judge this
people, and condemn our law? If ye have such great power why do ye
not deliver yourselves?”

And many such things did the lawyers and judges and
priests say unto them, gnashing their teeth upon them, and spitting
upon them, and saying: “How shall we look when we are damned?” And
many such things did they say unto them; and thus they did mock
them for many days. And they did withhold food from them that they
might hunger, and water that they might thirst; and they also did
take from them their clothes that they were naked; and thus they
were bound with strong cords, and confined in prison.

After they had thus suffered for many days, Conceit and
all his council and their lawyers and priests went in to the prison
again to make a final push to break the two cousins.

Conceit stood before them, and smote them again, and said
unto them: “If ye have the power of God deliver yourselves from
these bands, and then we will believe that the Lord will destroy
this people according to your words.” Each lawyer and priest went
forth and smote them, saying the same words, even until the
last

When the last of Conceit's minions had spoken, the power
of God was upon Stranger and Saint, and they rose and stood upon
their feet.

Stranger, weak from hunger and thirst and all the physical
abuse he'd endured, cried aloud: “How long shall we suffer these
great afflictions, O Lord? Give us strength according to our faith
which is in Christ, even unto deliverance.”

As Stranger prayed, Saint saw a great light begin to fill
the room, and in it appeared twelve
men, several of which he knew, all dressed in
the armor of Watchmen which glowed with divine light so bright one
could not look straight into it. Conceit and his minions, however,
did not seem to see them. One of these Watchmen, calling the two by
name, asked: “What is the greatest power? The power though which
even the creation was accomplished?”

“Faith,” Stranger and Saint whispered as one.

The man they knew so well smiled. “Be not afraid, only
believe.”

Together they broke the cords with which they were bound;
and when the people saw this, they began to flee, for the fear of
destruction had come upon them. And it came to pass that so great
was their fear that they fell to the earth, and the earth shook
mightily, and the walls of the prison were rent in twain, so that
they fell to the earth.

Stranger and Saint came forth out of the prison, and they
were not hurt; for the Lord had granted unto them power, according
to their faith which was in Christ.

The people of the city, having heard a great noise, came
running together by multitudes to know the cause of it; and when
they saw Saint and Stranger coming forth out of the prison, and the
walls thereof had fallen to the earth, they were struck with great
fear, and fled.

Immediately the twelve shining men surrounded Saint and
Stranger to protect them as Conceit and his evil twelve finally
were given sight of the righteous twelve and attempted to retake
them. But as the shining twelve lifted either their Swords of the
Spirit or their Lance of Aaron - that unchanging scepter of
righteousness and truth - while protecting themselves with their
Shields of Faith, the dark, evil twelve hid among the ruins of the
prison, afraid of the glory protecting the cousins. And, while
still surrounding them, the twelve escorted the two out of the
city, past the Hill of
Lucre, and into the great
Plain of Ease in the direction
of the Delectable
Mountains. They crossed
Pleasant Meadow with its the
tree-lined River of the Water of
Life and came to a
Shepherd's hut in which the two
could rest and regain their strength.

 

When all was safe, the man the two knew as
Interpreter turned and embraced
them, their tears mingling as they mourned the losses they had
witnessed and the trials they had undergone. The other men
surrounded them, allowing their comfort to also be known and
felt.

When the first flood of emotion was spent, Saint asked: “I
have met you many times during my pilgrimage, yet you have never
shined with such radiance.”

“Today you’ve met me and these others as we truly are,”
explained Interpreter. “We are Shining Ones; sent by the Great
King. You know me as Interpreter, and yet I am
Gabriel, he who called the
'Strength of God'.”

“You we have also met; we know you as Michael,” began
Stranger, turning to another of the men who rescued
them.

“He who resembles the King and defends all righteous
pilgrims,” finished Michael as he embraced the two he had helped
save.

“And I know you two very well,” Saint and Stranger both
said as they embraced Raziel
and Zaphkiel,
their teachers from the Depths of Humility, stepped forward and
took the two in their arms.

Next, Raphael
('healed of God’) introduced himself and embraced the
pilgrims, followed by Uriel
('fire of God') and
Haniel ('Grace of
God').

“You rescued me along the Slopes of Transgression,”
Stranger said to Haniel; “Your name was Mercy.”

“My true name is Haniel; the Grace and Favor of
God.”

Saint and Stranger quickly understood that the
meanings of the names of these Shining
Ones was something important for them to realize.

Next was Raguel
- he who was known as the 'Friend of God'; he it was who had
offered to sacrifice his own son at the King’s command, therefore
only he knew the pain and anguish the King went through in sending
His only Begotten Son in the Flesh to guide all pilgrims and to pay
the price of the jailer Justice’s prison that all might be set free
from its awful darkness. Next was
Uzziel, who represented the
'strength of the King', followed by
Chamuel, ('he who seeks
God'), Barakiel
('lightening of God') and
Abdiel ('servant of
God').

“Me thinks we have been entertained by angels, cousin,”
Saint whispered to Stranger. “Michael is indeed the Prince of
Angels, and these appear to be his quorum.”

“Many have entertained angels unawares,” Interpreter
whispered from behind the two.

By and by the cousins rested. The twelve Princes (or,
'Chief Shepherds') who’d come to their aid nourished them and
restored to them clothing and other supplies - to include the
King’s Book; their own copies having been lost in the same great
pit that had swallowed their loved ones as well as the other
remaining faithful in the dark city of Vanity.

Although their bodies rested and regained their strength,
their hearts and minds were sore afflicted; far more afflicted than
when they were in prison. “Why?” they asked; over and over again
they asked this question. Interpreter, as he was originally known
to them, remained to care for the two while the other eleven
Princes were required on other missions, and as he did so he did
not answer their question immediately, but he waited until their
hearts and their minds were truly ready to hear the
answer.

“There is no complete, all-encompassing answer,” he
finally told them. “Evil came against them and they resisted. Evil
had power and exercised that power.” He paused. “But be assured:
Evil will pay for the consequences of its actions. Their innocent
blood, with the innocent blood of all the martyrs will cry unto the
Lord of Hosts till he avenges that blood on the earth.” He paused,
allowing them to think on that before continuing. “You see, once a
person’s blood has been shed in defense of the Gospel truths, they
become a testator, or witness, whose testimony stands for eternity.
And in the Day of Judgment, it will stand against all those who
fought against them and caused their blood to be shed.”

“Is this the only way for a testimony to stand?” Saint
asked weakly.

“No indeed!” replied Interpreter, and the cousins sighed
until he continued. “There is a more difficult sacrifice. The Lord
does permit sacrifice such as your cousins and your beloveds
experienced, however, that the testimony of those virtuous and
righteous men and women may stand as a witness against a perverse
and evil world. And, that they might stand as examples of His
words. Of the death of one prophet, Prince of Life said, ‘Many have
marveled because of his death; but it was needful that he should
seal his testimony with his blood, that he might be honored and the
wicked might be condemned.’”

“But they have not yet finished their pilgrimage!”
exclaimed Stranger, almost distraught.

“Has not the Prince of Life proclaimed: ’Whoso layeth down
his life in my cause, for my name's sake, shall find it again, even
life eternal?’” Neither cousin answered, knowing their teacher and
friend spoke truth. “’And all they who suffer persecution for my
name, and endure in faith, though they are called to lay down their
lives for my sake yet shall they partake of all this
glory.’”

Interpreter continued. “They have been called to lay down
their life in death. For you, however, it will be required to lay
down your life - well, through living
your life.” The cousins looked bewildered by this, so
Interpreter continued: “To live the Gospel - to sacrifice worldly
pleasures and desires for the sake of the Gospel.” He paused. “Yes,
my young friends, yours is the more difficult
sacrifice.”










Chapter 15
Wickedness Never Was Happiness


My mind and heart rejoiced as I
watched Saint and Stranger gain sufficient strength to continue
their journey towards Mount
Zion. Their bodies healed and their minds and
hearts laid their fears to rest, having gained faith and hope that
their beloved wives as well as Experience and Repentant had not
remained in that awful pit but had gone on to where they themselves
were still struggling to reach. This is not to say, of course, that
they didn’t feel a profound emptiness and sense of loss over their
separation, for we mortals don’t recover so easily from such
violent loss! But, through the divine, healing influence of the
Holy Spirit as administered by Interpreter before they continued
their pilgrimage, their minds at least were at peace concerning the
matter.

As the two cousins prepared to continue their journey,
they were returning from bathing in the river when they discovered
that two men had stumbled into the shepherds fold in which they
were camped and had also made their camp there. One was an older
man far past the bloom of youth but strongly built and without the
sag of muscle or body that so often comes with the passing of
years. His hair was ragged, as if hastily cut and poorly regrown.
And his eyes - Stranger and Saint both were taken back as they saw
the violent, blinding damage that had been done to the man’s eyes.
The poor man had only a raggedy old loincloth to cover him; not
even the Armour of God, although the cousins rightfully guessed he
had at one point worn it but forsaken it. This older man lay
wounded and prone as the younger man, who was young enough to be
the older man’s son, ministered to him. And what a young man! In
the full bloom of the divine gift of youth, his skin and hair
shined even in the light of their small night campfire. His eyes
were dark, and they glowed with the goodness which also glowed in
the luster of his well-maintained Armour of God; the only other
covering besides the slave’s loincloth he wore.

The two men gladly accepted gifts of clothing from Saint
and Stranger, the younger man helping the older man dress as he was
in such a pitiful condition that he couldn’t even tend himself.
They in turn shared what food they had that all might be
full.

The older man dozed fitfully as the younger man told his
story to saint and Stranger. “Mine is a sad and pitiful story. I am
one of twelve brothers,” he began. “Although a Fellow Shepherd and
Watchmen all, they were jealous of the spiritual gifts the King had
bestowed upon me in childhood. Instead of seeking their own gifts,
they cast me into a pit and left me for dead, and I was found and
sold as a slave into Libertine
Castle.”

“We’ve not heard of this place,” exclaimed
Saint.

“It’s a spacious, well-maintained palace of striking and
enticing beauty. It lures many pilgrims into the den of the
Three Siblings of
Vice.”

“We’ve not heard of them,” said Stranger as he looked at
his equally-confused cousin. “If only Experience were
here…”

“Experience would warn any intelligent soul away from her
gates!”

“Her?”

“She maintains disguises and calls each one her 'sister' –
or 'brother', depending on who's being tempted. First there
is Endure - you see her
as she is in all her repulsive, diseased and moral ugliness. But
she is crafty with words and intimidation, and through her lying
tongue she will convince you she is but caught in a vicious trap
and that she has no way out and should be pitied.” He paused.
“That’s when she takes upon herself the disguise of the
sister Sympathize - by
that point she’s gained your sympathy and you’re willing to
socialize with her and to rationalize why she is the way she is and
that she shouldn't be ashamed of herself. She’ll spend hours, days
- even years - in order to hear you agree with her. Then she puts
on the costume of the sister
Embrace.”

“I don’t think you need to tell us what happens with her,”
said Saint, sadly.

“I must; every pilgrim must know and be warned. If you’ve
remained in her lair long enough to meet Embrace, then you’ve been
taken in by all her words and flattery and are willing to join with
her in all her whorish ways. Your Armour of God will loose its
power and luster and you’ll be left without the Comforter to guide
you.”

“I see your armor is still shining, and I feel it never
lost its original shine. How is it you’ve survived this damnable
place?”

“As I said, I was sold as a slave into that house. She was
so taken with my youth and what she saw as beauty - but was in
reality the spiritual beauty of the King’s ways upon my
countenance. She came upon me and ordered: 'Lie with me.' But I
refused, and said, 'How then can I do this great wickedness, and
sin against God?'”

“Truly said,” added Saint, “For as one great Watchman
said, ‘Now the body is not for fornication, but for the Lord; and
the Lord for the body. And God hath both raised up the Lord, and
will also raise up us by his own power…’”

Stranger continued the quote: “’Know ye not that your
bodies are the members of Christ? shall I then take the members of
Christ, and make them the members of an harlot? God forbid… Know ye
not that he which is joined to an harlot is one body? for two,
saith he, shall be one flesh. But he that is joined unto the Lord
is one spirit. Flee fornication. Every sin that a man doeth is
without the body; but he that committeth fornication sinneth
against his own body… Know ye not that your body is the temple of
the Holy Ghost which is in you, which ye have of God, and ye are
not your own? For ye are bought with a price: therefore glorify God
in your body, and in your spirit, which are God's.’”

The young man nodded, having remembered this teaching even
at the moment of temptation. “She spake to me day by day, and I
hearkened not unto her, to lie by her, or to be with her. Soon all
the palace was abuzz with gossip that she had sought to seduce her
slave-boy against his will and that he had infatuated her with
love. The courtiers talked about nothing else – behind her back, of
course. But she still heard of it. I was laughed at and taunted by
the other servants because I wouldn’t lie with her; I was told I
wasn’t a real man because I refused her. I was told by my fellow
servants that is was unnatural for me to refuse such so-called
delights. When she heard the whisperings, she prepared a banquet
and ensured I would be one of the servers. At the banquet guests
became merrier and merrier, and when they were in the height of
their merriment, she called for me to come out and serve. And when
her guest saw me,” and the young man blushed, “well, they liked me,
too. Some of the women claimed I was a young god who had come to
dwell with them.” The young man smiled through his blush. “They
were willing to lie with me as well; just like that! She allowed
the guests time to either seduce or to ridicule me before she
finally turned on them and exclaimed: 'This is he whom you whisper
about. I sought to seduce him against his will, but he preserved
himself from sin. And now if he does not what I bid him, he shall
certainly be imprisoned and become one of the humbled.'

“After this I was about the palace in the business to
which I was assigned. Where I was there was no other servant; I was
alone. She caught me by my clothing, saying, 'Lie with me’, and I
left the garment in her hand, and fled, and got out of that awful
place.”

As the young man finished rehearsing his story, Saint and
Stranger wondered that the lad had began by saying that his was a
sad and pitiful story. For, here before them was a young man who’d
remember the King’s words: ‘Depart ye, go ye out from thence, touch
no unclean thing; go ye out of the midst of her; be ye clean who
bear the vessels of the Lord’. Here was a young man who’d shown the
utmost act of loyalty - loyalty to God, loyalty to himself, loyalty
to his future spouse and children, and even loyalty to the harlot
mistress who lacked the understanding to know the lad’s true
worth.

Saint was the first of the two who could speak. “Ye call
your story sad, but it’s not - it’s a tale of triumph! There are
many types of courage required to make it to the end of life’s
pilgrimage - the courage to face truth, the courage to solve
impossible problems, the courage to accept assignments and to stay
with what you’ve started and to follow through to the end. There’s
the courage to preserve principles and sometimes having to fight
for them.” He paused. “And there are times, oddly enough, that
require another, greater courage - the courage to run
away.

“The Lord will be with you, Joseph,” for that was the
young man’s name, “and show you mercy and favor you because you had
the strength and courage to run away and to resist such an evil
invitation, even having the courage to ‘flee, and get out.’ There
will be many, many men who will laugh and make fun of you because
you turned your back instead of yielding to such improper
proposals. But be assured that the courage to walk away from moral
compromise is one of the greatest kinds of courage - the courage to
remain virtuous before the Lord and to preserve your chastity; the
courage to sever an undesirable association. There will be many,
many enticements in life; many temptations - to compromise
principles and to go with the crowd, temptations to follow false
fashions and to play for popular approval. It is all well and good
to be as pleasant as possible before other people, but never is it
good to be agreeable to enter into any act of evil.

“There is an old saying that misery loves company - this
is very true; and evil also loves company, and it does not let
loose so easily. Sometimes it takes a special kind of courage to
turn from ridicule, from the pointing of fingers and from the
accusations of the lack of manhood.”

Saint paused, and Stranger spoke his turn: “Life requires
of us many kinds of courage - the courage to turn back from a wrong
path, to swallow pride and to admit a mistake, to repent and to
forgive and to be reconciled, and the courage to leave bad habits
behind. Courage sometimes requires us to retreat, and sometimes to
stay and stand. But at that precarious moment when the odds of evil
are uppermost, we may most need the courage to walk out, to close
the door, to leave the evil atmosphere, even as you have
done.

“This is why your armour still shines
brightly.”

There was a pause of several moments in which tears came
to young Joseph’s eyes as he realized the truth of the cousins’
words.

“What of your companion?” Stranger finally
asked.

Joseph looked at the sleeping man. “His is truly a sad and
pitiful tale. He was born after angels had announced his birth to
his parents. They’d been instructed to set themselves apart while
he was in the womb, that he might live a special vow his entire
life.”

“A Nazerite?”

“Yes. And the sign of this vow was that his hair would
never be cut. He grew strong in the Lord, and as he did the Lord
gave him physical strength far beyond that of normal men; he was
being prepared by the King to free his people from bondage to a
foreign nation who knew not the King or His Son.

“As he grew to manhood, he fell in love with the daughter
of the overlording nation, and demanded of his father that he seek
her for his wife.” Joseph paused. “But you see, she was not of
those who’d covenanted with the Lord; his children would have grown
up foreign to the King’s commandments.” There was a pause as the
three considered this very wrong choice of marrying outside of
God’s covenants; a choice that would adversely affect his
descendants throughout all their generations. “Anyway,” continued
Joseph, “Because his bride had a part in some treachery against
him, he refused her before the end of the marriage feast, and she
was given to another.”

“So he didn’t break the covenant?”

“Not at that time, although intent can be just as
condemning. He went on to become a great champion for his people,
driving the foreign overlord away from many parts of his homeland.
But as time went on, his mind began to turn from the Lord and to
himself. He forgot that his hair was merely a sign of his strength
- a sign of the covenant the Lord had made with him - and began
believing that his hair was the source of his strength, and not the
Lord.

“It was then that he was caught in the mazes and snares of
Libertine Castle. The mistress of the castle was contacted by those
who’d ruled my companion’s land, and she was requested to discover
the secret of his strength. She seduced him slowly and expertly.
First, she introduced the ways of her people, which were not the
ways of the Lord - he resisted at first, but slowly he adopted one
or two ways to make her happy and to show he was a tolerant and
open-minded person. Then he adopted one or two more. Before he knew
it, he was whoring with others of her way. But still he would not
easily reveal his secret. Finally, after having a firm grasp on his
body and soul, she tearfully threatened to refuse him further
pleasures until the truth was revealed. He obediently did so, and
that night, while drugged from pleasure, he slept soundly as she
cut his hair and called the guards.”

Joseph paused as he looked at the sad, sleeping figure.
“The result is what you see here. And her hold on him is so strong
that he still calls her name in his sleep.”

Saint felt Samson’s
loss; for that was the name of the sleeping man. “Those who
defile themselves will not prosper;” he said slowly, “they have
injured themselves by their own conduct. With that measure that ye
mete, it shall be measured back to you again, in whatever
circumstances of life ye do so.”

“Wickedness never was happiness,” Stranger whispered.
“When sin is called pleasurable and desirable, it is by those who
don’t understand its consequences. Vast is the gulf between this
so-called fun and true happiness. All actions have their return;
for that which ye do send out shall return unto you again, and be
restored; therefore, it more fully condemneth the sinner, and
justifieth him not at all.”

“’Tis true,” said Joseph, “that the Lord would not suffer
them to take happiness in sin. Likewise, there is no peace unto the
wicked. There is with all evils unhappiness, sorrow, regret, and
grief. But no happiness.”

“’For the lips of a strange woman drop as an honeycomb,’”
quoted Joseph, “’and her mouth is smoother than oil:

“’But her end is bitter as wormwood,

sharp as a twoedged sword.

Her feet go down to death;

her steps take hold on hell.’

She does not watch for the road that leads to life;

her course turns this way and that,

and what does she care?

Lest thou shouldest ponder the path of life,

her ways are moveable, that thou canst not know them.

Hear me now therefore, O ye children,

and depart not from the words of my mouth.

Remove thy way far from her,

and come not nigh the door of her house’.”

“’My son, keep thy father's commandment,’” quoted Joseph,
“’and forsake not the law of thy mother:

“’Bind them continually upon thine heart,

and tie them about thy neck.

When thou goest, it shall lead thee;

when thou sleepest, it shall keep thee;

and when thou awakest, it shall talk with thee.

For the commandment is a lamp;

and the law is light;

and reproofs of instruction are the way of life:

To keep thee from the evil woman,

from the flattery of the tongue of a strange woman.

Lust not after her beauty in thine heart;

neither let her take thee with her eyelids.

For by means of a whorish woman

a man is brought to a piece of bread:

and the adulteress will hunt for the precious life.

Can a man take fire in his bosom,

and his clothes not be burned?

Can one go upon hot coals,

and his feet not be burned?

So he that goeth in to his neighbour's wife;

whosoever toucheth her shall not be innocent.

Men do not despise a thief,

if he steal to satisfy his soul when he is hungry;

But if he be found, he shall restore sevenfold;

he shall give all the substance of his house."

“It's not just women who lead men astray,” Saint
commented; “We men can be just as evil.”

“Yes,” was Joseph's reply. “And for a man who has been
commissioned as a Watchman to lead a woman astray… ” He paused. “I
cannot fathom the punishment… ”

They sat in silence for some time, pondering the words
they’d learned from the King’s book. Finally Samson, who was awake
after all, spoke: “While on our pilgrimage, we lay up treasures in
heaven. These treasures, earned while sojourning in mortality, are
stored up in heaven where eventually we will inherit them in
immortality. These treasures are whatever characteristics,
perfections, and attributes we acquire by obedience to the King’s
law while traveling to His city and presence. And so, those who
gain attributes of godliness will find these same attributes
restored to them, for whatever principle of intelligence and
obedience we attain unto in this life, it will rise with us in the
resurrection.” Samson paused before concluding: “I fear my treasure
has been the body of a woman.”

Joseph laid a hand on his companion. “Even though you’ve
lost your eyes, you’ve seen the wrong, and even now you travel back
to the start of the King's path, there to be washed in the fountain
of the Prince and be forgiven of sin; for as the Prince has said,
‘though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as white as snow;
though they be red like crimson, they shall be as wool. If ye be
willing and obedient.’”

“And that I am,” Samson’s sad voice said. “May the gates
of hell be shut continually before me, because that my heart is
broken and my spirit is contrite! O Lord, wilt thou not shut the
gates of thy righteousness before me, that I may walk in the path
of the low valley, that I may be strict in the plain
road!”

Saint looked at the man who could not in turn look at him.
“Redemption cometh in and through the Holy Messiah; for he is full
of grace and truth. Behold, he offereth himself a sacrifice for
sin, to answer the ends of the law, unto all those who have a
broken heart and a contrite spirit; and unto none else can the ends
of the law be answered.”

“But how will I know if the Lord will accept me back?”
asked the tired, blinded man.

“You can obtain this knowledge through repentance,
humility, and seeking the Lord with full purpose of heart until you
find him,” answered Saint. “He is not afar off, and it is not
difficult to approach him if you do it with a broken heart and
contrite spirit - the spirit of repentance - for that’s how
prophets of all ages as well as all men have found Him.”

“This is the way of true repentance,” agreed Stranger.
“True repentance involves a change of heart and not just a change
of action. This ‘change of heart’ means to feel godly sorrow for
our sinful actions - this is what is meant by ‘a broken heart and a
contrite spirit.’ Spiritual gifts are needed to help us overcome
every sin and weakness, but we must turn to Him for
help.

“What is this ‘godly sorrow of which you speak?” asked
Joseph.

“It is another gift of the Spirit. It’s a deep realization
that our actions have offended our Father and our God. It’s a
sharp, keen awareness that our behavior caused our Savior, He who
knew no sin, to endure agony and suffering at the hands of the
jailer Justice. This mental and spiritual anguish is what the
King’s book refers to as a ‘broken heart and a contrite
spirit.’

“The spirit of true repentance,” whispered
Samson.

Saint and Stranger stayed the night with Joseph and
Samson, helping to care for the older man, and took their leave the
next morning. They made sure to not step one foot off the path as
it past Libertine Castle, neither did they lend their ear to the
siren songs sung from either side of the path which called their
names and sang of the delights within the brazen palace, for they
not only remembered the story of Samson, but they also remembered
the King’s words concerning the path to that place:

“’Enter not into the path of the wicked,

and go not in the way of evil men.

Avoid it, pass not by it, turn from it, and pass away.

For they sleep not, except they have done mischief;

and their sleep is taken away,

unless they cause some to fall.

For they eat the bread of wickedness,

and drink the wine of violence.

But the path of the just is as the shining light,

that shineth more and more unto the perfect day.

The way of the wicked is as darkness:

they know not at what they stumble.’”










Chapter 16
‘I Will Lift Up Mine Eyes unto the Hills’


Saint and Stranger ascended the
slopes of the Delectable
Mountains, waving at the Shepherds stationed
there but continuing on with the strength gained from their recent
rest.

Upon one ledge they passed by a white
statue of a woman, her feet pointing up the
path but her shoulders and head were twisted around as if she were
not able to leave behind that which was required in order to gain
the celestial glories ahead.

“Remember Lot’s wife,” the two travelers whispered almost
at the same time.

As they descended the other side and began the long walk
across the final plain before the River of Death, Saint and
Stranger then came upon three
men sitting by the roadside who were weeping,
and it appeared they’d been weeping for a very long time. The two
stopped to minister to them, but they would not have it.

“We are Watchmen, like yourselves,” began the first one,
“Watchmen who have been turned away from the gates of the Celestial
City”

“But why?”asked Saint

“I once traveled between Jericho and Jerusalem. I came
upon a man who’d been beaten and robbed and left for dead. But I
moved to the other side of the path and ignored him.” His pleading
look and justifying voice was indeed sad: “But I was to officiate
for the many that day; I had to keep myself clean for the many; I
could not stop for the One… ”

The second man then spoke: “I too am a Watchman, but I
passed by one in need along that same route, afraid that if I
stopped I too would be fallen upon by the same thieves. But alas -
I have robbed myself of a
greater treasure.”

The cousins could tell by the facial expressions of the
third man that he’d also passed up one too many opportunities to
serve his fellow man. But the man was defiant and not entirely
repentant: “Have we not prophesied in His name? and in His name
have cast out devils? and in His name done many wonderful works?
And yet, as we reached the great city, the Prince Himself said: ’I
never knew you: depart from me.'”

Saint recalled the words of another Watchman, and he spoke
them aloud: “’Though I speak with the tongues of men and of angels,
and have not charity, I am become as sounding brass, or a tinkling
cymbal. And though I have the gift of prophecy, and understand all
mysteries, and all knowledge; and though I have all faith, so that
I could remove mountains, and have not charity, I am nothing. And
though I bestow all my goods to feed the poor, and though I give my
body to be burned, and have not charity, it profiteth me
nothing.’”

The three men looked sadly at the two cousins, and one
spoke for the rest: “Behold, we count them happy which endure. And
if they endure unto the end they shall be lifted up at the last
day, and shall be saved in the everlasting kingdom of the Lamb; and
whoso shall publish peace, yea, tidings of great joy, how beautiful
upon the mountains shall they be.”

Saint shook his head. “But surely you had been justified
and sanctified…”

Another of the men spoke up: “We know that all men must
repent and believe on the name of Jesus Christ, and worship the
Father in his name, and endure in faith on his name to the end, or
they cannot be saved in the kingdom of God. And we know that
justification through the grace of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ
is just and true; And we know also, that sanctification through the
grace of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ is just and true, to all
those who love and serve God with all their mights, minds, and
strength.”

The man paused. “But there is a possibility that man may
fall from grace and depart from the living God; Therefore let the
church take heed and pray always, lest they fall into temptation;
Yea, and even let those who are sanctified take heed
also.”

Saint and Stranger took their leave of the three men,
silently vowing that if tending to the wounded and the poor were a
portion of enduring to the end of their pilgrimage, then they would
never pass by a stranger without extending aid.

Farther along their path they came across a vast wooded
plain full of blackened and dry bones.

“The Plains of
Hesitation,” whispered Saint. “Those who stop
to rest are as if enchanted; they are in a haze and then a stupor
from which few if any ever recover.”

“I’ve not heard of this dreadful place,” said Stranger as
he moved to hurry faster through this part of the Strait and
Narrow.

“It’s here that too many pilgrims, having conquered so
much, and at the very dawn of their entrance into the King’s city,
sit down to rest.”’

Stranger thought of the Arbour of Inactivity on the slopes
of the Mount Difficulty and of those who slept there. “I fear many
never get up from that rest.”

“Ye see the bones of such.” And before long the two
cousins met one such pilgrim - he was sitting on a bench in a
secluded garden that ran next to the path. Dressed in a simple
robe, he was a hairy man, his red, wiry hair seemingly covering his
whole body. “Esau,”
whispered Stranger.

“I have heard of him but cannot place where,” Saint
whispered back, hoping the man did not hear them.

“I am he who sold his inheritance for a bowl of pottage,”
the hairy man on the bench spoke up. “I was hungry after a day of
hunting, and as I came near the camp I smelled my brother’s
cooking.” The man paused. “No one could cook like my brother. And,
being hungrier than I could ever remember, all I wanted was his
cooking.” The man paused again, this time longer. “It is a meal
that has soured in my mouth and stomach from that day forward, for
I traded my birthright for a moment's pleasure.”

“And what was that birthright?” asked Saint
softly.

“The right and authority, handed down from Father Adam, to
preside as a patriarch over my family.”

Saint and Stranger paused, not knowing what to say.
Finally the man Esau spoke, giving them sound advice: “He that
shall endure unto the end, the same shall be saved.” Saint and
Stranger embraced the man and wept with him and, taking a last look
at the blackened bones just outside the garden, promised the man
they would endure.

The two cousins continued on the Strait and Narrow, hoping
they would leave the awful scene behind them, but the trail of
bones continued along the path ahead as far as they could see. And,
living and working among the bones were many, many pilgrims who’d
sat down to rest and hadn’t got back up. Among them was a
young man, dressed in what once
might have been rich clothing. Beneath the clothing was his Whole
Armour of God, which, although still in good condition, had lost
much of its shine.

“Good Sir,” asked Stranger, “Pray tell me: to what country
have we come?”

The sad young man slowly looked up. “This is the land
where those who were not valiant are consigned to spend their
eternity.” He motioned about him at the others. “These are they who
are not valiant in the testimony of Jesus; honorable men of the
earth who were blinded by the craftiness of men.”

Natural curiosity made the cousins want to ask why the
young man was here, but they restrained themselves. The man,
however, volunteered the information, hoping it would be a warning
to those who’d not yet ended their pilgrimage: “I was a righteous
man from birth, having been taught by goodly parents. When the
Prince came into mortality I followed His words - until once when I
went to Him and asked: 'Good Master, what good thing shall I do,
that I may have eternal life?' And he said unto’ me. ‘If thou wilt
enter into life, keep the commandments.’ I said to Him: ‘Which
commandments?' The Prince replied, ‘Thou shalt do no murder, Thou
shalt not commit adultery, Thou shalt not steal, Thou shalt not
bear false witness, Honour thy father and thy mother: and, Thou
shalt love thy neighbour as thyself.’ I replied in turn, saying
that ‘All these things have I kept from my youth up: what lack I
yet?’ The Prince replied, ‘If thou wilt be perfect, go and sell
that thou hast, and give to the poor, and thou shalt have treasure
in heaven: and come and follow me.’”

“A call to the City of Unity!” exclaimed Stranger,
referring to that city in the Depths of Humility; “To live as one
with your neighbor; where there is no rich or poor!” The young man
nodded. Stranger was about to congratulate the young man when he
realized by the speaker’s countenance there was no happy ending to
this story.

The young man continued: “But when I heard that saying, I
went away sorrowful: for I and my family had great possessions.”
His voice trailed off, and the two cousins could tell the rest of
the story. “How hard is it for them that trust in riches to enter
into the kingdom of God,” whispered the young man, “It is easier
for a camel to go through the eye of a needle, than for a rich man
to enter into the kingdom of God, for a rich man trusteth in his
riches and not on the Lord.”

Saint looked at Stranger. “We have forsaken all, and
followed the path the Prince has layed out; what shall we have
therefore?”

The man in once-rich clothing looked them in the eye:
“Every one that hath forsaken houses, or brethren, or sisters, or
father, or mother, or wife, or children, or lands, for the sake of
the Lord’s name, shall receive an hundredfold, and shall inherit
everlasting life.”

“Indeed this is where the Pilgrim must endure to the very
end,” reasoned Stranger, Saint nodding. “We cannot say 'it is
finished' until we are in fact inside the gates of the Holy
City!”

until we are in factComing out of the woods wherein so
many Pilgrims had laid down and not got up again, Saint's and
Stranger's hearts pounded with anticipation as the brightness of
the city shined above them, like sun rays from behind dark, stormy
clouds; the light glowing from the city ringing the tops of the
trees with a bright, silver lining so bright it looked as if the
forest was ablaze - in fact, it appeared the very sun shined out
from behind the gold-tipped forest!

 

Finally they topped one final rise and stood within sight
of the first massive garden wall of the great
Celestial City; the
holy Zion of the great King,
the city’s golden spires and towers rising majestically above the
surrounding hills and trees, shining like heaven-bound flames of
light. But they discovered, somewhat to their disappointment, that
there was still a great plain between them and the city, the far
side of the plain bordered by a large river and the last, final
slope before the gates of the city.

Saint and Stranger were welcomed into the
Land of Beulah by many open
arms, and they were freely given food and a pavilion in which to
rest. In the evening they gathered around one of the many campfires
to join in song and dance and all manner of joyful noise – all in
praise of the King of the Great City.

This was a blessed land. Orchards and gardens were tended
for the welfare of the Pilgrims, who were free to take and eat what
they may. Pavilions proved them shelter and a place to rest.
Shining Ones from the Celestial City walked and talked with
Pilgrims as if with equals. It was indeed a joyous resting place
while waiting for the final summons to come from the Celestial
City.

In only a few days the two cousins were gently shaken
awake by a Shining One, who informed them that the Great King had
sent word for them – they were to come to the city gates without
delay. “Ye are summoned to the Feast of the Bridegroom!” the young
man announced joyfully.

Dressing hastily, Saint and Stranger approached the
Great River – only to discover
there was no bridge, no ferry, no means of crossing the river but
by Faith - and by acting upon that Faith.

“Father,” Saint whispered, “Into Thy hands I commend my
spirit.” And then in as much faith as fear they stepped into the
forbidding river.

Some fears, as so many of us humans know, are only
overcome by doing that very thing which causes such fear. And once
we've accomplished that task we are amazed we were ever afraid of
it. The Great King, of course, uses this fear to help build courage
in the humble pilgrim – or to prevent them from doing something
they ought not do until it is in fact time to do it. Such was the
crossing of the fearful river – the pilgrim only crosses one time
and one time alone, and so in His wisdom He has made it a fearful
thing in order to keep the pilgrim from crossing until their
obedience for Him finally causes them to do so.

As Saint and Stranger reached the far shore of the river,
a pair of strong arms caught each one of them and finished pulling
them from the river's deathly grasp. Looking up, they saw two
shining figures, smiling down and offering equally shining robes
for each of them, for in crossing the river they had all earthly,
mortal things torn from them, and they were now ready to wear the
shining robes of the Celestial City.

Only as they donned the offered robes did Saint and
Stranger realize who these two shining men were: “Experience!
Repentant!” they exclaimed as one, and if I were a writer endowed
with the Great King's own talent I would still doubt that I could
do justice to the tears of joy and rejoicing and the passionate,
brotherly embraces as the four cousins were once again
untied.

“You are both young again!” exclaimed Stranger as he
embraced the cousins who had died in the fires of Vanity; for
indeed they looked to be returned to the prime of their
manhood.

“And you are not?” challenged Repentant. Saint and
Stranger looked at their own bodies and realized they had left
behind in the river their tired old earthly bodies and were now
housed in bodies of their own respective bloom of manhood; bodies
of eternal nature and material; perfected and ready for the life to
which they would be exalted.

Arm in arm the two cousins who had preceded the other two
across the River led the other two up the steep path until they
finally reached the gates of the King's city. Indeed the city
itself rose mountain-like above the top of the mountains, being
exalted above the hills; and all nations flowed unto it. There were
many people around Saint and Stranger exclaiming to one another:
‘Come ye, and let us go up to the mountain of the Lord, and he will
teach us of his ways, and we will walk in his paths’; ‘Come ye, and
let us walk in the light of the Lord.’ Shaking with joy as the
dawn-like warmth filled them, the two cousins - Saint, he who’d
been made holy by his faith, his actions, the great love and grace
the unseen King had showered upon him, and Stranger-in-a-Strange
Land, who, when he was called to go out into a place which he
should after receive for an inheritance, obeyed; and he went out,
not knowing whither he went, by faith he sojourned towards the land
of promise, as in a strange country, dwelling in tabernacles; for
he looked for a city which hath foundations, whose builder and
maker is God’ - together took each other's arm and began their
final approach to the great city of their King.

 

As they approached closer and closer, more and more of the
towers and spires rose out of the mountain forest, the King’s
greatness shining like a rising sun from the city as they came
near, welcoming all out of the darkness of night and into the
dawning brightness.

But they hadn’t taken more than a few steps when they
stopped to minister to five young
women who sat dejectedly by the side of the
gates. “Good Sisters!” exclaimed Saint, “Why do you
weep?”

One of the young women spoke up: “Good Sir: until today
there were ten of us which took our lamps, and went forth to meet
the bridegroom. Five of us were wise, and five were foolish. We
that were foolish took our lamps but no oil with us. The wise took
oil in their vessels with their lamps. While the bridegroom
tarried, we all slumbered and slept. And at midnight there was a
cry made, 'The bridegroom cometh; go ye out to meet him!' Then all
ten of us arose, and trimmed our lamps. We foolish said to the
wise, 'Give us of your oil; for our lamps are gone out.' But the
wise answered, 'Not so; lest there be not enough for us and you:
but go ye rather to them that sell, and buy for yourselves.' And
while we went to buy, the bridegroom came; and they that were ready
went in with him to the marriage: and the door was shut. Afterward
we came also, saying, 'Lord, Lord, open to us. But he answered and
said, Verily I say unto you, I know you not.'”

Saint and Stranger looked upon the five foolish womens’
lamps, checking their oil. One was filled with the oil of
procrastination. Another with
the oil of stubbornness.
A third with the oil of
idleness. The fourth had the
oil of “Tradition!”
exclaimed Saint.

“And this one has the oil of
Hypocrisy,” said
Stranger.

Saint turned to the five young women. “Where did you buy
this oil?”

“From them!” and she pointed to a very large mass of
people who stood about the gates of the city, their two leaders
demanding entrance for their people; a demand that apparently was
not being recognized by those who opened the gates of the Celestial
City.

“Tradition and Hypocrite,” said Stranger as he recognized
the pair. “They who came over the wall instead of through the Good
Shepherd’s gate.”

“Neither did they remain on the Strait and Narrow,” added
Saint, “but forged their own way, thinking themselves wiser than
the commandments of the King.” He remembered their rejection by him
at the base of the Hill named Difficult.

Saint and Stranger turned back to the five young virgins.
“Tell me, Sisters,” asked Saint, “Was this the only oil you could
find?”

“Those who are wise have faithfully carried their oil from
the Mountains of Preparation,” said one of the women, “and they
carry a good oil with them. They’ve added to that oil by lifting
their lamp high, where it giveth light unto all that are in the
house; whereas we hid ours under a bushel where the King could not
see our light and replenish our oil. True is the command: ‘Let your
light so shine before men, that they may see your good works, and
glorify your Father which is in heaven’; for as one person’s light
guides others along the pilgrimage route, so does the King
replenish that person’s oil.” Saint and Stranger dug into their
packs to find their own oil containers, and found to their
amazement that the woman was right - any oil they’d used had been
replaced! And not only replaced, but purified and multiplied!
Having started out with the oil of
humility and
obedience, it had now become
the oil of Testimony
and Knowledge -
that which lit the path for not only the bearer but for all within
sight and sound to follow.

As they inspected their personal lamps, those lamps began
to glow brightly; far brighter than that of Hypocrite and
Tradition, whose lamps put out a foul, smelly odor as they burned
so dull that even before the two cousins’ lamps lit any observer
would be painfully aware that theirs was not a good
light.

“Go,” said the woman to whom they’d been speaking; “Go to
the door; perhaps it is not too late for you.” They turned to
approach the door, but she caught their elbows, and after a final
glance, she said: “Blessed are they which are called unto the
marriage supper of the Lamb.”

Led by their older cousins, Saint and Stranger approached
the gates, and as they opened for the pair, they stepped in to the
City of the King.










Chapter 17
The Feast of the Bridegroom


 

Bunyan's visions stop as
the Pilgrims enter through the gates of Heaven, but my dream
continued, leaning heavily on modern, Latter-day Saint revelation
and scripture. The procession at the beginning of the chapter,
however, comes from various Grail legends.

—————————

To Saint's and Stranger's
astonishment and joy, there were many people they knew waiting for
them within the great hall into which the gates had admitted them.
There were brothers and sisters and cousins and aunts and uncles -
most of whom they’d not seen for many years. Their parents were
there waiting for them - other relatives very quickly gave way as
Stranger found his parents
Joseph and
Martha, and Saint soon found
himself in the arms of James
and Phebe. Oh, the
joy that I saw as one by one the returning pilgrims were swept up
in the arms of those who were dear to them! Tears flowed
unashamedly from both men and women as family members and loved
ones were reunited, never again to be separated.

Of Saint's reunion with his beloved
Virtuous I shall not write as
it was too tender to ruin with something as inadequate as writing.
Of Stranger's reunion with his beloved I will be equally silent.
But if you have loved someone with all your heart and beyond the
use of mere words, you will understand what a joyous moment it
was.

A hush came across the chamber as another couple entered
the room. They walked purposefully towards Saint and Stranger who,
upon recognizing the couple, turned to them and knelt upon one
knee. “So,” spoke the man in a strong, even voice as he looked
first to Saint; “This is the young man who thought he’d enter these
gates and be hailed as a hero just because he’s my
grandson.”

Saint looked up with a start, his heart almost stopping,
as his father James intervened: “Papa; let’s not be too hard on
him…”

“Tell me, Grandson: What have ye done with my
name?”

Saint thought for a long minute before answering, but as
he did he stood straight and tall, bringing Stranger to his feet
with him: “We have been willing to bear one another's burdens, that
they may he light; we were willing to mourn with those that mourn
and comfort those that stand in need of comfort, and to stand as
witnesses of God at all times and in all things, and in all places.
We were willing to visit the fatherless and widows in their
affliction, and to keep ourselves unspotted from the world.” Saint
paused. “I have learned that we do not obtain this city by resting
on the laurels of our ancestors - we earn it through faith in the
Lord Jesus Christ, through the eternal grace and favor shown us by
our Heavenly Father, and by our obedience to the commands handed
down from the King through his Son.” With that, Grandfather
Christian and
Grandmother Christiana
embraced their final two grandchildren to obtain this city
and welcomed them to the Feast of the
Bridegroom. And as they did so, yet another
couple approached, and the assembled family parted to let them
pass.

“And,” said the man
Adam, the patriarch of all the
pilgrims, “What have ye done with my name?”

“I have followed the pilgrimage route first traveled by
you,” Saint said, addressing the First
Parents; “never looking to the left or the
right.” With this, the First Parents then embraced the
two.

And as they welcomed them, a voice was heard: “Prepare ye
the way of the Lord, prepare ye the supper of the Lamb, make ready
for the Bridegroom.” With that, everyone in the room found their
seats at the tables that lined the walls of the great room; facing
out so they could witness the procession beginning.

Only Saint and Stranger were left standing in the middle
of the room with their fathers standing next to them. As the two
stood wondering what to do, for they had not been invited to sit
and their fathers appeared to have no intention of finding a place
to sit just yet, doors opened on the far side of the great hall and
two Singing Ones walked in slowly side by side, each carrying a
single white candlestick and candle; the light from each candle
filling the room and the hearts of those gathered with heavenly
light. The audience was hushed as they entered, and Saint and
Stranger felt as if all eyes were on them as they moved to one
side, expecting something from them. But that feeling vanished as
Saint and Stranger fully realized whose procession this was - the
Bridegroom was approaching! They knelt in reverent awe as Saint
stole a glance at his father James, whose countenance clearly
indicated he could not speak but there was something Saint should
say.

“The candles,”
whispered Saint; “Do they not represent the two-fold atonement of
the Great Prince? Do they not signify that He suffered for our sins
at the hands of the Jailer Justice? And that He gave His life and
raised it back up, that we might follow Him into His Father’s
kingdom?” James smiled but gave no other indication Saint was
correct.

As the candle bearers took their places on either side of
the great throne on the dais at the head of the room, an equally
angelic young man entered carrying an empty
chalice. Suspicious a response was again
required, the two cousins agreed: “That which represents the giving
of His life blood to atone for our sins, transgressions, and
shortcomings,” Stranger whispered, speaking for both.

After the cup bearer was another young man, and he carried
in his arms a platter.
“That which represents the giving of His body, even His life, that
we might live,” whispered Saint.

Next in the procession was another Shining One who carried
a lance - a lance long
enough to pierce the side of one who hung on a cross. “That which
testified of His death,” the two cousins whispered together.
Another Shining One then entered, carrying a folded - and very
empty - burial shroud.
“That which testifies of His resurrection - of His victory over
Death and Hell.”

And as the last of the procession took their places on
either side of the dais at the head of the room, a great light
shined into the room from without; brighter than the noonday sun,
and they beheld a white horse; and he that sat upon him was
called Faithful
and True. His eyes
were as a flame of fire, and on his head were many crowns; and he
had a name written, and his name is called The
Word of God; and He said unto
them: 'I am he who spake in righteousness, mighty to save.’ And the
armies which were in heaven followed him upon white horses, clothed
in fine linen, white and clean. There were many in those armies
Saint and Stranger knew -
Evangelist, he who taught them
so many times along the path called Strait and Narrow;
Interpreter was there, as
was Watchful, he who
cared for the house called Beautiful; Prince
Michael and his
companion Mercy, the two
who’d aided them upon the Slopes of Transgression. The
Princes Raziel
and Zaphkiel were
also there; they who’d taught and tested them in the Depths of
Humility. all the other princes who’d come to their aide while
imprisoned in the cords of Vanity were there, as were
Gaius and
Doer and others who had helped
them throughout their pilgrimage. These mighty men stood their
horses in a double line, forming an honor guard to lead the two
cousins to the dais upon which sat The Word of
God, even the Great and
Good Shepherd.

With urging from their fathers, Saint and Stranger took
their first steps towards the Great Prince of the Celestial City.
The walk across the floor to where He sat seemed like hours and
days, but finally they reached the first steps to His throne, and
they fell down before him, weeping with joy for being admitted in
the Great Prince’s presence.

The Prince stood and stretched out His hand towards the
two. “Come, ye blessed of my Father,” said the Prince; “Inherit the
kingdom prepared for you from the foundation of the world: For I
was an hungred, and ye gave me meat: I was thirsty, and ye gave me
drink: I was a stranger, and ye took me in: Naked, and ye clothed
me: I was sick, and ye visited me: I was in prison, and ye came
unto me.”

Saint and Stranger trembled - they knew they had not once
met the Prince in such a condition. Had they? “Lord,” asked Saint
in a trembling voice, “when saw we thee an hungred, and fed thee?
or thirsty, and gave thee drink? When saw we thee a stranger, and
took thee in? or naked, and clothed thee? Or when saw we thee sick,
or in prison, and came unto thee?”

The Prince answered as He descended the steps to the two
kneeling figures. “Verily I say unto you, Inasmuch as ye have done
it unto one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto
me.” The Great Prince turned to the assembly and, stretching His
hands towards the two cousins, said: “Behold, the righteous, the
saints of the Holy One of
Israel, they who have believed in the Holy
One of Israel, they who have endured the crosses of the world, and
despised the shame of it, they shall inherit the kingdom of God,
which was prepared for them from the foundation of the world, and
their joy shall be full forever.”

The two wept as they kissed the Prince’s hands and bathed
His feet with their tears. And as they did so seats were brought
for them to sit, and then a cloth and basin was brought for the
Prince, who wrapped himself in a servant’s robe and knelt to begin
washing the feet of the cousins, rinsing away the remaining
evidence of their travels as well as welcoming them into His
Father’s kingdom.

“Great Prince!” whispered Stranger in respectful tones,
“Thou shalt never wash my feet!”

The Prince smiled as he answered: “If I wash thee not,
thou hast no part with me.”

At this Saint and Stranger burst into tears as they both
exclaimed: “Lord, not my feet only, but also my hands and my
head.”

The remainder of the Feast of the Bridegroom was lost to
my eyes. My closest and most trusted advisers believe that perhaps
it was a vision for which I was not yet ready. If this be true, I
fear I am still too much a natural man, for the Prince has said
that ‘the Spirit searcheth all things, yea, the deep things of God.
For what man knoweth the things of a man, save the spirit of man
which is in him? Even so the things of God knoweth no man, but the
Spirit of God. Now we have received, not the spirit of the world,
but the spirit which is of God; that we might know the things that
are freely given to us of God. Which things also we speak, not in
the words which man's wisdom teacheth, but which the Holy Ghost
teacheth; comparing spiritual things with spiritual. But the
natural man receiveth not the things of the Spirit of God: for they
are foolishness unto him: neither can he know them, because they
are spiritually discerned.’ But at the same time I take heart in
the truth He also taught, saying that ‘by my Spirit will I
enlighten them, and by my power will I make known unto them the
secrets of my will - yea, even those things which eye has not seen,
nor ear heard, nor yet entered into the heart of man.’ Believing
myself to not be so much a natural man as to have seen so much of
the pilgrim’s progress only to have my vision cut short at this
joyful hour, I take heart in the truth that ‘since the beginning of
the world men have not heard, nor perceived by the ear, neither
hath the eye seen, O God, beside thee, what he hath prepared for
him that waiteth for him’; ‘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.’

 

But just because I was denied further vision of the great
feast does not mean I cannot guess what happened next. Without
doubt, Saint and Stranger were ushered one by one into the presence
of the Great King, even their Heavenly Father, once their feet and
hands and faces were washed clean. One by one the books were
opened: and another book was opened, which is the book of life: and
they were judged out of those things which were written in the
books, according to their works.

We can well imagine that as Saint and Stranger both were
brought to stand before God, they were both nervous enough that
they ran through their entire life in their minds, and perhaps they
even experienced a bright recollection of all their guilt, though
doubtless it had all been repented of; otherwise they would not
have been ushered into His Presence. I’m sure the King called forth
witnesses - their parents, for example - to inquire as to whether
these two had been taught correct principles while their parents
still had responsibility over them. Their other teachers -
Interpreter and Watchful and Evangelist - were also called to
testify to what these two had been taught. I can then imagine that
the Fellow Shepherds and Watchmen who had been called to preside
over them at one time or another had been called forward to testify
to the actions of these two while within their stewardship.
Likewise, many of those who they’d been called to minister to came
forward, testifying as to their faithfulness in discharging those
responsibilities.

And, acting in His role as Mediator between God and
Mankind - even the great Mediator of all men through which we are
free to choose liberty and eternal life (hence the title ‘the
mediator of life’) - the Great Prince, the Word of God; the Good
Shepherd - undoubtedly stood at Saint’s and Stranger’s side. He
would have stepped in and counseled with His Father that His
atonement covered these two pilgrims; for their obedience and
faithfulness had so justified the claim. And as He did so the
Comforter - that third member of the Celestial Quorum - testified
along with the Prince, sealing the decision of worthiness in the
King’s eyes and bringing forth the sanctification of the two
pilgrims.

The joy these two pilgrims then felt I cannot imagine
while still in this mortal realm.

 

Breath would have hardly returned to Saint as he would
have found his beloved Virtuous kneeling with him before the Great
King. He heard Virtuous testify that he, Saint, had been a
righteous husband, and he heard himself testify that Virtuous had
indeed been a righteous wife.

“Have ye remembered,” began the Great King, “that All
thrones and dominions, principalities and powers, shall be revealed
and set forth upon all who have endured valiantly for the gospel of
Jesus Christ?”

“Yes, Sire,” Saint replied humbly, recalling the scene at
the House of the Interpreter in which pilgrims were kneeling before
the King and receiving a commission for their own kingdom requisite
upon their faithfulness.

“Tell me the terms of that commission,” the Great King
asked in a kind, Fatherly voice.

"'For whoso is faithful unto the obtaining these two
priesthoods of which I have spoken,’” recited Saint from memory;
for he’d memorized the terms from countless readings of the scroll
given him when he’d received the commission to be a Fellow
Shepherd, “And the magnifying their calling, are sanctified by the
Spirit unto the renewing of their bodies -

“They become the sons of Moses and of Aaron and the
seed of Abraham, and the church and kingdom, and the elect of
God.

And also all they who receive this priesthood receive me, saith the
Lord;

For he that receiveth my servants receiveth me;

And he that receiveth me receiveth my Father;

And he that receiveth my Father receiveth my Father's kingdom;
therefore all that my Father hath shall be given unto him.

And this is according to the oath and covenant which belongeth to
the priesthood.’”

The Great King embraced Saint and Virtuous even as chairs
were brought and the Prince invited them to sit next to Him and the
King. But Saint and Virtuous paused, not sure of taking such an
exalted step. The Prince smiled while urging them: “Did I not say -
‘To him that overcometh will I grant to sit with me in my throne,
even as I also overcame, and am set down with my Father in his
throne?' Did I not say that ‘he that overcometh all things shall
inheret all things?'” As the two sat next to the Prince, the King
went to a great, massive doorway. Looking as proud as any father
could ever look, he motioned at the door’s handle with great
ceremony (and with great affection), then stepped back and folded
His arms.

Saint looked at one of the doors and discovered it
contained not one but two keyholes. He smiled as he pulled from his
shirt the chain that held his key as well as the key he held in
trust for his beloved Virtuous.

“First, My Beloved,” whispered Virtuous, “Show me thy
key.”

Smiling with more love than Saint thought he could ever
feel, he presented his own key to his Beloved, it as shining and
clean as the day that the two keys and been joined. Hers, he had
already noted, was equally pure. He extended her key to her again,
their fingers lingering for a moment upon the other’s fingers
before inserting the keys and turning them. As soon as the locks
clicked, the King swung the doors open and was instantly framed by
the brightness of the existence beyond. Saint and Virtuous - as
well as the King, of course! - literally glowed in the light of
that divine inheritance, for as the Prince had taught: ‘Then shall
the righteous shine forth as the sun in the kingdom of their
Father.’

Although the view beyond the doors was not for my eyes, I
managed to glimpse a beautiful
tree, its branches laden with white fruit.
No; it wasn’t the tree which represented the Love of God which all
pilgrims encounter before being washed clean and entering in
through the Gatehouse of the Good Shepherd; that tree almost
withered and paled in comparison to the glorious scene now before
Saint and Virtuous - for this tree was of such glorious substance,
and its fruit so prized, that at one time the King had been forced
to place angelic guards about it - otherwise too many pilgrims
would have tried to partake of it, ending their pilgrimage far too
soon and long before they could adequately prepare for the glory
awaiting those who worthily eat from its heavy-laden boughs; thus
they would have ended their chances for further preparation and
perfection!

As the angelic guards, still in place after so many
centuries, parted to make room at the Tree of
Life, which is in the midst of the paradise
of God, for the reunited couple, the glory of the tree and its
fruit overwhelmed my senses and the vision was again lost - but not
before I managed to spy but a little part of the glorious estates
waiting for those who are true to their commissions. And what
glorious mansions! Words cannot express - as it is written, 'Eye
hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have entered into the heart
of man, the things which God hath prepared…’ But as one pilgrim has
so written; ‘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.’

Although the immortal glory of the King’s Celestial City
into which Saint and Virtuous were received was then hidden from my
poor, human eyes - for such eternal glory is not to be seen with
merely mortal faculties - the words of the King’s book speaks
plainly and joyously of their reward:

"This is the testimony of the gospel of Christ
concerning them who shall come forth in the resurrection of the
just -

"They are they who received the testimony of Jesus,
and believed on his name and were baptized after the manner of his
burial, being buried in the water in his name, and this according
to the commandment which he has given - That by keeping the
commandments they might be washed and cleansed from all their sins,
and receive the Holy Spirit by the laying on of the hands of him
who is ordained and sealed unto this power; And who overcome by
faith, and are sealed by the Holy Spirit of promise, which the
Father sheds forth upon all those who are just and
true…

‘They are they into whose hands the Father has given
all things -

‘They are they who are priests and kings, who have
received of his fulness, and of his glory; And are priests of the
Most High, after the order of Melchizedek, which was after the
order of Enoch, which was after the order of the Only Begotten Son.
Wherefore, as it is written, they are gods, even the sons of God -
Wherefore, all things are theirs, whether life or death, or things
present, or things to come, all are theirs and they are Christ's,
and Christ is God's. And they shall overcome all things. Wherefore,
let no man glory in man, but rather let him glory in God, who shall
subdue all enemies under his feet.

‘These shall dwell in the presence of God and his
Christ forever and ever.

‘These are they whom he shall bring with him, when he
shall come in the clouds of heaven to reign on the earth over his
people.

‘These are they who shall have part in the first
resurrection.

‘These are they who shall come forth in the
resurrection of the just.

‘These are they who are come unto Mount Zion, and unto
the city of the living God, the heavenly place, the holiest of
all.

‘These are they who have come to an innumerable
company of angels, to the general assembly and church of Enoch, and
of the Firstborn.

‘These are they whose names are written in heaven,
where God and Christ are the judge of all.

‘These are they who are just men made perfect through
Jesus the mediator of the new covenant, who wrought out this
perfect atonement through the shedding of his own
blood.

‘These are they whose bodies are celestial, whose
glory is that of the sun, even the glory of God, the highest of
all, whose glory the sun of the firmament is written of as being
typical…

‘And thus we saw the glory of the celestial, which
excels in all things - where God, even the Father, reigns upon his
throne forever and ever; Before whose throne all things bow in
humble reverence, and give him glory forever and ever. They who
dwell in his presence are the church of the Firstborn; and they see
as they are seen, and know as they are known, having received of
his fulness and of his grace; And he makes them equal in power, and
in might, and in dominion. And the glory of the celestial is one,
even as the glory of the sun is one…

‘…they shall pass by the angels, and the gods, which
are set there, to their exaltation and glory in all things, as hath
been sealed upon their heads, which glory shall be a fulness and a
continuation of the seeds forever and ever.

‘Then shall they be gods, because they have no end;
therefore shall they be from everlasting to everlasting, because
they continue; then shall they be above all, because all things are
subject unto them.

‘Then shall they be gods, because they have all power,
and the angels are subject unto them’, for are not the angels
‘ministering spirits, sent forth to minister for them who shall be
heirs of salvation?’










Chapter 18
Post-Script


There we have it - the story of Saint
and three of his cousins as I have seen them and the majority of
the dreams I witnessed while committing this story to writing.
‘What?’, you ask; ‘the majority?’ One of the joys - and
frustrations! - of writing (or teaching or speaking) is that the
writer always sees and learns more than they have time, pages, or
ability to covey!

I don’t think this vision will be the last of my writings
concerning the pilgrims - there were scenes of other pilgrims that
didn’t fit into this book I feel the reader needs to hear - like
the young woman named Virtuous with whom Saint fell in love with
and married - I’m reasonably sure she’s got a few good stories and
some very important lessons learned that today’s readers need to
know!

So, as soon as this book has found a friendly home, I plan
to finish a few easy-reading books I’ve begun and never finished
(Milton’s PARADISE LOST and Dante’s DIVINE COMEDY come to mind),
and then I hope to begin a collection of short stories about
various other pilgrims whose experiences I’ve shared.

See you along the Strait and Narrow!
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Visitor's Guide to Vanity
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The writing in regular print is the actual theme
park guidebook given to me by someone who escaped the park with
their Virtue and Morality intact.

Writing in italics are
notes found written in the borders of that guidebook by a Pilgrim
who escaped the park.


____________________

Welcome through
the Wide Gate and into the Broad Way!

Welcome to the Broad Way, the main entrance to the
Park of Parks – Pryde Park; the only theme park especially designed
to make you feel so good that it reinforces what you
already know - you
are better than others.

The Broad Way is the great boulevard wide enough to admit
anyone of any moral condition and temperament into the park and on
to its very heart. Lining the Way are all sorts of shops and
restaurants designed specifically to tantalize and tease the vain,
human senses. But don't please yourself too much just yet as the
Broad Way is just the entrance to everything you've dreamed of
seeing, feeling, and experiencing.

Don't want to walk? There are many modes of transportation
designed to make the guest look even better and more important than
they already are! From lounges carried by strong, half-naked slaves
to the latest in sleek sports cars, if you desire it to make your
way along the Way, we have it.

The only thing we ask is that you check your Virtue and
Morality in at the Cleanliness
Kennel, located to the right of the Wide
Gate, and enter the park ready to express yourself just as carnally
as you can as you come through our gates.

“Narrow is the way that
leads to life, and few there be that find it; but wide is the gate,
and broad the way which leads to death, and many there be that
travel therein, until the night cometh… ”

__________________

The
Acropolis

The great centerpiece of the theme park rises at the end
of the Broad Way, presiding over all forms of Vain Expression as
presented in the park. The Acropolis is the place where park
visitors come to pay homage to Vanity and all its attendant gods
and goddesses – the gods of Pride and of Wealth; the gods of style,
fad, and fashion; the gods of Possessions, of Food and Drink …
of Pleasures and Enticement … of Power and of Pain … And
of course, the gods of self-adoration.

Why worship a god you've never meant when you can worship
one you've given birth to and nurtured in your heart these many
years? If you don't already have a self-made god or goddess, our
hosts and hostesses will be on hand to assist you, ensuring that
your visit to the park is as enticing and fulfilling as your vanity
demands.

“For though there be
that are called gods, whether in heaven or in earth, (as there be
gods many, and lords many,) But to us there is but one God, the
Father, of whom are all things, and we in him; and one Lord Jesus
Christ, by whom are all things, and we by
him.”

From the top of the Acropolis, guests can look out in all
directions and choose the form of Vanity they wish most to pursue
and celebrate.

Among the many other attractions are the
following:

___________________

“God Loves Me”
Bungee Fall

Hanging from one of the highest cliffs of the Acropolis,
guests line up en-masse to prove that God loves them too much to
let them get hurt, no matter how foolish they act or how often they
disregard His instructions. After all, if He were truly a God of
Love, He wouldn't want any of us to get hurt.

… and then they turn around
and curse and blame God when the elastic cords are just a little
too worn or the rivets in the platform are just a little too loose…
Somehow it's God's fault they lacked the common sense they were
born with…

___________________

Apostasy Roller
Coaster

Actually built as one giant loop, this classic ride
reminds the guest of how the King, however mistakenly, teaches that
Humility lifts them up (the climb) but Pride pulls them down (the
pulse-racing, spine-tingling drop).

Guests load into the coaster's cars at the half-way point
(ground level) and are lifted up before plunging wildly back down
past ground level and deep into the darkness of the earth before
the track turns back up to the ground-level loading
dock.

What they don't tell you is
that your hands are stamped for each plunge one makes with an ink
the ride's electronic sensors can detect… once the sensors reads
enough stamps on just one rider's hand, the track switches as the
car plunges down into the dark and the car just keeps on plunging…
no matter that a carload of innocent others might be on the ride;
the innocent always get hurt along with the guilty.

___________________

Casualness
Causeway

Why does life have to have any formal moments in it? Take
a stroll down Casualness Causeway and discover life without formal
courtesies.

Why present yourself to the King of the Celestial City in
your best clothes on the Sabbath - is He really worth the time and
effort? With just a few steps along the Causeway you'll be able to
think of Him not as the Great Eternal King but as the Nice Old
Grandfather who lives next door.

… and eventually your mind
will evict Him from the house next-door and relocate Him to the
broken-down old cottage out by the village dump.

Speak with courteous language and voice to your neighbor -
Why? Respect Womanhood or Manhood? They're just humans. Respect
yourself as something more than just an organism? That would mean
acting as if you're more than you really are!

“When I consider thy
heavens, the work of thy fingers, the moon and the stars, which
thou hast ordained; What is man, that thou art mindful of him? And
the son of man, that thou visitest him? For thou hast made him a
little lower than the gods, and hast crowned him with glory and
honour. Thou madest him to have dominion over the works of thy
hands; thou hast put all things under his feet…
”

And all those fussy commandments? As long as you're
keeping seven or eight of the ten main ones you no longer have
anything to be ashamed of!

Yeah, and 'commandments'
slowly become 'suggestions' while God quickly becomes an evil,
controlling taskmaster instead of a Great Eternal King and very
Heavenly Father. As soon as the 'guests' stop thinking of the King
as someone to respect, they start to think of themselves as merely
animals and then start acting like it.

When I make it to the
Celestial City, I will be dressed - in clothes, manners, and
actions - to show Him what I think of the Great Eternal King. I
will honor Manhood and Womanhood as something established by God,
and I will let my neighbors know by how I talk and act that they
too are Children of God!

___________________

Fence Sitter's
Tournament

At the end of the Casualness Causeway is the Fence
Sitter's Tournament - those who do their best to not make a
decision must now do their best to balance on the Indecision Fence
that divides the tournament ground while a full tournament rages
around, above, and between them, trying to force them make a
decision. (“… choose you this day whom ye will
serve… ”) But even the best fence sitter only has
a certain amount of time before the geysers beneath the fence let
off their steam.

“I know thy works, that thou
art neither cold nor hot: I would thou wert cold or hot. So then
because thou art lukewarm, and neither cold nor hot, I will spue
thee out of my mouth.” Life is all about choices… if we don't
choose then we forfeit the reason we are here and stop
living.

___________________

Embracement
Theater

First we Abhor, then we
Endure, and then we Embrace.

Guests enter the theater, where the first several shows
are just as innocent as anyone's sensibilities would allow. But as
further shows are staged or movies shown, little items are thrown
in to first shock and then tantalize the viewers.

Though some find material objectionable, they eventually
come to see it's all for fun - and merely represents 'real
life' … and ever so slowly they come to accept what was once
objectionable material. Before the end of the final show the
audience is ready to enter the next hall…

___________________

Shameless Exhibitionist
Hall

Attached to Embracement Theater and visited by those who
have just left it, Shameless Exhibitionist Hall is the place where
park guests to go in order to act out what they experienced in the
theater plus whatever more they feel moved to exhibit. It is a
place for them to "be a star".

___________________

'Revolves Around Me'
Party Room

So many guest believe they are the center of attention and
that the world does revolve
around them that this special party room was finally constructed
for groups to reserve for any occasion. Once they are ushered into
this beautifully-furnished, perfectly round room, the unseen
operators wait until the first guest has made themself the Center
of Attention by taking to the small dais in the very center of the
room - when this happens the levers are pulled and the room begins
to spin, eventually pinning all other party guests against the
walls as the whole party literally revolves around the One who has
become the Center of Attention.

… and that 'One' on the dais
better not move when the floor drops down like in all spinning room
rides, because if they step off that dais they'll be in a world of
hurt! Do they see their friends trying to approach them? What they
see is all their friends vomiting.

___________________

Social Status Raceway
and Obstacle Course

Guests who are up to the challenge spend their lives
trying to keep up the Jones family, the reigning champions. They
spend their time racing to be the first to have everything
important and dodging a maze of obstacles to gather in the most of
whatever is popular at the moment… . and just as they think they're
winning, the Jones family moves away, a new Jones family moves in,
and the race starts all over again.

___________________

Appearance
Lane

Built along the Social Status Raceway, it doesn't really
matter what's inside on Appearance Lane - make the house assigned
to you (as well as your life)
the best-appearing one on the street; let the insides be as shallow
and rotted as you can as long as the outside (of
both you and the house) are the best looking and
most impressive. Regular rewards are given to guests who sacrifice
their morals and beliefs for the sake of fashion and
appearance.

___________________

Hormone
Haven

Join in either the Macho
Madhouse (home of the
Testosterone Tournament) or
the Feminine Frenzy and
see how many other men or women you can out-man or out-woman. Make
yourself taller, stronger, harder, curvier … be the best auto
mechanic-home repair-cowboy-football player… be the only one who
can cook dinner, scrapbook, and throw a birthday party all at the
same time – while maintaining a nineteen-year-old figure and
rock-hard abs.

Hey, we all look and act the
same in the nursing home, don't we? What makes us real men or women
isn't what we do for ourselves but what we do for others. “Blessed
are the gentle, for they shall inherent the earth … Blessed
are the humble, for their's is the kingdom of God.”

___________________

Gross-Out Grocer and
Gourmet

Guests to Vanity, its fair, and this theme park are very
aware that the stranger the food one eats in public
(and only in public!) the more
sophisticated you are seen to be by those around you.

… even if it's a poisonous
fish that, if not prepared with exact perfection, will kill you
within 30-minutes of eating it. At least you die admired by one and
all for your cultural awareness and sense of
tradition.

___________________

Vanity Fashion
Bizarre

Why look like everyone else when everyone else ought to be
looking like you? Here in a maze of design, shopping, and mindless
imitation booths, guests learn what it takes to become a trend
setter as well as how to balance individuality with the need to
look like everyone else - hopefully by setting such unusual trends
that they are the one imitated and not the one doing the
imitating.

Isaiah 3:16-26, especially
verses 24 & 25!

___________________

Casino
'Dare-You'

How many ways can others dare you to do stupid things
before you tell them 'no'? How much harm will you endure until
'enough is enough'?

The world-infamous "IF" Contest that originated in the
days that the King's Son passed through ("If thou
be the Son of God… ") is still enthusiastically
played on a daily basis (“If you were a 'real man'
/ 'real woman'… ”) to the entertainment of many
and the embarrassment of others, many of which come from Hormone
Haven specifically for the “IF” competition.

Guests can enter the casino – or even watch on video
screens – from many other places in the park, including Hormone
Haven & Testosterone Tournament, Appearance Lane, Gross-Out
Grocer and Gourmet, and Laughter Lounge.

___________________

Philosophical
Merry-Go-Round

Philosophers and other deep thinkers bring their own
steeds to ride on this carousel, made from their diplomas, research
grants, and the many acolytes of Others they have won over the
years, and they then try their best to anchor them to the bolts
designed to anchor the Word of God before the music starts, because
once the music starts and the platform is turning, any steeds not
anchored are eventually thrown from the whirling platform,
sprawling the Learned and their philosophies across the courtyard
and into the “That's a Croc”
Moat, leaving them insulted and angry that
God is ignorant enough to disagree with them.

The truly wise seek to
discover God's truths so that when they come to ride their creation
fits the waiting, safe anchorage. “O the vainness, and the
frailties, and the foolishness of men! When they are learned they
think they are wise, and they hearken not unto the counsel of God,
for they set it aside, supposing they know of themselves,
wherefore, their wisdom is foolishness and it profiteth them not.
And they shall perish. But to be learned is good if they hearken
unto the counsels of God.”

___________________

Hypocrite
Wheel

To ride the Hypocrite Wheel, guests line up along the
shores of Lying Lagoon.
There are plenty of mirrors to help them make sure they are dressed
their best and have applied just as much cosmetic assistance as it
takes to hide Sin's blemishes.

As this ferris wheel lifts one's gondola above the lagoon,
one's image will be celebrated by all who see you soaring in the
sky.

… and as you start down the
back side of the wheel you realize that Lying Lagoon is also
the Hidden Sins
Sewer, and after the wheel drags you
through that mess there aren't enough cosmetics in the park to hide
who and what you really are, and all the public acclaim at the top
of the wheel turns to shame that will last for
years.

___________________

Persecution
Plateau

A centerpiece to the park, rivaled only by the Acropolis,
Persecution Plateau shows visitors how many little, easy steps can
bring a person's life to such a grand climax. The eager guest
travels to the top of the plateau by visiting several areas in
turn:

- Laughter Lounge
- Here guests are encouraged to laugh at, make fun of, and
openly ridicule those they perceive to be their inferiors - just
for the fun of it and to make themselves look better in their own
eyes and in the eyes of those who think they're so very
smart.

- Storytelling Street
(on which one can also ride the Gossip
Guideway) - a move up from merely laughing,
now it's time to create and repeat false stories to make one's
innocent victims look even more foolish and make one's self look
even better for being so smart as to know such things. If these
stories are repeated enough times everyone will believe them -
including the creator!

- Bully Boulevard
- Steal their lunch money or burn their shop down; it's all
the same as long as it makes the guests feel superior to their
victims.

Nature lovers will notice that instead of asphalt the
streets of Bully Boulevard are covered with a thick, green blanket
of Gang Turf – tough as
nails as it slowly overpowers the neighborhood, taking over
everything in its path as it slowly tears it all down.

- Power Palace and Terrorism
Terrace - Now that the victims are finally
subjected, the real power over them begins! Guests learn how to use
society's peer pressure and even legal means to pass laws to limit
their freedom and to subject them to your every whim. And if that
doesn't work, terror is a magnificent back-up!

Finally the guests reach the top of the plateau, where
they can take sides and participate in any number of
Inquisitions,
Crusades,
Pogroms, and finally
Genocide.

___________________

Tunnel of Love &
Lust

This highly-computerized ride senses the guests' moods,
heart rates, and temperatures so it can constantly switch their
vehicle between the dual tracks of Love and Lust with the single
intent of discovering just how far they can go. Guests can bring
their own partner or one will be happily supplied. Eventually the
two tracks do split off in different directions, so the guest's
mind must be made up before the 'fork in the road'.

Yeah - quite a fork in the
road. One track ends up soaring out of the top of the mountain,
spreading its wings, as the passengers soar with the eagles in
heavenly love and charity. (This earns the guest an instant
expulsion from the park, by the way.) The other track becomes a
killer runaway mine car as it plunges into very dark territory and
only comes to a stop at the Social
Malady Clinic and Birth Center as
well as the Loss of Divinity
Counseling Center. Time spent in
these places seriously takes away from the visitor's time to
“enjoy” the many other attractions of the park.

___________________

Natural Man Jungle
Village

Come experience human nature in its most natural
condition. Live however your nature tells you with no thought of
social responsibility or of bettering yourself.

… and enjoy living with
man-eating snakes, carnivorous cats, poisonous plants and insects…
disease and sickness… tribal warfare and slavery… starvation of
body, mind, and soul… an entire jungle living according to its
natural tendencies.

"For the natural man [and
woman!] is an enemy to God, and has been from the fall of Adam, and
will be, forever and ever, unless he yields to the enticings of the
Holy Spirit, and putteth off the natural man and becometh a saint
through the atonement of Christ the Lord, and becometh as a child,
submissive, meek, humble, patient, full of love, willing to submit
to all things which the Lord seeth fit to inflict upon him, even as
a child doth submit to his father."

___________________

'Could Have Been'
Haunting House

In the spirit of Inclusion and Tolerance, park management
has leased a small plot of land in remote area of the park to the
Great King of the Celestial City, where He has constructed a
pavilion, the exhibit of which literally haunts the minds and
hearts of those foolish enough to visit.

Located just out of reach of the Natural Man Jungle
Village, the strains of a hymn expressing the Divine Child in each
of us can be heard as guests enter a Hall of
Mirrors, where, by some trick not yet
explained, the King allows each guest who peers into the mirrors to
see that spark of Divinity, however small, still left in them. They
are then escorted into the Founder's
Room, where they see a replay of the founding
and establishment of the Strait and Narrow Path as well as the
pilgrimages of our First Parents.

In the 'Could Have Been'
Room, guests are shown what they could now be
if only they'd have not tarried at too long at Vanity Fair but had
held faithful to their commission and to the Strait and
Narrow.

Finally, they are ushered into a bright, elegant
'Could Still Happen' Room at
the top of the pavilion where they are given a barest of glimpses
of the glory, joy, and rest from worldly cares and temptations
waiting for them in the Celestial City.

Guests who elect to continue enjoying their natural, vain
natures are able to return to the park. (It really isn't a
difficult choice, considering all the carnal, sensual joys still
waiting for them to discover right here in the Park of Parks.)
Those, however and for whatever reason, who elect to return to the
Strait and Narrow are able to use an exit from the Pavilion, where
they are cleansed from what they refer to as 'Sins' and are set
back on the Strait and Narrow Path with all its hardships,
troubles, and toils.

“Wherefore, men [and
women!] are free according to the flesh; and all things are given
them which are expedient unto man. And they are free to choose
liberty and eternal life, through the great Mediator of all men, or
to choose captivity and death, according to the captivity and power
of the devil..”

Floating gently above the King's pavilion is a host of
Shining Ones [Bunyan's term for angels] who sound their
trumpets each time a guest elects to accept a recommission and
strives to rejoin their fellow Pilgrims along the King's Path.
Management of the park apologizes for their noise and hopes that it
does not disturb your time of celebrating the delightfully devilish
nature inside each one of us.

“THERE is therefore now no
condemnation to them which are in Christ Jesus, who walk not after
the flesh, but after the Spirit. For the law of the Spirit of life
in Christ Jesus hath made me free from the law of sin and death.
For what the law could not do, in that it was weak through the
flesh, God sending his own Son in the likeness of sinful flesh, and
for sin, condemned sin in the flesh: That the righteousness of the
law might be fulfilled in us, who walk not after the flesh, but
after the Spirit. For they that are after the flesh do mind the
things of the flesh; but they that are after the Spirit the things
of the Spirit. For to be carnally minded is death; but to be
spiritually minded is life and peace.”

___________________



POST-SCRIPT: New Attractions Since this Guidebook was
Written

Okay – now it's your turn … What other attractions do
you think are in this 'Park of Parks'… ? If you can think of, let
me know and I will write them up.

Here's some new attractions:

— Directly below the
'God Loves Me'
Bungee Fall …
the Thin Ice Skating
Rink … where guests can ignore warnings
from those who know better and continue to tempt fate to their
hearts content, only to have reality finally hit them like …
well, like cold water in the face.

— Just outside the 'Revolves Around
Me' Party Room is the
'MY WAY' Bumper Cars …
with bumpers all the way around you, you feel fearless and
invulnerable as you go wherever you want and do whatever you want
no matter who's in your way or who you're going to hurt. Oh, I
forgot – people who pilot these self-centered machines believe that
they don't hurt anyone by doing whatever they want… But, after
enough bang-ups and crashes with all the others who're determined
to express their own equally self-centered freedom and all the
corresponding visits to the attached
Crash-Course Chiropractic
Center, you do begin to realize that your
absolute freedom ends pretty much at the end of your fingertips as
you discover there is greater freedom – and a much smoother ride
through life - when attending to all the associated
Responsibilities attached to Freedom.
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John Bunyan gave few physical descriptions of the book's characters
so the reader could fit the characters to their situation and
understanding. I am attempting to follow his example – even making
it as gender-neutral as possible because both genders are
equally-capable of committing each and every sin, and I wanted the
reader to be able to freely picture this situation and to liken the
situation to themselves. Also, Bunyan finished each adventure with
the Pilgrim singing about it, so I did the same.


_____________________






ANNOUNCER: “Spanning the realm of sports
from the finest Fair along the Strait and Narrow Path, here are
sports reporters Vick Tory with all the Thrills and his co-anchor
Dee Feat with all the Agony.”

VICK: Welcome to 'Wide Realm of Sports'. I'm Vick
Tory…

DEE: And I'm Dee Feat.

VICK: Welcome to a very special edition of the program –
the Seven-Thousandth anniversary of not only the city of Vanity and
its Fair, but of the Wide Realm of Sports as well.

DEE: And can you believe it? We've been here to bring it
all to you right from the beginning.

VICK: Seven-thousand years, and yet the games are still as
fresh and unpredictable as when the Fair was first established.
Dee, why don't you give us the history you've been working
on?

DEE: I sure will, Vick. (She turns to the
camera.) It was just seven thousand years ago
that the King of Celestial City and his Prince established the
Strait and Narrow Path, the road used by those Pilgrims who decide
to forsake all the joys and pleasures of the flesh and journey for
the Celestial City…

VICK: Now, Dee – let's not sound too
judgmental.

DEE: Just reporting it as it is, Vick. At any rate, the
Lords Beelzebub, Apollyon, and Legion and their companions realized
that right here - the modest, unassuming town of Vanity - was the
perfect place to establish what has now become the most famous and
celebrated Fair in the world. Located as it is just before the
Pilgrim enters the Delectable Mountains in Emmanuel's Land, this is
literally their last chance to obtain, as one historian reported,
“houses, lands, trades, places, honors, preferments, titles,
countries, kingdoms, lusts, pleasures; and delights of all sorts:
harlots, wives, husbands, children, masters, servants, lives,
blood, bodies, souls, silver, gold, pearls, precious stones, and
what not.”

VICK: And don't the early records say that some of the
early sports, before all these incredible arenas were built,
included “jugglings, cheats, games, plays, fools, apes, knaves, and
rogues… thefts, murders, adulteries, false-swearers, and that of a
blood-red color.”

DEE: You've been doing your homework as well?

VICK: Hey, we've been here from the beginning,
right?”

DEE: At any rate, it didn't take long for the Lord of the
Fair, Beelzebub, to realize there was a profit even in attracting
spectators, and that was the birth of the first of several of the
arenas that make up the Vanity Fair Sports Complex.

VICK: But even more than providing such wonderful
entertainment, the real impact of the Vanity Fair Sports Complex is
the realization it gives that 'No Sin Goes Unnoticed.' There is
always some one to cheer the Sinner on.

So, let's do a fly-over of the first arena along our
flight path. (The camera follows the pair as they
board a waiting helicopter and lift off.)

____________________






DENIAL
DOME






VICK: The first playing field has always been the Denial
Dome.

DEE: And what a great and spacious place this is! If all
that's needed is to make the Pilgrim ashamed or convince them their
pilgrimage is too hard or they're not good enough – well, job
done.

VICK: True, but it sure cuts down on the number of
contestants for the remaining games. Now, if I remember right, the
Denial games were some of the first established, weren't
they?

DEE: Yes – just as soon as the King of the Celestial City
and His Prince established the Strait and Narrow Path, our Lord
Beelzebub built the first of his palaces right where the Shepherd's
Gate stands, admitting hopeful Pilgrims on to the Path. As the Good
Shepherd admitted them through the gate, the multitudes in the
great and spacious palace would laugh and jeer at them for their
innocence and simplicity. Many new Pilgrims would be too
embarrassed to continue and just fade away into the darkness and
into the surrounding territory.

VICK: True, but others would try to climb over the wall to
join the crowds in the palace…

DEE: Only to be eaten by the dogs waiting for them on
Beelzebub's side of the Wall of Salvation.

VICK: That's when he got the idea for this dome – a
welcoming place for anyone suspected of entering the town and Fair
of Vanity from the Strait, Narrow Way were forced…

DEE: We don't 'force', Vick…

VICK: Sorry – they were convinced to enter Vanity and
Vanity Fair through this dome, where any of the local citizens
could freely examine them and discover if they were faithful
Pilgrims or not. Many, (he points
off-camera) like that group right over there,
would change their pilgrimage clothes - the robes the Shining Ones
had given them as well as the Whole Armor of their King – for
clothing more like what we wear here; all in hopes of traveling
through the fair without detection.

DEE: Yes; I see that group. What they don't understand is
that after just a short time dressed in Vanity Clothes they begin
to take on the habits and manners of what they're wearing, and then
they are ours without a single competition in one of these
stadiums.

VICK: That's right – the disguise slowly becomes the
lifestyle.

DEE: On your left, Vick - a Pilgrim's been
unmasked.

VICK: Yes, but he's denying he knows anything. Is the
timer going? Three denials before the cock crows is the goal.
Listen to the crowd get into this! (The entire
stadium is shouting 'One!', 'Two!', 'Three!' as a Pilgrim denies
knowing the Prince of the Celestial City.)

DEE: And there goes the crowing. That's all well and good,
but you and I both know that those kind more often than not repent
and turn out to be some of the greatest Pilgrims. It's all a
momentary treat but doesn't really have any lasting sport to
it.

But on your right – a group of Pilgrims is being convinced
they're not brave or smart enough to make the rest of their
pilgrimage. Is that Discouragement and Defeat working the
crowd?

VICK: Yes it is, and I love the tears those two can turn
on upon command; a nice touch – has half the stadium on their feet
cheering.

(The camera pans the dome's seating, where half the
spectators are on their feet cheering and doing The
Wave.)

DEE: What's this? Someone in the middle of the group is
shouting back; armor shining…

UNNAMED PILGRIM: “I am not ashamed of the gospel of
Christ: for it is the power of God unto salvation to every one that
believeth… ”

ANOTHER PILGRIM: (standing beside the
first) “I will go and do the things which the
Lord hath commanded, for I know that the Lord giveth no
commandments unto the children of men, save he shall prepare a way
for them that they may accomplish the thing which he commandeth
them.”

ANOTHER: (shouting) “I
can do all things through Christ which strengtheneth
me.”

YET ANOTHER: “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.”

ONE FINAL PILGRIM: “I know in whom I have
trusted.”

VICK: Well, it looks like we've some candidates for the
rest of the sports complex!

DEE: Yes, we do, Vick. Let's get going on to the next
building, which is -

____________________






CHRISTIAN
COLISEUM






DEE: Christian Coliseum. Remember the Lion Fests? Biting;
tearing; ripping; chomping; blood everywhere…

VICK: Those were remarkable games, weren't they, Dee?
Plenty of Agony for that appetite of yours!

DEE: But you have to admit: once Pilgrims decided it was
an honor to die on the game floor it lost a lot of its
appeal.

VICK: True, Dee, which is why the Lord of the Fair decided
to bring in an away-team from Pagan Park; a move that literally
changed the face of the games in the coliseum.

DEE: How true! Once Team Nicene came in and stirred up the
Christian Front the real games began. Who would have thought the
Christian Front would so divide and turn on itself?

VICK: Well, you know, even the Pilgrims agree that it only
takes one person to make a difference in the world – even if that
difference is negative. Throw in one Pagan team captain to sow
contention, and nine-tenths of his job is done – he can just sit
back and watch as the Christian team divides and begins to fight
among itself.

VICK: Even among the eastern and western divisions the
infighting has been absolutely incredible…

DEE: Yes; the Reformation – what a time for sports here in
Vanity. And we certainly can't overlook the Inquisition and the
Crusades that preceded it. Not to mention Conquistadors and their
priests and the forced conversion of entire nations and
peoples.

VICK: (laughing) We
enjoyed each in their day and time, didn't we? Yet I think what
they do now is far more interesting.

DEE: You mean the 'Select Exclusion Maneuver'?

VICK: That's right – psychological warfare. The various
teams in the stadium start banding together in the guise of youth
programs and interfaith councils, then with pretended compassion
and sorrow tell the other teams they can't join because they're not
the right kind of Pilgrims; they don't believe all the right things
and pray the right way to be a valued member. And then they feign
love for their shunned neighbors by praying that they'll see the
light while they continue to push them farther and farther
away.

DEE: Sounds like someone's learned from of the maneuvers
used in the Peer Pressure Palace.

VICK: Exactly! We'll see the very same tactic in use there
later in the program.

DEE: Is there any question, Vick, as to why the Prince of
the Celestial City eventually abandons Pilgrims who stay too long
in this coliseum? They don't have an ounce of His teachings left in
them.

VICK: True, which is why humble Pilgrims eventually turn
their backs on the coliseum and try to get back on the Strait and
Narrow.

DEE: And right into some of the other playing
fields.


______________________






PAGAN
PARK






DEE: Pagan Park. And what a sport they hold there. The
humble Pilgrim wanders in and they are hit with every influence of
the place to incorporate pagan customs and celebrations into their
pilgrimage.

VICK: And it's been going on from the very time that the
Prince of the Celestial City layed out His path.

DEE: You know – at first it was the usual 'convert or die'
tactics for any Pilgrim that came through here, and they forced
them to remain in the park by sword and rape - many of the Pagan
teams still use forced conversion and still enforce it this
way.

VICK: True, but the real games began when some of the
Pagan teams changed tactics and started infiltrating the Pilgrims
teams with ways to make their religion look more appealing to
everyone and to entice more Pagans to become Pilgrims, and over
time those paganistic influences and customs actually took over and
practically became doctrine…

VICK: You mean the “wicked traditions of the
fathers?”

DEE: Yes, I do, Vick.

VICK: (lewdly) Speaking
of pagan influence, did I ever tell you where the Christmas tree
came from?

DEE: (sighs) Germanic
symbol of male fertility – yes, Vick; every time one of your
mistresses are on vacation you remind me. Actually, I was referring
back to when we first reported on how Team Nicene was able to
mingle Greek philosophy with the teachings in the King's Book and
come up with something so confusing that the Pilgrims are still
fighting over it after all these centuries.

VICK: Right you are. They even reassigned the dates of the
Prince's birth and alleged resurrection to pagan holy - that is to
say, fertility - holidays. And
through the centuries, the Pagan home team has managed to make the
incorporated symbols and practices more important than the event
actually being celebrated.

DEE: Yes – what good is Christmas if you don't win the
award for the best-decorated house?

VICK: Or if you don't host the best party?

VICK and DEE: Or give – and receive – the best
gift?

VICK: Well, let's not forget how many of today's Pilgrims
are incorporating 'new age' and 'mystic' practices – it still goes
on!

DEE: Vick, there's nothing new about herbal
medicine…

VICK: Who's talking herbs? Everyone's used those for
centuries – the King even directed it. But it's only been recently
that Pilgrims are trying out things such as astrology and fortune
tellers and spiritual guide animals and
(snickering) healing rocks and pyramid
meditation and other such things that were considered opposite to
the faith and reliance they're supposed be showing towards the
great King. I mean – the alleged Holy Spirit is being substituted
by animal spirit guides and pyramid meditation… ?

DEE: I think the pilgrimage book talks about “a form of
godliness, but denying the power thereof”.

VICK: So what Pagan Park has actually accomplished is
exactly what Pilgrims go on their pilgrimage to avoid: it gets them
to adopt worldly manners while seeking worldly honors and
glories.

DEE: And the agony of their defeat is the thrill of our
victory, is it not?

VICK (smiling): That's
what packs the seats of this park, Dee.

DEE: It certainly does.


_______________________






TEMPTATION
TOURNAMENT






VICK: Here we are now at Temptation Tournament, and the
stands are certainly full for today's tourney!

DEE: Yes, they are – and so are the starting
posts.

VICK: I don't think I've ever seen so many Pilgrims
forced…

DEE: We don't 'force' them, Vick; remember? We had a class
on this subject.

VICK: Sorry. I've never seen so many Pilgrims 'voluntarily
choosing' this event over other things that could happen to them in
Vanity Fair.

For those of you who are new to Vanity Fair Sports, there
are seven balance beams in the Temptation Tournament, one or more
of which the Pilgrim must traverse: Pride, Envy, Wrath, Sloth,
Avarice, Gluttony, Lust. Anyone lured off any one of the beams by
what the Great King and His Prince traditionally refer to as 'Sins'
are carted right off to Habit Hollow, where that particular
temptation will then be turned into a full-fledged habit; a
condition which causes even more of those commissioning scrolls to
go up in smoke.

DEE: Speaking of the commissioning scrolls, Vick, tell the
viewers what those puffs of smoke are coming out of the fallen
Pilgrims' pockets.

VICK: Sure will, Dee. The small scrolls you see in so many
pockets are the invitations Pilgrims receive which do two things.
One, it calls them away from the World and invites them to begin
their pilgrimage. Two, it commissions them to earn their entrance
into the Celestial City while authorizing those who keep the gates
of that city to open and let them enter once they have successfully
reached those gates. If however, the Pilgrim gives in to temptation
and falls from Grace, those little scrolls turn into ash and smoke.
No commission; no admittance.

DEE: Thank you, Vick. Look - the Pilgrims are lining up on
the starting end of the tournament grounds. All they have to do is
make it to the other end still a Pilgrim. If you look closely you
can see the Pilgrims being matched up with the temptations the Lord
of the Fair is sure will be the greatest challenge for them. One by
one, they take to one of the beams that stretch the length of the
playing field, attaching their Conscience Cord to the overhead
wire, and simply have to make it to the other side without falling
from the beam – or from Grace.

VICK: Here comes the first Pilgrim on the Pride Beam. Good
strong Conscience Cord being used; I doubt it's ever been
stretched…

DEE: Indeed; appears to have plenty of elasticity to it.
But look at the first temptation…

VICK: Ohhh, the bodybuilder mirage - this Pilgrim is
seeing what their body could look like if only they'd dedicate
eight or nine hours a day to their body. And I must say, that's
quite the vision.

DEE: And it looks like they're going for it – look how the
toes are hanging over the side of the strait, narrow beam. And the
closer they get to the mirage the more it appears to them that
they're taking on the look and feel of the illusion.

VICK: That Conscience Cord is starting to
stretch…

DEE: Oh; they let their conscience pull them back!
(The stadium boos loudly.)

One thing many of our viewers don't quite understand: Many
of these activities are perfectly innocent and fine in normal life.
How and when can the King possibly consider them under the
disillusioned title of 'sin'?

VICK: When the activity becomes so important that it takes
the Pilgrim's attention off of their pilgrimage, away from their
commission, and makes them forget their goal of Eternal Life in the
Celestial City. Then it becomes a burden that slows their progress
and brings them to a standstill.

DEE: Okay, then. Look – some more of the contestants are
already wavering.

VICK: Check that one out. (Vick puts his
binoculars to his eyes.) Number 53 on the
Gluttony Beam. The mirage is convincing the Pilgrim that
scrapbooking is more important than anything else they could be
doing …

DEE: Like remembering their spouse and children? Program
notes say they're not even teaching their Sunday School class
because a scrapbooking convention is coming up. That conscience
cord has seen far too many stretchings…

VICK: There goes Fifty-Three! (The
stadium cheers as Fifty-Three hits the ground.)
No more home-cooked dinners in
that house as long as pictures and glue
are to be had! And there's the medics from Habit Hollow.

Dee, is that the first of today's pilgrims on the Lust
Beam over there?

DEE: Yes, Number 18. And that's the beam that the Lord of
the Fair has set so many new traps on! Check this out – one of the
new viewing screens is appearing…

VICK: What's it showing?

DEE: (grinning) One of
your old parlays in the Morality Bowl. You were quite the gladiator
in your day.

VICK: Check that out – Eighteen is leaning as far past the
beam as a Pilgrim can to get a closer look. Oh; there goes the
filament – reaching out from the screen and attaching itself around
the Pilgrim's neck so softly and gently that they don't even
realize it's there. Look at the adult three contestants back –
Number 45, the program says. Ah - the 'Steamy Romance Novel
Test.'

DEE: If either one of them stand there much longer leaning
that far out, they are both going to belong to the Lord of the
Fair.

VICK: The filament on Eighteen is almost rope-sized now,
and they still don't realize it's there…

DEE: And there goes Eighteen; dangling over the side by
the neck… chocking the spirit out like a dying torch…

VICK: And there goes Forty-five with the steamy romances,
too.

DEE: Listen to the spectators! (The roar
is deafening; no more audio can be heard until the spectators calm
down.)

VICK: It appears both their Conscience Cords broke at the
same time, which is quite incredible, considering how strong the
attachment to Righteousness is in even the average
Pilgrim.

DEE: And off they go to Habit Hollow, passing right by
Peer Pressure Palace. Look at those puffs of smoke as those
Conscience Cords are stretched to their limits and
break!

VICK: Look at that Pilgrim about halfway up the Pride
Beam; Number 123: the illusion is telling them they can be more
spiritual at home or in the forest than while worshiping with and
fellowshipping other Pilgrims.

DEE: Yes, but look what's happening! Two other Pilgrims
are actually fellowshipping! Looks like the Fair is going to loose
that one.

VICK: One last contestant of interest…

DEE: That one on the Wrath Beam?

VICK: That's the one! Number 99 has hurt feelings and is
refusing to forgive.

DEE: I love a good grudge match!

VICK: Ohhh! Over the side! (Stadium
cheers.) Look at that! Conscience Cord is still
holding! Ninety-Nine's realized the mistake and is pulling themself
back up by the Conscience cord!

DEE: What an incredible Conscience! Elastic but holding.
And look – the offender is on their stomach and reaching out to
help the offended! And they're both up; safe from the medics who
deposit the fallen in Habit Hollow. (Stadium
boos.)

VICK: (in mock sweetness)
Oh, how lovely – they're hugging; forgiving each other.
Disgusting.

DEE: But remember, Vick, those whose Conscience Cords
somehow manage to keep from breaking and keep them on the Strait
and Narrow face rematch after rematch of their tournament
performance, and those rematches are held in Peer Pressure Palace.
So we might get to see that Pilgrim have to tackle Wrath
again.

VICK: And Peer Pressure Palace is where we're headed right
now. Pilot, land this thing.


________________________






PEER PRESSURE
PALACE






(The helicopter lands and the cameras follow Vick and
Dee as they enter a huge, cavernous gymnastics-like arena; the
playing floor being a series of hundreds – thousands! – of
competition platforms with as many events going on all at once -
Pilgrims are pitted against individuals and teams who are all ready
to make them do what they want them to do.)

DEE: You know, Vick, many Pilgrims think they're exempt
from this Palace; they think there's a time in life that peer
pressure is no longer effective on them.

VICK: And it's all too often their peers who've convinced
them of it. (Both of them laugh.)

DEE: Or a few good rounds on the Sloth playing
ground.

VICK: Or both.

DEE: Yes indeed – as we both know, it's usually our very
own friends that are pitted against us in Peer Pressure Palace,
which makes the battle all the more interesting.

VICK: After all, we'd literally do anything to not hurt
our friends.

DEE: To include giving up Eternal Life in the Celestial
City.

VICK: And here comes the gladiators of Peer Pressure
Palace! (The crowd comes to their feet,
cheering.) Let the games begin!

DEE: Begin they do! Let's zoom in on the Sloth section of
the floor. Look over there at the 'Sunday is my only day to sleep
in' event…

VICK: Ohhh! Knocked out cold and down for the
count.

DEE: And right next to it; the 'Someone else will do it'
level …

VICK: Another widow's lawn not mowed; friends convinced
the Pilgrim that computer games are more important.

DEE: Can we get the camera to turn towards the Lust
trials? Right there – the red-haired one just told lies about a
friend, both of whom are campaigning for president of their student
body.

VICK: No surprise there – do you remember the mother and
what she did to become head of the neighborhood crime watch
committee? It was some of the most illegal campaigning I've ever
seen. Just for a committee position! You'd think she was
campaigning to become a queen or dictator!

DEE: Was she any worse than her husband's bid for company
president? He walked on the bones of two of his best friends for
the position, just because they won football scholarships and he
had to work his way through college.

VICK: One last competition before we move on – see that
highest-raised platform over among the Pride events? She's decided
the Lord wants her to …

DEE: Look at what she's doing… !

VICK: She's decided that the King has justified her and
already forgiven her since she's doing it for a good cause – to
comfort a lonely soul.

DEE: How is she rationalizing that?

VICK: Her friends and her favorite television program have
both convinced her that because her husband spends all his time at
work and golfing…

DEE: Ah – the sin of marital neglect!

VICK: Exactly. And she's totally justified herself in
seeking comfort and companionship elsewhere because of his neglect.
So, she's seeking comfort where she can but claiming she's doing it
for the man whose seeking comfort from her.

DEE: How charitable – of both of them. Never mind that the
'adultery' word still applies – neglect or otherwise.

VICK: So what's the lonely man's rationalization for
sinning?

DEE: Well, in the program notes I see that the man is
married to one of those 'self-reliant' sorts – her friends and her
self-help books have convinced her that spouses should be mentally
and emotionally independent from each other; they shouldn't have to
be burdened with helping or comforting each other.
(She laughs.) You know what you call
the spouse of a self-reliant person?

VICK: What?

DEE: Lonely. Which is why here at Vanity Fair Sports we
encourage 'self-reliance' in marriage – it gives us a lot more
lonely people looking for comfort – right here for the entire
carnal world to cheer them on.

VICK: Oh! There goes the self-reliant spouse – off the mat
and hitting the floor below. And she's just self-reliant enough to
not let anyone help her.

VICK: Well, we both know that her unfaithfulness doesn't
justify his unfaithfulness in the eyes of the King, so he'll be
following her very shortly… right along with the workaholic golfer
and his lonely wife. After all, the Kings' own book says that He
“cannot look upon sin with the least degree of
allowance”…

DEE: But then He ruins it for all the Fair-goers by
following that proclamation with: “he that repents and does the
commandments of the Lord shall be forgiven”… We don't want
forgiveness in the arena – we want suffering; agony…

VICK: (smiling) I
almost wish we could check in on them in Habit Hollow.

DEE: (also smiling) Me,
too.

VICK: But you know we never will.


_____________________






HABIT
HOLLOW






DEE: True – Habit Hollow is the only sports facilities we
aren't allowed to take the camera in to show the games going
on.

VICK: True, and I've got Lord Beelzebub's statement of
explanation right here. (There are sounds of
papers being shuffled.) Here we are:

“Viewing the full extent of what a few, individualized
actions can cause in a few, individualized Pilgrims may cause gross
misunderstanding concerning the true nature of the freedom of
expressing one's self according to one's desires as opposed to
being led blindly by a King and Prince that may or may not exist
within an equally-questionable Royal City. Management continues to
encourage Pilgrims to explore the joys and delights of their
personal, carnal natures and to find ways to fully express those
passions and desires, confident that enlightened, informed Pilgrims
will easily avoid the few unfortunate situations such a minority of
Pilgrims have encountered, leading them into Habit
Hollow.”

DEE: Well, that was a mouthful, wasn't it?

VICK: Yes, and I have the King's counter-opinion as
well: “Wherefore, men are free according to the
flesh; and all things are given them which are expedient unto
man[kind]. And they are free to choose liberty and eternal life,
through the great Mediator of all men [mankind], or to choose
captivity and death, according to the captivity and power of the
devil; for he seeketh that all men [mankind] might be miserable
like unto himself.”






AUTHOR'S
NOTE:

Although cameras are not allowed into Habit Hollow,
this writer was once held captive by a habit that required medics
in the Temptation Tournament to load him into a Craving Cruiser,
head down Dependency Drive, through Addiction Entrance, and into
Habit Hollow. I can tell you something of this
place.

The Hollow is actually the site of a former leprosy
colony, and those housed there are little better off than the
former inhabitants. Because of their habits and the results of
them, they are for the most part shunned by any decent society and
only have each other for what little comfort they
receive.

Attendants in the Hollow do nothing to relieve the
suffering of their patients; instead they do their best to feed the
habits that landed them there. Some of the attendants I was able to
identify are:

- Albert (Al) Chohol and Nicolas (Nick) O'Teen lead
the Drug Encouragement Program, feeding habits in such a way that
they will never be broken.

- A flight of talking birds is continually leaving
their droppings behind, feeding those who are so engrossed with
Fowl Language that they cannot speak in any other way. Many, many
washings of the mouth still do not cleanse all the filthy droppings
from one's mouth.

- For those who cannot hold on to their money but have
to 'spend, spend, spend', Bank Rupt has many, all-too-easily
accessible ATM machines and tellers to service them – and the
inmates are encouraged to hold on to as many bank cards as they
can; even being given newer, larger wallets in which to store them.
But that bank demands a terrible, terrible service
charge.

Instead of nurses to help inmates overcome those
seemingly-uncontrollable actions that kept them confined to the
Hollow, Doctor Blind-Eye employs 'enablers' to roam the place,
actively encouraging the inmates to nurture their habits while
telling them it is their right to live how they wish, no matter how
much it destroys them or how much further from polite, courteous,
and moral society it takes them. Doctor Blind-Eye's enablers even
go so far as to tell them that their blemishes and scars are really
quite negligible - even when ugly red scabs are covering their
entire body.

Due to the influence of these enablers, this author
removed himself from Habit Hollow as soon as he could and found
recovery in the arms of He Who was wounded for my transgressions
and bruised for my iniquities. Eventually, through His stripes, I
was healed.


_____________________






THE MORALITY
BOWL






VICK: For those Pilgrims who still haven't been broken,
the final conflict is right here in the Morality Bowl. And what a
crowd that has turned out for the Anniversary
Specticale!

DEE: And look who the first Pilgrim is!

VICK: The kid just won't give in, will he?

DEE: No, he won't. A shame, too – can you imagine the DVD
sales of his final downfall?

VICK: For those of you who aren't familiar, Joseph the
Semite has been the very special project of the gladiator named
Scorned for a very long time now, and no matter what she does he
holds on to the virtue and morals he learned at this father's knee.
Last week she held a feast for all her most beautiful, sensuous
friends, and she assigned him, as her husband's slave, to be the
main server. Every one of her friends were so hot and bothered by
his looks and demeanor that they…

DEE: Yes, well, let's just say he survived the day with
his morals intact. Again. What's her tactic today?

VICK: Well, she's so impatient to finally break him that
she's attempting another full-frontal attack. This time she's sent
all the other servants to the market, and unknown to Joseph it's
just the two of them in the house… He won't be able to use the
excuse that “the others will know.” Look – he's entering the
playing field now…

DEE: Joseph's entered, wearing just a breechcloth and a
shirt – more than the typical slave of the day. She's confronting
him…

VICK: And he’s saying same old thing he’s been saying
since he was put into this challenge: ‘How then can I do this great
wickedness, and sin against God?’

DEE: He's turned his back on her. She's grabbed him and is
turning him around. He's fighting her; actually fighting her
off!

VICK: Does the boy realize how many men would love
to…

DEE: Yes, he does. And so does her husband.

VICK: The idiot is turning away from her again! Look –
she's grabbed his shirt and ripped it off of him.

DEE: True, but having grabbed it from the back and having
the front of it rip is proof he resisted her – if it had been
ripped in the back then it would have meant he was still facing her
when she grabbed him and today's first-round points would have gone
to her. Vick, here comes Potipher, her husband.

VICK: Moral or not, the boy's done.

DEE: Not really. The man knows his wife. He sees the shirt
torn in the front and is awarding Joseph the first round points.
What's happening now?

VICK: You have to be kidding! Joseph's asking to be sent
to prison to get away from the most willing, available woman in
Egypt… ?!?!

DEE: Well, that's going to swing all of today's points to
the Pilgrim.

VICK: Check out the Envy events, Dee. See the man behind
the desk? He's the head of a major corporation and has the chance
to make a killing buying out several of his competitors.

DEE: Legally or illegally?

VICK Illegally of course; our favorite way. And, he's
planning on cheating the owners out of millions doing
it.

DEE: Is he going to do it?

VICK: His secretary things so. In fact the betting pool in
the lunch room is running ten to one in favor of illegal buyouts.
What? Do you see that? He's praying! In the workplace!

DEE: He may be praying, but he's not listening to the
answer. He's still fingering those papers like he's going to do
it.

VICK: We'll have to keep an eye on him. Meanwhile, check
out the group on the yellow platform…

DEE: The group that's been convinced that they have a
perfect right to reinterpret the King's book to fit themselves
instead of changing themselves to conform with the King's commands?
The old Rationalization Maneuver? That's so old it's not worth
watching.

VICK: And the event right next to them – they're still
reading the King's book and interpreting it correctly, but they've
decided that the King will “just have to understand” that they are
going to live the way they want
and He will still have to admit them into the Celestial City –
because it's what they
want.

DEE: Yes; Selfishness at its best. But Vick, I know your
personal favorite here in the Morality Bowl are the Pilgrims who
break down and give into the philosophy of “Eat, drink, and be
merry, for tomorrow we die; and it shall be well with us…
nevertheless, fear God - he will justify in committing a little
sin; yea, lie a little, take the advantage of one because of his
words, dig a pit for thy neighbor; there is no harm in this; and do
all these things, for tomorrow we die; and if it so be that we are
guilty, God will beat us with a few stripes, and at last we shall
be saved in the kingdom of God.”

VICK: My favorite folk! They are the ones who are “lovers
of their own selves, covetous, boasters, proud, blasphemers,
disobedient to parents, unthankful, unholy, without natural
affection, trucebreakers, false accusers, incontinent, fierce,
despisers of those that are good, Traitors, heady, highminded,
lovers of pleasures more than lovers of God.”

DEE: Vick: Has anyone counted just how many event
platforms there are here in Peer Pressure Palace? I mean, just look
at all the matches going on even with in each category! Thousands
and thousands… !

VICK: Even the King hasn't counted them. One of his
alleged prophets wrote: “… I cannot tell you all the things whereby
ye may commit sin; for there are divers ways and means, even so
many that I cannot number them. But this much I can tell you, that
if ye do not watch yourselves, and your thoughts, and your words,
and your deeds, and observe the commandments of God, and continue
in the faith of what ye have heard concerning the coming of our
Lord, even unto the end of your lives, ye must perish… ”

DEE: Vick, see those three platforms rising above the
others… ?

VICK: I sure do! That combined event has become one of the
main events in the modern Morality Bowl competition. The
Diversity-Tolerance-Inclusion Trap.

DEE: 'Trap' you call it? Those are perfectly fine and
moral traits!

VICK: Like so many other traits, Dee, they are perfectly
fine for the Pilgrim – until they take your mind off your
pilgrimage and your goal of the Celestial City. Like all other
traits, Moderation is the key for every honest Pilgrim.

DEE: How so?

VICK: Well, it's a well-known proverb among Pilgrims that
they are to 'love the sinner but abhor the sin'…

DEE: Yes; so?

VICK: So, it only takes one non-Pilgrim to accuse an
entire crowd of Pilgrims that they don't love them unless they
'accept me as I am'. Which today means to accept the sin as a
'normal lifestyle.'

DEE: A little good diversity never hurt anyone.

VICK: It never hurt anyone until they take it to the point
that they make excuses for and begin to encourage their neighbor's
sin or unbelief. They even go out and publicly campaign in favor of
that sin just to make their non-Pilgrim neighbor feel
loved.

DEE: Pilgrims publicly campaigning in support of sin? Just
how delicious is that? That's like making it a hate-crime to call
'sin' a 'sin'. If they truly loved their neighbor they'd be working
to lead them away from sin.

VICK: Don't give them any ideas, Girl!

DEE: Sorry. The next step, then, is to allow the sin to
continue in their group and not say anything – even make excuses to
their children they are trying to raise morally as to why it's okay
for their neighbor to be that way – sooner than they think those
children will want to know why it's okay for the neighbors but not
for them.

VICK: A wise Pilgrim will love their neighbor but not
tolerate the acts of the non-Pilgrim neighbors, telling their
children that they must set a kind and loving example, hoping they
may follow that example.

DEE: The old 'love thy neighbor' concept. Plus, doesn't
the King's book say - “Do not be overcome by evil, but overcome
evil with good”?

VICK: Which is why we do our best to make the Pilgrim
forget to love their neighbor. Instead, we get the neighbor to
demand that they be catered to; nothing that offends the sinner can
be done by the group – “and don't you dare try to exclude me from
anything - even your religious celebrations! - and they'd better be
geared to my unbelieving sensitivities and sinful
desires.”

DEE: Inclusion and Tolerance. How insane is it to cater
the commemoration of a religious event to the demands of an
unbeliever?

VICK: All done at the price of denying your own self and
morals just to make the sinner and unbeliever feel wanted and
included.

DEE: And before long the entire crowd gives up their
morals and beliefs for the comfort of the one who is loudest and
most demanding.

VICK: Yes, Tyranny - Peer Pressure at its finest! One
person controlling an entire crowd with three little words. That's
psychological warfare at its finest!

DEE: I can see that the wise Pilgrim would tell the one
that isn't a Pilgrim that, however much they love them, their
lifestyles just aren't compatible.

VICK: Yes, but how many wise Pilgrims stay that long at
the Fair?

DEE: What about in situations where they just can't
separate themselves – like in the workplace – how do
you…

VICK: In an ideal world, all persons present should
equally tolerate each other's values.

DEE: But this isn't an ideal world – this is Vanity Fair,
and we can't allow that! We can't allow the honest Pilgrims being
tolerated… !

VICK: No, we can't. That's why we yell first and loudest
that they must tolerate
us.

DEE: And not the other way around?

VICK: Exactly. They who yell first set the rules and are
catered to the longest.

DEE: What do we do when a Pilgrim asks for the same
respect we're busy demanding?

VICK: We accuse them of being intolerant, exclusive, and
against the principles of Diversity we've already hustled into
place. Pilgrims are so full of godly charity that they usually shut
right up like lambs going to the slaughter.

DEE: Victory to the loudest?

VICK: Why share when you can have it all?


_____________________






THE GREAT
ESCAPE






DEE: Oh, Vick, look back at the entrance – is that who I
think it is?

VICK: No; not them! Not on our anniversary
program!

DEE: So it is
them?

VICK: Three of them, at least – Faith, Hope, and Charity.
Look – the warrior in the center is raising both hands. Look – all
the Pilgrims being fought are taking notice.

DEE: But that doesn't mean they'll heed the
warning.

VICK: No, it doesn't. But we are loosing that corporate
takeover fellow. Look, he's left his chair and is standing next to
Charity.

DEE: Why?

VICK: Because he let Virtue garnish his
thoughts!

DEE: Look; there goes Joseph – I guess Shunned will never
will get him now.

VICK: Not just Joseph – half the Pilgrims in the bowl are
letting their thoughts be garnished with Virtue's warning. I hope
we've still got a camera in the air …
(Television shot changes to a helicopter view of the
seven arenas. Seven heavenly warriors - Faith, Hope, Charity,
Justice, Prudence, Temperance, Fortitude - are cleaning out each of
the arenas as honest Pilgrims respond to their
call.)

DEE: What is that shout? It's shaking the stadium!
(Several tiles fall from the ceiling of the Morality Bowl
and many of the spectators run for cover.)

VICK: I'm afraid the King's Watchmen are lifting up their
voices. But look – camera three. Lord Beelzebub is sending out an
offense!

DEE: That would be Pride, Envy, Wrath, Sloth, Avarice,
Gluttony, and Lust.

VICK: Yeah, but you know who always follows the Seven
Virtues…

DEE: I'm afraid so - where they are found, Wisdom,
Understanding, Council, Might, Knowledge, Piety, and Fear of the
Lord are never far away.

VICK: Look a that aerial shot, Dee. It seems more and more
Pilgrims answer the call every time this happens. We just don't
have a defense against all this Righteousness.

DEE: No, we don't. But, we will have a whole new batch of
Pilgrims tomorrow. (She giggles.)


_____________________







EPILOGUE






As transmission of the program is lost, an aerial shot of
the Vanity Fair Sports Complex shows the heavenly warriors - the
Seven Virtues and the Seven Gifts of the Spirit - cleaning out each
arena of all the Pilgrims willing to allow Virtue to garnish their
thoughts and follow them, being let loose of the struggles they
were in and rallying around the standards of the warriors, becoming
as it were a mighty army - the armor of each Pilgrim regaining its
polish and luster. Although Lord Beelzebub himself leads the Seven
Deadly Sins against them, they are powerless in the light of the
Savior that the warriors carry as part of their armor.

The last that Vick Tory and Dee Feat see of that day's
contestants is as they depart in the direction of Emmanuel's Land,
singing as they march -


Girted with truth, we stand for the Right

And never waver from Tru-th, so bright.

Righteousness is our only breastplate;

Our soul protected from evil and hate.



Our feet are shod in go-spel truth

To gain firm footing while still in our youth.

We carry, too our faith as a shield

Against which Evil ever must yield.



Salvation is our helmet so strong

To keep our minds pure our whole life long.

A mighty sword, our Father's Spirit,

Will cut through Evil and Tru-th invite.



Like a mantle, I'll wear Charity,

Forever reaching to all those I see -

Like my Savior, I never will cease

To do for others and show them His peace.



Holding up the commissioning scrolls, the Pilgrims continued:



If I'm faithful to my commission

My King will be there to see His will done -

He'll protect my back from those who would try

To circle 'round me, my soul terrify.



If I but wield His sword righteously

A Scepter for Ri-ght it then- will be.

Tru-th and Right will ever prevail

And all that is good never will fail.


['Armor of Light' by Bruce
T. Forbes]










Exhibition Hall


 

Vanity Fair's
Exhibition Hall: 'The Glories of the Natural
Man'
by
Bruce T. Forbes, 2010

—————————

Pilgrims who are wise get themselves through the
city of
Vanity and
its fair just as quickly as possible, hiding their eyes as the
wares of Hill
Lucre try to tempt them, and
then relax just a bit as cross the
Plain of Ease
and finally come upon the
Pleasant Meadow
and its River of the
Water of Life. This Pleasant
Meadow continues on to the foothills of the
Delectable
Mountains, and somewhere in
between the meadow and the mountains is the
Sheepfold of the Good
Shepherd, where there are always
shepherds to care for the weary Pilgrim, the main four Shepherds
being named
Knowledge,
Experience,
Watchful,
and
Sincere.

One such Pilgrim was named
Blind Guide.
Okay, he used
to have another name, but he tarried too long at the
fair, and tarrying too long at the fair
does take a toll on
a pilgrim. The fact that we see him approaching the
Sheepfold of the Good Shepherd
tells us, however, that he finally wised up and
escaped.

The
Shepherds
invited him to stop and rest. They were careful to note
that although he wore his Whole
Armor of
God, it wasn't fitted quite
right, had a few rust spots, and looked as if it had been neglected
for a fairly long spell of time. They knew he would have a story to
tell, but first they bathed and anointed him and fed him and showed
him to a room to rest. They waited for the morning meal, when the
pilgrim would be rested and refreshed.

“Once I diverted from my pilgrimage, I worked in the
Exhibition Hall at Vanity Fair,” Blind Guide explained; “helping to
interpret the various exhibits for the visitors. Hence the
name 'Blind
Guide'.”

“What made you finally depart the fair?” asked
Experience, the oldest and wisest of the
Shepherds.

“I saw the light.”

“Saw the light?”

“The exhibition hall is only opened at night,” Blind
Guide explained. “It's said that it's a dangerous place in the day
as the light shines on the exhibits and then they teach a far
different thing than they're meant to teach; they'd be seen in a
way that would offend and upset those who are comfortable living at
the Fair.” He took a bit of his breakfast before continuing. “And
that would be socially unacceptable. After all, we can't make
anyone feel uncomfortable or as if they need to improve
themselves.” The Shepherds all smiled. “I hid away one night so the
guards wouldn't find me and shoo me away – I wanted to see what
happened when the Light shined.”

“And what did you see?” asked Sincere,the youngest
of the Shepherds.

“Well, the hall, as you may know, is a large dome. Immediately
inside the main doors is a massive sculpture of a man -
a 'Self-Made
Man',
it's titled.”

“I've seen it,” commented Knowledge; “large head
holding a brain that thinks it knows everything. Massive arm
muscles as he depends upon his own strength and no one
else's.”

“Yes,” replied Blind Guide; “That's the
one.”

“And when the light shined on it?”

“The head shrunk
so very small…
”

Knowledge recited as passage from the King's
Book:

“Trust in the LORD with all thine heart;

and lean not unto thine own
understanding.
In
all thy ways acknowledge him,

and he shall direct thy
paths.
Be
not wise in thine own eyes:

fear the LORD, and depart from evil.”

“And what about those strong arms that need no help
from anyone… ?” asked Watchful.

Blind Guide smiled as he held up one of his very
ordinary, fairly-skinny arms. “This sad thing looked better than…
”

But Knowledge interrupted him:

“O Lord, I have trusted in thee,

and I will trust in thee forever.

I will not put my trust in the arm of flesh;

for I know that cursed is he

that putteth his trust in the arm of flesh.

Yea, cursed is he that putteth his trust in man

or maketh flesh his arm.”

Then Sincere did some quoting of his
own:

“Cursed is he that putteth his trust in
man,

or maketh flesh his arm,

or shall hearken unto the precepts of men,

save their precepts shall be given

by the power of the Holy Ghost.”

“But the most amazing thing was the feet,” Blind
Guide commented. “When the light shined on the sculpture I saw for
the first time that he was balanced on his two big toes – not an
ounce of firm footing!”

“Firm footing only comes through having your feet
shod with the preparation of the Gospel of Peace,” replied
Experience, who also turned to the King's Book:

“But let every man take heed how he
buildeth…

For other foundation can no man lay than

that is laid, which is Jesus
Christ.
Now
if any man build upon this foundation

gold, silver, precious stones, wood, hay,
stubble;
Every
man's work shall be made manifest:

for the day shall declare it,

because it shall be revealed by fire;

and the fire shall try every man's work of what sort it
is.”

Then Watchful quoted:

“Built upon the foundation of the apostles and
prophets, Jesus Christ himself being the chief corner
stone.”

“I've read all these things you're saying in the
Kings Book!” exclaimed Blind Guide.

“Then you're not as blind as your name implies!”
suggested Knowledge.

“In the light, and with only the two big toes to
stand on, the sculpture was threatening to fall every which
way … ”

“Tossed to and fro, and carried about with every
wind of doctrine, by the sleight of men,”
quoted Experience; “The
winds blow, and beat upon them, they shall fall, and the gates of
hell are ready open to receive them.”

“Once a guest has been introduced to the 'Self-Made
Man', they simply spiral down as they learn more and more about a
Natural Man,” Blind Guide continued, “as opposed to the Noble Man
the King designed us to become.”

“'Spiral down',” repeated Experience; “Very well
put. Like a plane, spiraling down to its death… ”

“Actually, it's because the hall is a giant spiral
which leads far under the surface, away from the light…
”

“Very far away
from the light,” agreed all the Shepherds.

“… and all the other exhibits are along the downward
spiral,” Blind Guide finally finished.

“The first piece of art along the spiral is a huge mobile
of the universe,” explained Blind Guide. “Thousands of stars and
planets all hung on thin filaments one can hardly see; it's really
quite incredible.”

“Incredible, yes,” agreed Experience; “until you read the
plaque.”

“What does it say?” asked Sincere, who'd never been
there.

“It says that the universe always was and always will be;
that there was no mystic act of creation.”

“Well that's wrong!”

“How so?”

“Well, the King's own books says -
'In the beginning God created the
heaven and the earth.'”

Knowledge spoke up. “A literal reading in the King's
own language reads - 'In the
beginning, the Gods shaped and fashioned the heavens and the
earth.'”

“So the raw materials – the 'elements' – they
existed eternally? And were 'shaped and fashioned' by
God?”

Knowledge quoted the King's own Book again:
“God, who created all things by Jesus
Christ.”

Watchful quoted another part of the King's Book:
“Jesus Christ, the Son of God, the
Father of heaven and of earth, the Creator of all things from the
beginning.”

“So what did you see of this mobile of the universe when
the light shined on it?” asked Sincere.

Blind Guide smiled. “Exactly what has been quoted from the
King's Book. God sent His Son, who organized the matter and the
elements.”

“There used to be a beautiful mural titled “Natural
World,” Experience commented; “Is it still
there?”

“Yes; a beautiful masterpiece,” Blind Guide replied.
“It shows the glory of the Earth and all that's on it. The center
figure being a man and woman in all their natural glory. The plaque
explains how man and woman are simply part of Nature – no separate
'body and soul', but merely natural creations.”

“And when the light shined on the
mural?”

Blind Guide's face glowed with excitement. “When the
light shined!” he exclaimed. “The man; the woman – there was
another; a controlling entity inside each of them! It was learning
to reign in and control the body. It shined in the light like a
beacon; like - like - ”

“Like Shining Ones?”

“Yes! Like divine beings! Glory shining like wings
enfolding them!”

“The spirit and the body are the soul of
man,” quoted one of the shepherds.
“The body being just a tabernacle that the spirit has to learn to
control and use.”

“But then even the animals and
everything…
?”

Experience smiled.
“And I, the Lord God, formed man from
the dust of the ground, and breathed into his nostrils the breath
of life; and man became a living soul, the first flesh upon the
earth, the first man also; nevertheless, all things were before
created; but spiritually were they created and made according to my
word … And out of the ground made I, the Lord God, to grow
every tree, naturally, that is pleasant to the sight of man; and
man could behold it. And it became also a living
soul.”

“Spiritually they were created… ” whispered Blind
Guide. “A 'Noble Nature' housed inside a 'Natural Nature'. And only
one can become the controller.”

“And the one that controls establishes whether that
person regains their Noble Nature or remains a Natural Man or
Woman,”Experience concluded.

“But to what purpose?” asked Blind
Guide.

Knowledge turned again to the King's Book:
“And we will prove them herewith, to
see if they will do all things whatsoever the Lord their God shall
command them; And they who keep their first estate shall be added
upon; and they who keep not their first estate shall not have glory
in the same kingdom with those who keep their first estate; and
they who keep their second estate shall have glory added upon their
heads for ever and
ever.”

“For ever and ever,” repeated Blind Guide. “That's a
lot longer than just mortality.”

“Is the display on the “Shame of Religion” still there?”
asked Watchful.

“Yes; it's a permanent exhibit,” replied Blind Guide. “It
teaches that religion is simply a part of culture and evolves with
it… ”

“Man-made religions are such,” commented Experience; “all
that pomp and ceremony that tries to take the place of the
influence of the Holy Spirit… ”

“It also teaches that human needs are more important than
religious beliefs and requirements… ”

“Again, if you're talking about man-made religious that
may be true,” said Experience, “but not when talking about the
commands and directions the King has given:
“All things unto me are spiritual, and not
at any time have I given unto you a law which was temporal; neither
any man, nor the children of men; neither Adam, your father, whom I
created. Behold, I gave unto him that he should be an agent unto
himself; and I gave unto him commandment, but no temporal
commandment gave I unto him, for my commandments are spiritual;
they are not natural nor temporal, neither carnal nor
sensual.”

“So all the commands the Kings has given are
spiritual?”

“Yes; meaning they are given for the welfare of your
Noble-Nature'd spirit trying to control your physical body.” He
smiled. “Take care of that spirit the way you ought to, and it'll
take care of the body. But not the other way around; the body's too
selfish for that.”

“So when the display also teaches that there's no greater
power than Nature; no 'supernatural entity'… ”

“Who created Nature and all the natural laws?” asked
Watchful kindly. “There is a God in heaven,
who is infinite and eternal, from everlasting to everlasting the
same unchangeable God, the framer of heaven and earth, and all
things which are in them; And that he created man, male and female,
after his own image and in his own likeness, created he them; And
gave unto them commandments that they should love and serve him,
the only living and true God, and that he should be the only being
whom they should worship. But by
the transgression of these holy laws man became sensual and
devilish, and became fallen man.

“And so Vanity and it's Fair was founded,” Blind
Guide muttered, not so blindly.

Knowledge picked up the passage from the King's Book
that Watchful had been quoting:
“Wherefore, the Almighty God gave his Only
Begotten Son, as it is written in those scriptures which have been
given of him. He suffered
temptations but gave no heed unto them.
He was crucified, died, and rose again the third
day; And ascended into heaven,
to sit down on the right hand of the Father, to reign with almighty
power according to the will of the Father;
That as many as would believe and be baptized in
his holy name, and endure in faith to the end, should be
saved—

“Not only those who believed after he came in
the meridian of time, in the flesh, but all those from the
beginning, even as many as were before he came, who believed in the
words of the holy prophets, who spake as they were inspired by the
gift of the Holy Ghost, who truly testified of him in all things,
should have eternal life, As
well as those who should come after, who should believe in the
gifts and callings of God by the Holy Ghost, which beareth record
of the Father and of the Son;
Which Father, Son, and Holy Ghost are one God,
infinite and eternal, without end. Amen.

“And we know that all men must
repent and believe on the name of Jesus Christ, and worship the
Father in his name, and endure in faith on his name to the end, or
they cannot be saved in the kingdom of God.
And we know that justification through the grace of
our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ is just and
true; And we know also, that
sanctification through the grace of our Lord and Savior Jesus
Christ is just and true, to all those who love and serve God with
all their mights, minds, and strength.

“But there is a possibility that man may fall
from grace and depart from the living God; Therefore let the church
take heed and pray always, lest they fall into temptation; Yea, and
even let those who are sanctified take heed
also.”

Blind Guide sat back and smiled. “That's what I saw
when the light shined. Exactly that.”

“What else is in this “Shame of Religion” exhibit?”
Sincere asked.

“There's a painting of a man holding a map, and on
that map are his own thoughts; nothing else is allowed to be
written on it. The guidebook says this represents that the only
true religion is that of human thought and expression and
experience. Reason and intelligence are the most effective
instruments that humankind posses. Moral values derive their source
from human experience.”

“And do you believe this?”

Blind Guide smiled. “Not since my eyes were
opened.”

“We come to understand God's moral values through
our human experiences,” Experience explained; “and Reason and
Intelligence are wonderful guides as long as they are in turn
guided by the Holy Spirit!”

“What did you see when the light shined on that map
of human intelligence?” Sincere asked – Sincere, you see, tarried
so little at the Fair that he had seen very little of what was
being talked about.

“Well, the map shrunk considerably. And across it
new words were written; written bolder and in a stronger hand that
the rest of the map:

'For my thoughts are
not your thoughts,

neither are your ways my ways, saith the LORD.


For as the heavens are
higher than the earth,

so are my ways higher than your ways,

and my thoughts than your thoughts.'”

“And then the man in the painting was seen to write
these words:

'Shew me thy ways, O LORD;

teach me thy paths. 

Lead me in thy
truth,

and teach me:

for thou art the God of my salvation;

on thee do I wait all the day.'”

“What other displays in this hall?” queried
Watchful.

“There was a statue of a man and a woman breaking
chains that held them back, showing that the
dignity of the individual is supreme. They had under their
feet the codes and creeds that suppressed freedom and
intellect and took away their human personality. It claimed that
God was a being who suppressed our true nature.”

“Our human nature,”
Experience agreed. “But when the light shined?”

“When the sun shined the man and woman glowed like angels;
as if they were only complete Beings when the Light shined. I heard
a voice… ”

Experience smiled. “And it said -
'And as one earth shall pass
away, and the heavens thereof even so shall another come, and there
is no end to my works, neither to my words.
For behold, this is my work and my glory - to bring
to pass the immortality and eternal life of
man.'”

“Yes!” Blind Guide shouted enthusiastically; “that's
exactly what it said! And these words echoed in my ear as I walked
past the final piece, which showed how the joy of human life was
greater than denying ourselves pleasures in hopes of an unknown
future.” Blind Guide paused. “Once the sun had shined, though, the
eternal future really isn't unknown, is it?” The Shepherds all
nodded. “I mean, once I understood this, I realized that
there aren't
separate religious and worldly emotions and values. All
things are
spiritual, the King's Book says - there are only
spiritual and worldly
viewpoints. Every
ill of humanity can only be cured with the solutions the King has
already given; we just like to think we're too smart to settle for
answers already given.”

“If you were taking a mathematical test,” asked
Knowledge, “would you settle for 'answers already given' by the
master mathematician who'd taught and trained you, or would you
stubbornly insist on finding your own 'alternative'
answers?”

“I'd hate to think the eternities depend on my math
skills,” replied Blind Guide.

“Any more than on your skills of achieving an
eternal life with only human wisdom to guide you? It comes down to
the instructions the King gave… ”

“'Be thou
humble;'” Blind Guide quoted,
“'and the Lord thy God shall lead
thee by the hand, and give thee answer to thy
prayers.'”

“One of the last exhibits,” continued Blind Guide, “was a
large statue of a man in all his physical glory; proud and strong –
his arms stretched out with his fingers grasping at the smaller
statues around him as if claiming them.”

“And the other statues?” asked Sincere.

“They were displaying all the things a natural man ought
to be free to do – according to Man's Philosophy. Freedom from
responsibility he does not want; freedom from repression – to
include sexual repression (and he blushed as he recalled that
particular statue); even the right to suicide and the right to take
his neighbor's life.” He paused again. “Freedom to do whatever he
decides doesn't effect his neighbor.”

“What do we do in life that
doesn't affect someone else?” asked
Experience, smiling.

“Nothing I can think of,” Blind Guide confessed, shaking
his head, “which is what I realized when the sun shined on this
display… ”

“'Freedom of the Human Personality', I believe that
display is titled,” said Experience, and Blind Guide nodded. “But
'Human Personality' must include that divine spirit within the
physical body, for it is only through it that the highest
aspirations of the human soul are met; by denying it one denies
that which gives life and power to the body. God is the one who
directs and conducts the fulfillment of both the body and the
spirit – thusly of the Human Soul.”

“Human life isn't complete without eternal life, exclaimed
Watchful. “Mortal life is but a speck of dust, and yet it effects
the direction one's soul takes for an eternity. Our associations
must reflect our desire for a proper eternal life and a controlling
of the body by the spirit that inhabits it.”

“What did you see when the sun shined on this status?”
Sincere asked.

“The arms that had been stretched out to embrace the
physical, carnal fulfillments slowly reached towards Heaven, as if
pleading for Heaven to lift him above it all to something
greater.”

“When there is a choice to make between physical pleasure
and spiritual fulfillment,” Experience said slowly, “spiritual
fulfillment is ultimately the correct choice.”

“There was a last display in this part of the exhibit,”
Blind Guide informed the shepherd. “It showed all men and women as
equal Beings; all goods equally distributed and all cooperating for
a common society.” he paused. “I saw no wrong in that.”

“Can a society who believes that each and every man and
woman is their own Supreme Being, who writes their own rules and
sets their own standards, ever accomplish this goal?” Experience
asked softly.

“No,” Blind Guide replied just as softly. “Which is why I
saw what I saw when the sun shined.”

“And what was that?”

“I saw the Son of the King, the very Prince of Life,
embrace the multitude and lead them into His Father's society of
Equals.”

“Tell us all of the final display,” asked
Experience.

“At the very deepest point of the hall – where the spiral
ramp ends and there's a small floor from which one can look up into
the mirrored dome, there is but a single sculpture – that of a sea
captain; strong, powerfully-built. The wind blows his hair and the
sails of his ship as he holds the ship's wheel firmly in
place.”

“And his face?”

“His face shines as if a light shines from it; as if he's
the one lighting his own path.” He paused. “His face is the only
real light that deep down the spiraling hall. To the side of the
sculpture is this poem:


 “Out of the night that
covers me,

Black as the pit from pole to pole,

I thank whatever gods may be

For my unconquerable soul.



“In the fell clutch of circumstance

I have not winced nor cried aloud.

Under the bludgeonings of chance

My head is bloody, but unbowed.



“Beyond this place of wrath and tears

Looms but the Horror of the shade,

And yet the menace of the years

Finds and shall find me unafraid.



“It matters not how strait the gate,

How charged with punishments the scroll,

I am the master of my fate:

I am the captain of my soul.”


['Invictus'


by William Ernest
Henley]

“Are we not the captain
of our soul?” Sincere asked; “After all, the King
has given us the freedom to choose –
made us 'free agents', as it were, with 'free agency' to choose.
Does the King's own book say: 'And the
Messiah cometh in the fulness of time, that he may redeem the
children of men from the fall. And because that they are redeemed
from the fall they have become free forever, knowing good from
evil; to act for themselves and not to be acted upon, save it be by
the punishment of the law at the great and last day, according to
the commandments which God hath
given.'”

“He does,” confirmed Experience, the oldest and
wisest of the Shepherds; “and he goes on to say:
'Wherefore, men are free according to
the flesh; and all things are given them which are expedient unto
man. And they are free to choose liberty and eternal life, through
the great Mediator of all men, or to choose captivity and death,
according to the captivity and power of the devil; for he seeketh
that all men might be miserable like unto
himself...
I would that ye should look to the great Mediator,
and hearken unto his great commandments; and be faithful unto his
words, and choose eternal life, according to the will of his Holy
Spirit; and not choose eternal death, according to the will of the
flesh and the evil which is therein, which giveth the spirit of the
devil power to captivate, to bring you down to hell, that he may
reign over you in his own kingdom.'”

“Tell me,” asked Watchful, who also had not tarried too
long a the Fair, “What happened to this sculpture when the light
touched it?”

Blind Guide smiled. “The sculpture didn't change in the
light – but when the Son shined down…

“You mean the 'sun'?”

“I mean the 'Son',” Blind Guide said firmly. “When the Son
shined, I could see a great light that the captain began steering
towards. The light of the Son so overpowered the captain's own
light… ! I told you wrong – the statue
did change. His head lifted towards the
light of the Son! Actually lifted! I could see He who guided him.”
He paused. “The poem on the plaque changed, too:


“I am the Captain of my
Soul

Which I guide through ocean and shoal;

No matter the flow, no matter the tide -

My soul is mine alone to guide.



“But every captain strong and true

Knows who his Admiral is, too!

To that Admiral he gives heed;

Allows authority to
lead.



“Far taller than Nelson's pillar

And held in much higher regard,

The Admiral of my Soul was raised;

His name and deeds forever praised.



“Of right and wrong I have the choice;

My actions are the final voice.

Yet He who shows all men the way

Will guide me safely to the bay.



“Out from the harbor strong and true

His light shines guiding all in view;

Through the narrow straits I'll sail,

Knowing my Guide will never fail.



“I may be the Captain of my Soul,

And of my life may have control,

Yet all my orders I receive

And to His words my soul will cleave.”


['Admiral of My Soul,
Part One'

by Bruce T.
Forbes]

“So here I am,” Blind Guide explained. “With my
God-given choice and agency I
choose Him to lead
me. I choose
to give Him control.” He paused. “And I feel freer than
I have ever felt.”

“What about the Fair?” Watchful asked,
smiling.

“I
choose Eternal Life
in His presence over Vanity and
all its Fair can
offer. And that's a fair that can offer
a
lot.”

“Vanity's Fair can offer everything but Peace,
Contentment, Salvation, Eternal Life, and even Exaltation,”
Experience said kindly.

Blind Guide nodded. “And some day the
Fair will
end, and there will be a terrible,
terrible exit fee to
pay before one is allowed away from the fairgrounds. But the
Prince's price… ”

He was interrupted by Knowledge:

“All things are delivered unto me of my Father…
Come unto me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will
give you rest. Take my yoke upon
you, and learn of me; for I am meek ['gentle'] and lowly in heart:
and ye shall find rest unto your souls. For my yoke is easy, and my
burden is light.”

“Exactly.” Blind Guide paused. “And so I've left the
fair and seek to reclaim my place along the Strait and Narrow Path.
But how can I completely clean myself of that awful
fair?”

“See the River of the Water of Life?” Experience was
pointing; “Bathe seven times and ye shall be clean of such leprosy
as the Fair spreads.”

“But it's such a
small
river!”

“And it's such a
small act. But an
act of Faith is a
powerful act, no
matter the size.”

“I think, however, it's time for you to have a
more-accurate name,” suggested Experience. “You're no longer a
Blind Guide, but a - ” and the man smiled; “ - a
See'er.”

“A 'Seer'?”

“No, a See'er – as in 'one who
sees'.”

So See'er bathed seven times in the River of the
Water of Life and spent the rest of his pilgrimage giving heed to
the Prince and His Father and to the divine, Noble Nature inside of
him for which they were the Directors.

Before See'er left the Shepherd's castle, however,
he penned these words -


The Admiral of my Soul to
me

Gave power to be what I will be -

But to Him I've returned the right

To mold my future in His light.



While I see only what's at hand,

My Admiral sees the picture grand;

While I see barely through the haze,

He lights the future to my gaze.



To my Admiral I give the lead;

To Him authority I sede.

I know this power He will not flout;

His leadership I will not doubt.



If to my Admiral I give all,

I have no doubt I will not fall;

I'll follow Him all through this life;

With Him I'll port beyond this life.



My life is His to lead and guide,

Within His light I will reside;

His harbor is the only one

I'll shelter in when life is done.


['Admiral of My Soul,
Part Two'

by Bruce T.
Forbes]

 










Thank you, Mister Fearing


 

by Bruce T. Forbes, 2010

I have been asked who my favorite
character is in John Bunyan's immortal book. Here's an essay
explain who and why.

——————

“Have you helped the struggling?” was a question,
said President Henry B. Eyring at the funeral of LDS Church
President Gordon B. Hinckley, that President Hinckley asked him
several times. As President Eyring spoke, I was in the middle of
rereading one of my favorite books in all of English literature,
and this question reminded me of one of my favorite characters in
that book.

One of the single great books in English literature,
THE PILGRIM'S PROGRESS by John Bunyan was written in 1678 and has
been in continual publication ever since - it has never been out of
print! Yet most of us have never read this amazing book. It is a
story told through simile and allegory about a pilgrim named
Christian as he journeys from his home in the City of Destruction
to the great Celestial City where the Great King and the Heavenly
Prince reside. Along the pilgrim's route, known as the Strait and
Narrow, he meets and associates with others whose names gives us
clues as to what sort of person they are: a goodly man named
Evangelist meets him several times along the path to guide and
teach him, while others, such as Mr. Worldly Wiseman from the city
of Carnal Policy, seek to deter him in his pilgrimage. He travels
through the Slough of Despond, over the Hill Difficulty, through
the Valley of the Shadow of Death, and even survives Vanity Fair
before finally reaching the Delectable Mountains, and then travels
on to where the Celestial City sits atop Zion's Hill, a welcome
reward for all faithful pilgrims.

So successful was this novel that many writers of
the day attempted to write sequels, but none could equal Bunyan's
gift for similes and allegory. Finally Bunyan himself wrote Book
Two and published it in 1684 – it tells of the pilgrimage of
Christian's wife Christiana and their four sons, who meet many of
the same people as their husband and father as well as additional
characters.

Since Bunyan’s time the great as well as the small
have tried to utilize this pilgrimage theme in their writing.
Charles Dickens, who as a youth was a great fan of Bunyan's work,
subtitled his 1838 book OLIVER TWIST as “The Parish Boy's
Progress”. William Thackeray's 1847 VANITY FAIR was a direct borrow
of location and theme from Bunyan's work. Nathanial Hawthorne's
1843 THE CELESTIAL RAILROAD was written as a sequel to Bunyan's
work and is a criticism of those who call themselves Christians but
sit back and think they can simply cruise through life without any
of the toil and trouble of a real pilgrimage. Even C. S. Lewis,
himself a master of simile and allegory, wrote a pilgrimage book –
THE PILGRIM'S REGRESS is a firm warning that even the most stalwart
of pilgrims can regress in their pilgrimage and loose the eternal
prize if they give in to the wrong influences. There are those who
claim that Lewis' GREAT DIVORCE and CHRONICLES OF NARNIA are also
pilgrimage books.

While writing my own Pilgrim sequel (yes, even the
small give it a try), I took great pains to study each character
and location in Bunyan’s book in order to discover the purpose and
place each had in a Christian pilgrim's journey. I purposely pushed
aside the many scholarly books commentating PILGRIM'S PROGRESS,
deciding instead to let the scriptures and the Holy Spirit - and an
1828 Webster's Dictionary that could define the old words Bunyan
used - be my commentator.

What I discovered in my study is what I consider the
single most remarkable book ever written, second only to the
scriptures; a volume every Christian home should own. My favorite
edition is the Barnes and Noble Classics edition, which contains
footnotes to define old words and phrases in modern terms. Although
not all Christian readers would agree with Bunyan's preaching of a
Trinity as opposed to the Godhead, they will certainly appreciate
him on the topic of Faith, Grace, and Works – while he put emphasis
on the concept of Grace, he also taught with equal force that
Actions (Faith and Works) are required to prove ourselves worthy of
entering God's presence – a fulfilling of the Book of Mormon
teaching that “it is by grace that we are saved, after all we can
do.” (2 Nephi 25:23)

Having written my PILGRIM sequel nearly fifteen
years ago, when I was just thinking I could make a go at writing, I
have recently dusted off that manuscript and have been working it
over with a bit more writing experience and additional gospel
knowledge. In doing so I have come to discover and appreciate one
character in particular; one most readers would smile at and move
on to something more interesting. That character is known as Mister
Fearing.






Meet Mister Fearing

We all know Mister Fearing – or, should I say
Brother and Sister Fearing, for in my church we call each other
'Brother' and 'Sister'. Every congregation has several, and most of
us try not to associate with them any more than we have to in fear
that some of their attitude might rub off on us – or, because we
feel they are not worthy of our attention. And, we certainly don't
try to help them – after all, they have to have a tremendous lack
of Faith and Courage – or a huge load of sins! - to be such fearing
people!

My reading of Bunyan's book slowed right down when
the story of Mister Fearing came up, mostly because I too am one of
the world's many Mister Fearings. Many has been the time that I've
been told it's because of a lack of Faith or a lack of testimony
that I am a Mister Fearing. The real reason for my membership in
the Fearing Family, however, was not diagnosed until I was
forty-three years old, when the doctors diagnosed me with chronic
depression; something I had suffered with all my life without
understanding what was wrong or why I felt that way. The level to
which my mind was worn down by stress and worry and the inability
to cope with life in general would make anyone fear life! Finally I
could work with the root cause instead of the symptoms, and now I
have the goal of someday trading in my Mister Fearing name badge
for one that reads a little more cheerful.

One of the first things I appreciate about Bunyan's
characterization of my new-found hero is that the author does not
condemn him, as so many “worthy” Christians tend to do with the
Brother and Sister Fearings they encounter. Instead, he commends
him for his courage, his long suffering, and even for his Faith.
Yes, John Bunyan believed that Mister Fearing had more faith and
courage than Mister Confidence! That gem of knowledge was like
water to a dry well when I read it – finally someone recognized
what we Mister Fearings go through to walk the same path as those
who claim there's nothing to fear!

Let's join Bunyan's narration and discover what it
takes to be a proper Brother or Sister Fearing.






Mister Fearing's Weaknesses

Mister Great-Heart, who is acting as guide and
bodyguard to Christina and her sons (an allegory of what all
ministers of the Gospel should be doing for their flock) meets up
with an old man named Honest, and they discuss other pilgrims they
have met and helped along the Strait and Narrow:

“Now, as they walked along together, the guide
[Great-Heart] asked the old gentleman [Honest] if he did not know
one Mr. Fearing, that came on pilgrimage out of his parts.

“HONEST: 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.

“GREAT-HEART: I perceive you
knew him, for you have given a very right character of him. ['you
have described him accurately'].

“HONEST: Knew him! I was a great
companion of his; I was with him most an end; when he first began
to think upon 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.

“HONEST: 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 intrusted with the conduct of such as he
was.” (THE PILGRIM'S PROGRESS,
John Bunyan (New York: Barnes and Noble Classics, 2005); all
quotations between these two characters are from pages 273-278;
information in brackets is for clarification; italics and
underlining added for emphasis. Spelling is the original
spelling.)

As both a priesthood leader and a fellow Mister
Fearing, this last sentence caught my eye – as a minister of the
Gospel, the Lord has entrusted into my keeping the Brother
and Sister Fearings within the scope of
my church calling with equal stewardship as he has the Brother and
Sister Confident and Self-Assured! The thought came to me that we
are not called just to shepherd the strong and mighty – we are
more-importantly called to extend a hand to those who appear weak
and in need.

“HONEST: 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. Every thing frightened him that
he heard any body speak of, if it had but the least appearance of
opposition in it. I heard that he lay roaring at the Slough of
Despond for above 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 hands.
He would
not go back again,
neither.”

Webster's 1828 English Dictionary defines 'despond'
as “To be cast down; to be depressed or dejected in mind; to fail
in spirits; to lose all courage, spirit or resolution; to sink by
loss of hope”. I find it remarkable that even though Mister Fearing
wallowed through the Slough of Despond for over a month, he refused
to go back to the City of Destruction; the starting place of all
Pilgrims as they journey to the great Celestial City – he would not
turn his back on his pilgrimage as he knew it was the right thing
to do, no matter how impossibly hard it appeared to be. He would
not give up. Right then and there Mister Fearing became my hero –
no matter how hard his desponding mind made the journey, he kept
his face toward Mount Zion and the Celestial City. Now that's
heroism!

Great-Heart continues:

“The Celestial City - he said he should die if
he came not to it; and yet he was dejected at every difficulty, and
stumbled at every straw that any body cast in his way. Well, after
he had lain at the Slough of Despond a great while, as I have told
you, one sunshiny 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
every where with him, or else he could never have been as he
was.”

Hmm – it was a sunshiny day on which Mister Fearing
finally crawled out of the Slough of Despond – could it be he
suffered from seasonal depression brought on my too much dark
weather? Could it have been a spiritual seasonal depression brought
on my too many days without spiritual light? Whichever it was,
Mister Fearing made it through and came to stand at the gate
through which the pilgrim enters into the Good Shepherd's
sheepfold; a gate with no handle – the pilgrim must call out for
the gate to be opened:

“So he came up to the gate… that stands at the
head of this way [the Strait
and Narrow], and there also he stood a good while before he would
venture to knock. When the gate was opened, he would give back, and
give place to others, and say that he was not worthy. 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.”

How many of us know someone who is too shy or too
scared to stand and offer a prayer or give a talk? They willingly
stand back and let others do precisely that when they don't think
they have the courage to do it. How many of us simply rush past
them instead of stopping, taking them by the hand, and literally
bringing them into the fold? Speaking as a lifetime member of the
Mister Fearing Association, I know that often a smile and an
extended hand is all that is needed to give courage to the average
Brother or Sister Fearing.

“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 shrunk 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 went on till he came out
to our house [Interpreter's House, where Great-Heart normally
served]; but as he behaved
himself at the gate, so he did at my Master the Interpreter’s door.
He lay there about in the cold a good while, before he would
adventure to call; yet he would not go
back…
”

Mister Fearing got up the courage to knock for
himself, but then he shrank back when the Good Shepherd opened the
gate – and we know it was the Good Shepherd Himself as He employs
no servants at that particular gate (2 Nephi 9:41, Book of Mormon).
We would all like to picture ourselves as strong and brave enough
to look the Good Shepherd in the eye and take his hand like a
fellow shepherd and march proudly through the gate – how comforting
it is to know that the Good Shepherd is willing to reach out and
help the Brother and Sister Fearings among us step through into His
sheepfold. Without the Brother and Sister Fearings of the world, we
would never learn that the Fearing Family is as valued and prized
by the Good Shepherd as the Confident Family.






“Never Give Up”

By the time I got this far in Great-Heart's account
of Mister Fearing's pilgrimage, the thing I noticed most was that
however afraid he got, Mister Fearing refused to “go back”; he
refused to give up. However afraid he may have been, he continued
on despite a fear that often crippled him. Let's think for a moment
of the Fearing members of our own congregations – the rest of us
naturally ignore them or don't even notice them to begin with, yet
they continue to come to church Sunday after Sunday and are the
first to put their names on a list for a service project – they
refuse to “go back” because they know what they are doing is right
and true. Oh, how we could all learn from these faithful,
courageous men and women; how many of us have missed out on
possibly-great lessons on faith and courage because we don't notice
or offer to help these silent members?

The lord Loves Him – and Her!

In Great-Heart's narration, Mister Fearing made his
way along the Strait and Narrow to Interpreter's House, where
pilgrims pause in their journey to begin to learn what we might
call the 'mysteries of godliness'. Here again he was too afraid to
knock – but he was courageous enough to not turn back. Great-Heart
continues:

“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
[frightened to tears]; 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 wonderful lovingly to him… 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.”

The Lord of the house sent his servants out into the
cold, dark world to retrieve a single soul too afraid to knock to
gain entrance, and then He tended the pilgrim Himself! How many of
us, as servants of a Lord who, as Bunyan expressed, has a special
love and tenderness for Brother and Sister Fearing, feel justified
in staying inside the warm, cozy house with the 'Ninety and Nine'
and expect the weak and the frightened One (Matthew 18:12, New
Testament) to come to us before we decide whether they are worthy
of our ministrations? Instead, we should be watching the actions of
our Lord and listen when he says to “Go, and do thou likewise.”
(Luke 10:37, New Testament)

“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… ”

Each of us, strong or weak; confident or scared,
have shepherds assigned to us by the Good Shepherd to help us along
the Strait and Narrow; He has never at any time expected us to trod
that path alone! Ministers and congregation members alike have the
'call' from the Lord to shepherd their neighbor. (Notice that we
have shepherds to guide us while at the same time we also act as
shepherds for others.) Additionally, it is worthy of note that we
do not get to pick and choose which pilgrims we will in turn
assist, for the Good Shepherd has commanded that we assist each and
every pilgrim we meet along the way.






What Mister Fearing Knows

With Great-Heart as his guide and guard, Mister
Fearing continued up the Strait and Narrow. There are, spaced along
the path, various scenes for the pilgrim to view and understand.
Great-Heart reported that -

“..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…
.”

Mister Fearing found cheer at the sight of the small
hill with both a cross and a sepulcher; symbols of Christ's
sacrifice for us. But while Brother and Sister State-the-Obvious
are busy explaining in Sunday School that this of course represents
Christ's sacrifice for our sins, Brother and Sister Fearing know
this is only a part of the story, for as Isaiah
explained,

“He is despised and rejected of men;

a man of sorrows, and acquainted with grief:

and we hid as it were our faces from him;

he was despised, and we esteemed him not.

Surely he hath borne our griefs, and carried our sorrows:

yet we did esteem him stricken, smitten of God, and
afflicted.

But he was wounded for our transgressions,

he was bruised for our iniquities:

the chastisement of our peace was upon him;

and with his stripes we are healed.”

(Isaiah 53:4-5, Old Testament)

As surely as He suffered for our sins and
transgressions, the Good Shepherd's atonement also covers for and
lifts from our shoulders our griefs, our sorrows, our secret fears,
and all other things that keep us from the Peace of His pastures.
This is what Mister Fearing understood and rejoiced at as he gained
cheer at that sight of the cross and the
sepulcher.






The Root of His Worry

“When he came to the Hill Difficulty, he made no
stick at that, nor did he much fear the lions: for you must know,
that his troubles were not about such things as these; his fear was
about his acceptance at last.”

Ah! The truth about Mister Fearing's fear may at
last be coming to light! He was afraid that the Great King of the
Celestial City may not accept one so low and unworthy as himself;
he feared that anything he did will never be good enough for him to
be welcomed into the Heavenly Courts – especially while he is busy
comparing himself to Brother Confidence, Brother Self-Assured,
Brother Never-Fear, and Brother Painted-On-Smile! Well, doesn't
that just destroy all our assumptions and
judgments?

We must remember that such fear keeps all honest
pilgrims on the Strait and Narrow and busy serving their fellow
travelers, as expressed many times in the Old
Testament:

“The fear of the LORD is the beginning of
wisdom” (Psalms
111:10)

“The fear of the LORD is the beginning of
knowledge: but fools despise wisdom and
instruction.” (Proverbs 1:7; see
also Proverbs 9:10)

“The fear of the LORD is the instruction of
wisdom; and before honour is humility.”
(Proverbs 15:33)

“Behold, the fear of the Lord, that is wisdom;
and to depart from evil is understanding.”
(Job 28:28)

“And wisdom and knowledge shall be the stability
of thy times, and strength of salvation: the fear of the LORD is
his treasure.” (Isaiah
33:6)

Where does such a fear lead the honest pilgrim? I
admit that as a child I was always taught the God loved me and I
was to love Him, and then as a teenager I was hit with the concept
of fearing Him and that this would be the foundation of all wisdom.
For decades this was never reconciled in my mind, but in Book One
of Pilgrim's Progress I found the answer. The pilgrim Christian is
talking with his companion Hopeful, and this is what's
said:

"HOPEFUL. 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.

"CHRISTIAN. Without all doubt it doth, if it be right; for so says
the word, “The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom.”

"HOPEFUL. How will you describe right fear?

"CHRISTIAN. 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 any thing that
may dishonor God, break its peace, grieve the Spirit, or cause the
enemy to speak reproachfully." (THE
PILGRIM'S PROGRESS, John Bunyan (New York: Barnes and Noble
Classics, 2005) page 168)

It is not specifically God the Father or the Son
whom we should fear; it is the great Plan of
Salvation!

"There is a law, irrevocably decreed in heaven
before the foundations of this world, upon which all blessings are
predicated - And when we obtain any blessing from God, it is by
obedience to that law upon which it is
predicated." (Doctrine &
Covenants 130:20-21)

"I, the Lord, am bound when ye do what I say;
but when ye do not what I say, ye have no
promise." ( Doctrine & Covenants
82:10)

God, our Heavenly Father, is bound by His own law
and by the covenants He makes with us to bless us when we obey and
to punish us when we do not obey. Although we look forward to his
rewards, we fear his punishments, and we translate that fear into
fearing God. This fear causes within us a realization of our sins -
it produces Guilt. Then, it drives us to seek the Savior and His
saving Grace. Then it builds in us a reverence for God and His
ways, building in us a fear to deviate to the left or to the right,
keeping us on that strait, narrow path that will bring us home to
God. If Fear does this, then it is a good thing.

The fruit of this fear can be expressed by this
ancient Psalm:



“Trust in the LORD with all thine heart;

and lean not unto thine own understanding.

In all thy ways acknowledge him,

and he shall direct thy paths.

Be not wise in thine own eyes:

fear the LORD, and depart from evil.

It shall be health to thy navel, and marrow to thy bones.”

(Proverbs 3:5-8, Old Testament)






Finding Joy in the Plan and Simple

Great-Heart went on to tell old Mister Honest about
how easily Mister Fearing found beauty in the plain and simple
places along the Strait and Narrow and how well he reacted to
them:

“I got him in at the house Beautiful… Also, when
he was in, I brought him acquainted with the damsels of the place;
but he was ashamed to make himself much in company. He desired much
to be alone; yet he always loved
good talk… He also loved
much to see ancient things [allegorical items representing gospel
principles], and to be
pondering them in his mind. He told me afterward, 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
as to ask.

“When we went also from the house Beautiful, down the hill, into
the Valley of Humiliation, he went down as well as ever I saw a man
in my life; for he cared not how mean [humble] he was, so he might
be happy at last. Yea, I think there was a kind of sympathy betwixt
that Valley and him; for I never saw him better in all his
pilgrimage than he was in that Valley.

“Here he would lie down, embrace the ground, and kiss the very
flowers that grew in this valley. He would now be up every morning
by break of day, tracing [roaming] and walking to and fro in the
valley.”

Each and every one of us should be able to find and
appreciate the plain, simple, and humble beauties of the Valley of
Humility as well as the 'ancient things' of the house called
Beautiful, yet often it is only those who have struggled through or
feared so much of life that are truly able to do
so.






His Trials are Different than
Yours

Next in the journey came the Valley of the Shadow of
Death, perhaps the most dreaded, horrifying of all places along the
pilgrim's path. It is full of monsters, hobgoblins, demons, and
even false and wicked priests. Yet, let's read Great-Heart's report
of just how empty the valley was of enemies as he guided Mister
Fearing though its depths:

“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 of 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.

“But this I took very great notice of, that this valley was as
quiet when we went through it, as ever I knew it before or since. I
suppose those enemies here had now a special check from our Lord,
and a command not to meddle until Mr. Fearing had passed over
it.”

How perfectly this illustrates Paul's teaching in
the New Testament:

“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, New
Testament)

The Heavenly King and his Son knew that the trials
going on in Mister Fearing's mind were so severe that he did not
need the added trials of those evil beings inhabiting that valley,
so he was one of the few pilgrims for which the Lord, in His wisdom
and infinite grace, cleared the path before him so he could pass
unhindered.

As a second witness to how the Lord lessens some
trials when our minds are such a great trial in and of themselves,
Great-Heart described Mister Fearing's final mortal moments as he
prepared to cross over the “river where was no bridge”
(death):

“… there again he was in a heavy [sad; fearful]
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 wetshod. When he was
going up to the gate [to the Celestial City], I began to take 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.”






A Choice Spirit

When all was said and done, what did Great-Heart
think of our Mister Fearing?

“GREAT-HEART: … He was a man of a choice
spirit, only he was always kept very low [humble], and that made
his life so burdensome to himself, and so troublesome to others. He
was, above many, tender of [sensitive to] 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.

“HONEST: But what should be the reason that such a good man should
be all his days so much in the dark?

“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. Now
Mr. Fearing was one that played upon the bass. He and his fellows
sound the sackbut [trumpet], whose notes are more doleful than the
notes of other music are: though indeed, some say, the bass is the
ground [foundation] of music. And for my part, I care not at all
for that profession which 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 there was the
imperfection of Mr. Fearing; he could play upon no other music but
this till towards his latter end…

“HONEST: He was a very zealous [engaged in an endeavor] man, as one
may see by the relation you have given of him. Difficulties, lions,
or Vanity Fair, he feared not at all; it was only sin, death, and
hell, that were to him a terror, because he had some doubts about
his interest in that celestial country.

“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.”

Impressed with the faith and courage of Mister
Fearing, one of the pilgrims hearing this story sang this
praise:


“Well, Master Fearing,
thou didst fear

Thy God, and wast afraid

Of doing any thing, while here,

That would have thee betrayed.

And didst thou fear the lake and pit?

Would others do so too!

For, as for them that want [lack] thy wit,

They do themselves undo.”






Conclusion

As I listened intently to President Eyring speak of
his association with President Hinkley and of being asked “Have you
helped the struggling?”, I was holding PILGRIM'S PROGRESS on my
lap, and I realized that if our beloved Mister Fearing was to be
written about by a modern writer, his name might have been more
accurately recorded as “Mister Struggling.” Or, Brother and Sister
Struggling.

Our Heavenly Father gave each of us
highly-individual challenges to deal with and overcome during this
mortal life; we cannot and should not all be the same person just
because we belong to the same church – no painted-on matching
smiles are required by our Heavenly Father! There are those who are
naturally full of cheer just as there are those who are naturally
full of fear or struggle. One soul is not better than the other;
each must lean to temper and utilize each emotion in its proper
time and place.

Fear does not have to be a hindrance to our journey
through life, but we much choose wisely on how we react to fear –
it can either stop all progress and make us turn and flee, or, as
in the case of Bunyan's Mister Fearing, it can actually act to make
us humble enough to develop the faith, the courage, and the
determination to go and do those things the Lord has called us to
do. It can teach us to lean upon the Lord and not trust our own
understanding.

The next time we are about to pass by the Brother
Fearings and the Sister Strugglings of our congregation, let us no
longer ignore them or allow them to remain hidden in a side pew;
let us take them by the hand and show them through our fellowship
how much the Lord loves them – for as the Prince of the Celestial
City has so perfectly explained, “Inasmuch as ye have done it unto
one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it unto me.”
(Matthew 25:40)










Eternal Homes Preview Pavilion


 

by Bruce T. Forbes, copyright 2011

——————————

In a complete unprecedented, ground-breaking move, the King
of the Celestial City and His Son have finally leased several acres
of prime pavilion ground at the Fair in the city of Vanity. Here is
the first report on this important story:

——————————

 

When Pilgrims enter the Wicket Gate, opened
personally by the Son of the King of the Celestial
City, to begin their long pilgrimage along the
Strait and Narrow Way, they really don't know how
literal He's speaking when He excuses Himself and goes ahead of
them, explaining that - “In my Father's house are many
mansions … I go to prepare a place for you.”

In His mercy and love, the King and His Prince has now prepared
a showroom of possible mansions for pilgrims to view while they
still have a chance to evaluate and make changes in their
pilgrimage so they might still obtain the mansion of their
choice.

After an extensive interview and as well as a review of the
Judge's book up to this point in their pilgrimage, the inquiring
Pilgrim can be driven by cart around the pavilion grounds to view
replicas of the possible mansions they have thus far earned. And
for some reason they don't always like what they see.

 

Faith-Alone
Fairway

 

Take, for instance, those who believe that Faith is all they
need – according to them, Works (or, 'Actions') to show
and prove their Faith aren't needed or required and are actually
some sort of sin. Guides from the Preview Pavilion escort these
Pilgrims down Faith Fairway, where they are able
to inspect some of the most beautiful foundations a building could
ever sit upon. There are, however, no buildings sitting on these
Faith-Alone foundations.

“By Faith, and not by Works, lest we should boast!” quotes many
a Pilgrim, insulted that they are to inherent but a foundation.

“Faith is a sure foundation,” explains the guide. “And without
it the house certainly can not stand. Works and Grace are
not the foundation, to be sure,” and the 'Faith-Only'
Pilgrims will nod, satisfied they are right. “But it's merely the
foundation upon which all else depends and
not the entire mansion. A foundation does not a building
make.”

Around these Faith-Alone foundations are beautiful fruit trees
that have yet to bear fruit, and considering where they're planted
probably never will. No one really knows what sort of trees they
are, for as the Great Prince explained, by their fruit ye shall
know them.

(It is of note that the Celestial Railroad, so
well described by the pilgrim Nathaniel Hawthorne, which allows
non-pilgrims to ride to the Celestial City in
comfort and ease and without any exertion on their own part, has
thrown a hedge up to keep its passengers from viewing this portion
of the meadow.)

 

Grace
Gardens

 

Other Pilgrims are shown Grace Gardens, a
beautiful housing area of firm (to be sure!) foundations of Faith -
upon which houses are built only of mortar with no bricks or stone
to give that mortar substance, meaning, or something to hold in
place.

“God's Grace – His love and blessings and nurture,” explains the
guide, “Is given to all who have faith in Him. But that Grace is
meant to lead the Pilgrim towards some sort of Action, through
which even more of God's grace will be poured out to strengthen the
whole.” Most guides will then point at these sad structures and
continue: “Without the bricks and stones of Action, Charity,
Obedience, and other Good Works, there's nothing for the mortar to
hold together and strengthen.”

 

Works-Alone
Lane

 

Equally sad is Works-Alone Way. These houses
are pretty much just piles of brick and stone with no mortar. Those
pilgrims who believe their actions are the one and only determining
factor in the mansion they inherit continue performing actions of
Charity and Obedience, but without recognizing that all they have
and will yet receive is due to His love and benevolence – by His
Grace – well, they spend eternity trying to understand why
the bricks and stones just won't stay standing and why the cold
winder winds whistle right through their house.

Without the fertilizing nourishment of God's love, the
Grace-Alone fruit trees are nearly as sad as those on
Faith-Alone Fairway– they do at least
bear fruit, but it never ripens into something that benefits
anyone.

 

——————

 

Custom Designed Homes

 

Did I mention that each and every mansion is custom-tailored to
they who inherit it? If the design and purpose of the model earned
by the Pilgrim simply isn't up to Celestial standards, the Pilgrim
is often sent back to the city of Vanity to inherit the house.
Others, not worthy of the enticingly-low standards prevalent in
Vanity but still not reaching Celestial standards, are forced to
pass by Zion's Hill and find a home on Settle-For-a-Lesser
Estate or even Missed the Mark Prairie,
where the land is so flat that they spend eternity without even
finding a hint of a mount upon which they might construct a
Could Have Been Scenic Viewpoint. And that, dear
one, would be Hell.

 

Leaning Towers of Paul,
Apollos, & Cephas – These three unique model homes were
designed specifically for those Pilgrims who, instead of basing
their faith on the King and His Son, base it instead on one of the
many guides sent to assist the Pilgrims – those who exclaimed: “I
am of Paul; and I of Apollos; and I of Cephas”. Such foundations,
missing that essential ingredient of Apostles and Prophets with
Christ as the Chief Cornerstone, simply don't have the strength to
stand tall and eventually begin to lean… and lean … and lean
to the point that only a warped, incorrect view of the King and His
Son is possible and even the Spirit of those two Divine Beings
cannot dwell there.

 

No-Help
Fortresses – Those pilgrims who were so determined to be
self-reliant that they wouldn't even help fellow pilgrims – after
all, “if I don't need help, then no one else should need help”; or;
“No one should have to depend on me for anything” - well, there's a
special line of homes for these pilgrims. Self-Reliant Forts are
square, low-lying homes with no windows or doors to the outside
world, but they do at lest have an atrium in the middle so
even when the owner goes outside he or she can still believe they
are the only person in the world. If they suddenly thought they
needed help with something, the lack of windows and doors to the
outside would save others from having to help those who refused
throughout their lifetime to help others.

 

'Look At Me!' Round
House – built on a carousel frame but with inertial
dampeners so residents feel no movement, the proud owner of this
home can spend eternity believing the world revolves around them.
Tentacle-like appendages that appear more like lawn hoses stretch
to their limit trying to snag the unwary passer-by to hold their
attention on the owner of the house, but fortunately they aren't
quite long enough to reach the sidewalk – the passerby must at
least stroll on to the lawn before being grabbed and held in place
to adore and worship they who live there.

 

Controlless
Tower – Those who've spent their pilgrimage time trying to
control others (for whatever reason) are rewarded with a control
tower-looking house from which they can continue issuing orders to
their heart's content. These homes come with extra-deep front yards
so those passing by or living next door are comfortably out of
hearing range. The loudspeakers installed in this marvel of a home
are only one-way – that orders from the King and His Prince can't
even penetrate and cause the owner to realize there's Someone they
need to be taking orders from.

 

Cactus Corner –
this unique neighborhood is composed of homes for those who
throughout their pilgrimage refused to comfort those in need of
comfort or mourn with those who were mourning. All interior
surfaces (to include the furniture) are composed of
one-hundred-percent organic material – cactus barbs, to be exact.
The owner of this home will be given the gift of a comfort-free
eternity.

 

Grudging Gift
Grove – by far the lowest quality buildings in all existence
are those waiting for Pilgrims who helped others but did so
grudgingly; those who obeyed the King's commandments because they
“had to” as opposed to because they “wanted to”. The King and His
Son have been very specific on this topic:“if he
offereth a gift … except he shall do it with real intent it
profiteth him nothing. For behold, it is not counted unto him for
righteousness. For behold, if a
man … giveth a gift … grudgingly … it is counted
unto him the same as if he had retained the gift; wherefore he is
counted evil before God.” The King will in fact
give back - very grudgingly - to these Pilgrims with as much
consideration as they gave to their fellow Pilgrims or to the King
Himself. Made mostly with scraps and throwaway materials from
other, nicer homes, these models would carry no guarantee in
another situation, but the King does in fact guarantee that these
poorly-constructed shacks will stand forever as a testament to the
owner's selfish, uncharitable attitude while on their
Pilgrimage.

 

Pride Palace –
Built as if a carnival House of Mirrors, the unique construction of
these homes reminds one of a house of cards – mirrored glass (so
the owner can forever admire themself) stacked like a house made of
playing cards. Don't breathe hard… But do recall that when
one thinks they know more than the Master Builder, He tends to
allow you to prove you foolishness.

 

Letter of the Law
Prison Houses – those who lived the letter of the law and
not the spirit of the law are rewarded with prison houses literally
of their own making. The Ten Commandments, for instance, are
set-in-stone, letter-of the-law commandments. But unless the
'spirit', or 'intent', of the law is applied,
then one never ascends from the stone foundations to the soaring
freedom of, for example, understanding and living the teachings of
the Sermon on the Mount, which is certainly an outline of the
'spirit of the law' as contained in the Ten Commandments.
Hence these stone prisons do have beautiful upper floors
with wide windows taking in breath-taking vistas of possibility and
opportunity … but the inhabitants of the lower floors
staunchly refuse to ascend the staircase that would get them
there.

 

'Round To It
Cul-de-Sac - The most unique area in this showroom complex
is the 'Round-To-It Cul-De-Sac, a dead-end street full of empty
lots – some have holes where digging for the foundations of the
homes were begun, but just as many are bare of even that much
effort. Placed by the sidewalks are beautiful display tables where
the owner of the lot proudly shows off the highly-detailed plans
for their future mansion. Unfortunately, the owner was so busy
planning and scheming that they never actually got around to those
acts that would cause the house to rise, so for eternity they will
be exclaiming “I'll get 'Round to it” And that's exactly what
they'll get – 'Round-To-It Cul-De-Sac.

 

——————

 

Perfection
Place

 

There are some pilgrims who visit the Eternal Homes Preview
Pavilion who are escorted to an area in which, from all physical
appearance, they do not belong. These peoples' outward
appearance certainly isn't perfect – their clothes are shabby as
they've usually given everything good they own to those with need.
Their feet are often bare and sore as someone else needed shoes so
they gave them their own. They're often hungry for the same
charitable reasons, and their canteens as dry as their parched,
cracked lips as someone else was thirsty. Their backs are sore from
sleeping on the floor while a weary stranger slept in their bed,
and there are telltale cracks in their fingernails where hammers
used in service to a neighbor with a leaky roof became far too
acquainted with their fingers and thumbs.

It seems odd that such ragamuffins are shown the palaces
showcased in the Perfection Place area,
intersected by Charity Crossing and
Endurance Avenue, but the King's wisdom is not
ours; His ways are not our ways. Built on firm foundations, these
amazing palaces have been built with sturdy, stronger-than granite
and more beautiful than even Carrera marble stones and bricks of of
Action, Charity, Obedience, and other Good Works, God's Grace the
mortar firmly holding each piece in place – a mortar freely given
by the Great King to those who have given so much of themselves in
the two-fold mission of 'Service to Mankind' and 'Worship of God'
(through obedience and service, I'm sure) throughout their entire
pilgrimage.

As magnificent as the exteriors are, the interiors defy
description, explanation, and reason. The visitor may at first
expect rooms of luxury and comfort, but are instead surprised that
the interior is (as with all the lesser houses) but a reflection of
the life lived while on Pilgrimage; a life that is but a rehearsal
for Eternity:

- Expansive dining rooms are continually set and ready that the
Lord and Lady of the house may continue feeding the hungry;

- Closets to rival department stores are in place so the naked and
destitute may continue to be cared for.

- Dispensaries for the care of the sick and hurt are equipped with
herbs, medicines, and other supplies that the Samaritan who
presides over the palace may continue to reach out to all those in
need.

- Chapels to rival anything known to men and women along the Strait
and Narrow are waiting for the Interpreters and
Porters and Great-Hearts of the
house to gather, bathe, and feast those who seek not only refuge
from the world but also seek the unity, cleansing, and nourishment
of a very Heavenly Father.

- In all the rooms of these palaces there are semi-intimate niches
and alcoves with soft, overstuffed sofas and lounges where the
master and mistress of the house can take someone in their arms (or
simply under their influence) and mourn with those that mourn and
comfort those who stand in need of comfort and stand as witnesses
of God at all times and in all things.

Speaking of Mr. Interpreter and Mr.
Porter – it is of note that they are but two of those who
were rewarded with such magnificent homes who chose - begged and
entreated, actually - that their homes be stationed outside the
Celestial City and along the Strait and Narrow so they might
continue to be of service to those coming along the same path they
so successfully traversed. Yes – the Palace
Beautiful and Interpreter's House, not to
mention Gaius' Inn and Mr. Mnason's
house, give Pilgrims but a small glimpse of their eternal
reward – that of worshiping a Gracious God for His love and grace
and that of continuing to serve others as Christ so amply continues
to serve all pilgrims who follow His invitation of “Follow me, and
I will make you fishers of men.”

The gardens and orchards and fields that surround these
celestial homes reflect the truth that one must give one's life in
service to earn an eternal life, for as the Prince taught, “Except
a corn [kernel] of wheat fall into the ground and die, it
abideth alone: but if it die, it bringeth forth much fruit. He that
loveth his life shall lose it; and he that hateth his life in this
world shall keep it unto life eternal.” (John 12:24-25)

 

The
Challenge

 

So, dear Pilgrims – remember this preview and begin working on
your eternal mansions now. Lay that firm foundation of
Faith in the words of the Apostles and Prophets and remember Christ
as the sure cornerstone. Stack those stones and bricks of Charity,
Obedience, and other Good Works so that the King Himself may mortar
them together with His matchless Grace – without which you are
building but a pile of rubble.

Yes – Live a life that fulfills the Master's challenge: “prove
[hebrew: investigate, examine, try] me now herewith, saith
the LORD of hosts, if I will not open you the windows of Heaven,
and pour you out a blessing, that there shall not be room enough to
receive it.”

 

—————

 

Dear Reader: Please write me with other model homes that I am
sure I missed, and I will write them up!










Part 3

Hymns from the current Latter-day Saint Hymnal for the weary
Pilgrim








#6 Redeemer of
Israel
William W. Phelps

Exodus 13:21-22; 1 Nephi 22:12



Redeemer of Israel, our only delight,

On whom for a blessing we call,

Our shadow by day and our pillar by night,

Our King, our deliv'rer, our all!



We know he is coming to gather his sheep

And lead them to Zion in love,

For why in the valley of death should they weep

Or in the lone wilderness rove?



How long we have wandered as strangers in sin,

And cried in the desert for thee!

Our foes have rejoiced when our sorrows they've seen,

But Israel will shortly be free.



As children of Zion, good tidings for us.

The tokens already appear.

Fear not, and be just, for the kingdom is ours.

The hour of redemption is near.



Restore, my dear Savior, the light of thy face;

Thy soul-cheering comfort impart;

And let the sweet longing for thy holy place

Bring hope to my desolate heart.



He looks! and ten thousands of angels rejoice,

And myriads wait for his word;

He speaks! and eternity, filled with his voice,

Re-echoes the praise of the Lord.

——————








#7 Israel, Israel, God Is
Calling
Richard Smyth

D&C 133:7-16



Israel, Israel, God is calling,

Calling thee from lands of woe.

Babylon the great is falling;

God shall all her tow'rs o'er throw.

Come to Zion, come to Zion

Ere his floods of anger flow.

Come to Zion, come to Zion!

Zion's walls shall ring with praise.



Israel, Israel, God is speaking.

Hear your great Deliv'rer's voice!

Now a glorious morn is breaking

For the people of his choice.

Come to Zion, come to Zion,

And within her walls rejoice.

Come to Zion, come to Zion!

Zion's walls shall ring with praise.



Israel, angels are descending

From celestial worlds on high,

And to man their pow'r extending,

That the Saints may homeward fly.

Come to Zion, come to Zion,

For your coming Lord is nigh.

Come to Zion, come to Zion,

For your coming Lord is nigh.



Israel! Israel! Canst thou linger

Still in error's gloomy ways?

Mark how judgement's pointing finger

Justifies no vain delays.

Come to Zion, come to Zion!

Zion's walls shall ring with praise.

Come to Zion, come to Zion!

Zion's walls shall ring with praise.

——————








#14 Sweet Is the Peace the Gospel
Brings
Mary Ann Morton

Psalm 119:165; Psalm 119:97-104


Sweet is the peace the
gospel brings

To seeking minds and true.

With light refulgent on its wings

It clears the human view.


Its laws and precepts
are divine

And show a Father's care.

Transcendent love and mercy shine

In each injuntion there.


Faithless tradition
flees its pow'r,

And unbelief gives way.

The gloomy clouds, which used to low'r,

Submit to reason's sway.


May we who know the
sacred Name

From every sin depart.

Then will the Spirit's constant flame

Preserve us pure in heart.


Ere long the tempter's
power will cease,

And sin no more annoy,

No wrangling sects disturb our peace,

Or mar our heartfelt joy.


That which we have in
part received

Will be in part no more,

For he in whom we all believe

To us will all restore.


In patience, then, let
us possess

Our souls till he appear.

On to our mark of calling press;

Redemption draweth near.

——————








#20 God of Power, God of
Right
 Wallace F. Bennett

Alma 26:35; Mosiah 5:15



God of power, God of right,

Guide us with thy priesthood's might.

Forge our souls in living fire;

Shape them to thy great desire.



God of wisdom, God of truth,

Take us in our eager youth;

Lift us step by step to thee

Thru an endless ministry.



God of mercy, God of love,

Let thy spirit like the dove,

Touch and humble, teach and bless,

As we serve in holiness.

——————








#29 A Poor Wayfaring Man of
Grief
 James Montgomery

Matthew 25:31-40; Mosiah 2:17


A poor wayfaring Man
of grief

Hath often crossed me on my way,

Who sued so humbly for relief

That I could never answer nay.

I had not pow'r to ask his name,

Where-to he went, or whence he came;

Yet there was something in his eye

That won my love; I knew not why.


Once, when my scanty
meal was spread,

He entered; not a word he spake,

Just perishing for the want of bread.

I gave him all; he blessed it, brake,

And ate, but gave me part again.

Mine was an angel's portion then,

For while I fed with eager haste,

The crust was manna to my taste.


I spied him where a
fountain burst

Clear from the rock; his strength was gone.

The heedless water mocked his thirst;

He heard it, saw it hurrying on.

I ran and raised the suff'rer up;

Thrice from the stream he drained my cup,

Dipped and returned it running o'er;

I drank and never thirsted more.


'Twas night; the
floods were out; it blew

A winter hurricane aloof.

I heard his voice abroad and flew

To bid him welcome to my roof.

I warmed and clothed and cheered my guest

And laid him on my couch to rest:

Then made the earth my bed, and seemed

In Eden's garden while I dreamed.


Stript, wounded,
beaten nigh to death,

I found him by the highway side.

I roused his pulse, brought back his breath,

Revived his spirit, and supplied

Wine, oil, refreshment—he was healed.

I had myself a wound concealed,

But from that hour forgot the smart,

And peace bound up my broken heart.


In prison I saw him
next, condemned

To meet a traitor's doom at morn.

The tide of lying tongues I stemmed,

And honored him 'mid shame and scorn.

My friendship's utmost zeal to try,

He asked if I for him would die.

The flesh was weak; my blood ran chill,

But my free spirit cried, "I will!"


Then in a moment to my
view

The stranger started from disguise.

The tokens in his hands I knew;

The Savior stood before mine eyes.

He spake, and my poor name he named,

"Of me thou hast not been ashamed.

These deeds shall thy memorial be;

Fear not, thou didst them unto me."

——————








#31 O God, Our Help in Ages
Past
 Isaac Watts

Psalms 90:1-2; 91:1-2; 48:14


O God, our help in
ages past,

Our hope for years to come,

Our shelter from the stormy blast,

And our eternal home.


Within the shadow of
thy throne,

Still may we dwell secure.

Sufficient is thine arm alone,

And our defense is sure.


Before the hills in
order stood,

Or earth received her frame,

From everlasting thou art God,

To endless years the same.


O God, our help in
ages past,

Our hope for years to come,

Be thou our guide while life shall last,

And our eternal home.

——————








#38 Come, All Ye Saints of
Zion
 (Originally titled 'Come All Ye Sons of
Zion')
William W. Phelps

Jeremiah 31:10-14; Isaiah 35:10, 52:7-10



Come, all ye Saints of Zion,

And let us praise the Lord;

His ransomed are returning,

According to his word.

In sacred song and gladness

They walk the narrow way,

And thank the Lord who brought them

To see the latter-day.



Come, ye dispersed of Judah,

Join in the theme and song

With harmony unceasing

The praises of our King,

Whose arm is now extended,

On which the world may gaze,

To gather up the righteous

In these the latter days.



Rejoice, rejoice, O Israel,

And let your joys abound!

The voice of God shall reach you

Wherever you are found

And call you back from bondage,

That you may sing his praise

In Zion and Jerusalem,

In these the latter-days.



Then gather up for Zion,

Ye Saints thru out the land,

And clear the way before you,

As God shall give command.

Tho wicked men and devils

Exert their pow'r, 'tis vain,

Since He who is eternal

Has said you shall obtain.

——————








#43 Zion Stands with Hills
Surrounded
 Thomas Kelly

1 Nephi 22:14-19; 1 Nephi 21:14; 20:10



Zion stands with hills surrounded

Zion, kept by pow'r divine.

All her foes shall be confounded,

Through the world in arms combine.

Happy Zion, Happy Zion,

What a favored lot is thine!



Ev'ry human tie may perish,

Friend to friend unfaithful prove,

Mothers cease their own to cherish,

Heav'n and earth at last remove.

But no changes, but no changes

Can attend Jehovah's love.



In the furnace God may prove thee,

Thence to bring thee forth more bright,

But can never cease to love thee;

Thou art precious in his sight.

God is with thee, God is with thee,

Thou shalt triumph in his might.

——————








#44 Beautiful Zion, Built
Above
 George Gill

Revelation 7:9-17; Revelation 21:2, 21-23



Beautiful Zion, built above;

Beautiful city that I love;

Beautiful gates of pearly white;

Beautiful temple—God its light;

He who was slain on Calvary

Opens those pearly gates to me.



Zion, Zion, lovely Zion;

Beautiful Zion;

Zion, city of our God!


Beautiful heav'n, where all is light;

Beautiful angels clothed in white;

Beautiful strains that never tire;

Beautiful harps thru all the choir;

There shall I join the chorus sweet,

Worshipping at the Savior's feet.



Beautiful crowns on ev'ry brow;

Beautiful palms the conq'rors show;

Beautiful robes the ransomed wear;

Beautiful all who enter there;

Thither I press with eager feet;

There shall my rest be long and sweet.

——————








#45 Lead Me into Life
Eternal
 John A. Widtsoe

Psalm 143:10; D&C 42:61



Lead me into life eternal

By the gospel's holy call.

Let thy promise rest upon me;

Grant me ready strength for all.



Father, all my heart I give thee;

All my service shall be thine.

Guide me as I search in weakness;

Let thy loving light be mine.



Hear me as I pray in meekness;

Let my strength be as thy day.

Give me faith, the greater knowledge;

Father, bless me as I pray.

——————








#46 Glorious Things of Thee Are
Spoken
 John Newton

Psalm 87:3; D&C 76:56-57, 66 (50-70)



Glorious things of thee are spoken,

Zion, city of our God!

He whose word cannot be broken

Chose thee for his own abode.

On the rock of ages founded,

What can shake our sure repose?

With salvation's wall surrounded,

Thou may'st smile on all thy foes.



See! the streams of living waters,

Springing from celestial love,

Well supply thy sons and daughters,

And all fear of doubt remove.

Round each habitation hov'ring,

See the cloud and fire appear

For a glory and a cov'ring,

Showing that the Lord is near.



Blest inhabitants of Zion,

Purchased by the Savior's blood;

Jesus, whom their souls rely on,

Makes them kings and priests to God.

While in love his Saints he raises,

With himself to reign as King,

All, as priests, his solemn praises

For thank off'rings freely bring.

—————








#65 Come, All Ye Saints Who Dwell on
Earth
 William W. Phelps

Luke 9:23; 2 Nephi 31:19-21



Come, all ye Saints who dwell on earth,

Your cheerful voices raise,

Our great Redeemer's love to sing,

And celebrate his praise,

Our great Redeemer's love to sing,

And celebrate his praise.



His love is great; he died for us.

Shall we ungrateful be,

Since he has marked a road to bliss,

And said, "Come, follow me,"

Since he has marked a road to bliss,

And said, "Come, follow me"?



The straight and narrow way we've found!

Then let us travel on,

Till we, in the celestial world,

Shall meet where Christ is gone,

Till we, in the celestial world,

Shall meet where Christ is gone.



And there we'll join the heav'nly choir

And sing his praise above,

While endless ages roll around,

Perfected by his love,

While endless ages roll around,

Perfected by his love.

—————








#68 A Mighty Fortress Is Our
God
 Martin Luther

2 Samuel 22:2-3; Psalm 18:1-2



A mighty fortress is our God,

A tower of strength ne'er failing.

A helper mighty is our God,

O'er ills of life prevailing.

He overcometh all.

He saveth from the Fall.

His might and pow'r are great.

He all things did create.

And he shall reign forevermore.

—————








#76 God of Our Fathers, We Come unto
Thee
 Charles W. Penrose

Psalm 119:10; D&C 14:7



God of our fathers, we come unto thee,

Children of those whom thy truth has made free.

Grant us the joy of thy presence today;

Never from thee let us stray!



Never! Never! Never from thee let us stray!

Ever! Ever! Ever to thee will we pray!


Grateful for all that thy bounty imparts,

Praises we offer with voices and hearts.

Life of our being, and sun of our day,

Never from thee let us stray!



Blest with the gifts of the gospel of peace,

Dwelling in Zion, whose light shall increase,

Led by the priesthood along the bright way

Never from thee let us stray!



Strengthened by thee for the conflict with sin,

Onward we'll press till life's battle we'll win;

Then in thy glory forever we'll stay

Never from thee will we stray!

——————








#83 Guide Us, O Thou Great
Jehovah
 William Williams

Exodus 13:21-22; D&C 45:57



Guide us, O thou great Jehovah,

Guide us to the promised land.

We are weak, but thou art able;

Hold us with thy pow'rful hand.

Holy Spirit, Holy Spirit,

Feed us till the Savior comes.

Feed us till the Savior comes.



Open, Jesus, Zion's fountains;

Let her richest blessings come.

Let the fiery, cloudy pillar

Guard us to this holy home.

Great Redeemer, Great Redeemer,

Bring, oh, bring the welcome day!

Bring, oh, bring the welcome day!



When the earth begins to tremble,

Bid our fearful thoughts be still;

When thy judgments spread destruction,

Keep us safe on Zion's hill,

Singing praises, Singing praises,

Songs of glory unto thee,

Songs of glory unto thee.

—————








#84 Faith of Our
Fathers
 Frederick W. Faber

1 Timothy 6:12; Jude 1:3



Faith of our fathers, living still,

In spite of dungeon, fire, and sword;

Oh, how our hearts beat high with joy

Whene'er we hear that glorious word.



Faith of our fathers, holy faith,

We will be true to thee till death!


Faith of our fathers, we will strive

To win all nations unto thee,

And thru the truth that comes from God,

Mankind shall then be truly free.



Faith of our fathers, we will love

Both friend and foe in all our strife,

And preach thee, too, as love knows how,

By kindly words and virtuous life.

——————








#85 How Firm a
Foundation
 attributed to various authors

Isaiah 41:10; 43:2-5; Helaman 5:12



How firm a foundation, ye Saints of the Lord,

Is laid for your faith in his excellent word!

What more can he say than to you he hath said,

Who unto the Savior for refuge have fled?



In ev'ry condition—in sickness, in health,

In poverty's vale or abounding in wealth,

At home or abroad, on the land or the sea

As thy days may demand, so thy succor shall be.



Fear not, I am with thee; oh, be not dismayed,

For I am thy God and will still give thee aid.

I'll strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee to stand,

Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand.



When through the deep waters I call thee to go,

The rivers of sorrow shall not thee o'erflow,

For I will be with thee, thy troubles to bless,

And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress.



When through fiery trials thy pathway shall lie,

My grace, all sufficient, shall be thy supply.

The flame shall not hurt thee; I only design

Thy dross to consume and thy gold to refine.



E'en down to old age, all my people shall prove

My sov'reign, eternal, unchangeable love;

And then, when gray hair shall their temples adorn,

Like lambs shall they still in my bosom be borne.



The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose

I will not, I cannot, desert to his foes;

That soul, though all hell should endeavor to shake,

I'll never, no never, no never forsake!

——————








#89 The Lord Is My
Light
 James Nicholson

Psalm 27:1; Isaiah 12:2



The Lord is my light; then why should I fear?

By day and by night his presence is near.

He is my salvation from sorrow and sin;

This blessed assurance the Spirit doth bring.



The Lord is my light;

He is my joy and my song.

By day and by night

He leads, he leads me along.


The Lord is my light; tho clouds may arise,

Faith, stronger than sight, looks up thru the skies

Where Jesus forever in glory doth reign.

Then how can I ever in darkness remain?



The Lord is my light; the Lord is my strength.

I know in his might I'll conquer at length.

My weakness in mercy he covers with pow'r,

And walking by faith, I am blest ev'ry hour.



The Lord is my light, my all and in all.

There is in his sight no darkness at all.

He is my Redeemer, my Savior, and King.

With Saints and with angels his praises I'll sing.

——————








#97 Lead, Kindly Light

John Henry Newman

Psalm 43:3; Psalm 119:133-35



Lead, kindly Light, amid th' encircling gloom;

Lead thou me on!

The night is dark, and I am far from home;

Lead thou me on!

Keep thou my feet; I do not ask to see

The distant scene—one step enough for me.



I was not ever thus, nor pray'd that thou

Shouldst lead me on.

I loved to choose and see my path; but now,

Lead thou me on!

I loved the garnish day, and, spite of fears,

Pride ruled my will. Remeber not past years.



So long thy pow'r hath blest me, sure it still

Will lead me on

O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till

The night is gone.

And with the morn those angel faces smile,

Which I have loved long since, and lost awhile!

——————








#99 Nearer, Dear Savior to
Thee
 Joseph L. Townsend

Psalm 145:18-20; D&C 88:63



Nearer, dear Savior, to thee,

Nearer, nearer to thee

Ever I'm striving to be

Nearer, yet nearer to thee!

Trusting, in thee I confide;

Hoping, in thee I abide.



Take, oh, take, and cherish me,

Nearer, dear Savior, to thee.


Nearer, dear Savior, to thee,

Nearer, nearer to thee

Proved by my trials, I'll be

Nearer, yet nearer to thee!

Humbly I come to thee now;

Earnest, I prayerfully bow.



Nearer, dear Savior, to thee,

Nearer, nearer to thee

Ever my anthem will be

Nearer, yet nearer to thee!

Loving thee, ever I pray,

Aid me thy will to obey.



Nearer, dear Savior, to thee,

Nearer, nearer to thee

Let me by holiness be

Nearer, yet nearer to thee!

When all my trials are done,

When my reward I have won.

—————








#101 Guide Me to Thee

Orson Pratt Huish

Alma 38:9; Psalm 48:14



Jesus, my Savior true,

Guide me to thee.

Help me thy will to do.

Guide me to thee.

E'en in the darkest night,

As in the morning bright,

Be thou my beacon light.

Guide me to thee.



Through this dark world of strife,

Guide me to thee.

Teach me a better life.

Guide me to thee.

Let thy redeeming pow'r

Be with me ev'ry hour.

Be thou my safety tow'r.

Guide me to thee.



When strife and sin arise,

Guide me to thee.

When tears bedim my eyes,

Guide me to thee.

When hopes are crushed and dead,

When earthly joys are fled,

Thy glory round me shed.

Guide me to thee.



When silent death draws near,

Guide me to thee.

Calm thou my trembling fear.

Guide me to thee.

Let me thy mercy prove.

Let thy enduring love

Guide me to heav'n above.

Guide me to thee.

—————








#102 Jesus, Lover of My
Soul
 Charles Wesley

Isaiah 25:4; Psalm 62:1-2, 7-8



Jesus, lover of my soul,

Let me to thy bosom fly,

While the nearer waters roll,

While the tempest still is high.

Hide me, O my Savior, hide,

Till the storm of life is past.

Safe into the haven guide;

Oh, receive my soul at last.



Other refuge have I none;

Hangs my helpless soul on thee.

Leave, oh, leave me not alone;

Still support and comfort me.

All my trust on thee is stayed;

All my help from thee I bring.

Cover my defenseless head

With the shadow of thy wing.

—————








#104 Jesus, Savior, Pilot
Me
 Edward Hopper

Mark 4:39-41; Psalm 48:14



Jesus, Savior, pilot me

Over life's tempestuous sea;

Unknown waves before me roll,

Hiding rock and treach'rous shoal.

Chart and compass came from thee:

Jesus, Savior, pilot me.



As a mother stills her child,

Thou canst hush the ocean wild;

Boist'rous waves obey thy will

When thou say'st to them, "Be still!"

Wondrous Sov'reign of the sea,

Jesus, Savior, pilot me.



When at last I near the shore,

And the fearful breakers roar

'Twixt me and the peaceful rest,

Then, while leaning on thy breast,

May I hear thee say to me,

"Fear not: I will pilot thee."

——————








108 & #316 The Lord Is My
Shepherd
 James Montgomery

Psalm 23; Isaiah 26:3-4



The Lord is my Shepherd; no want shall I know.

I feed in green pastures; safefolded I rest.

He leadeth my soul where the still waters flow,

Restores me when wand'ring, redeems when oppressed,

Restores me when wand'ring, redeems when oppressed.



Thru the valley and shadow of death though I stray,

Since thou art my Guardian, no evil I fear.

Thy rod shall defend me, thy staff be my stay.

No harm can befall with my Comforter near.

No harm can befall with my Comforter near.



In the midst of affliction my table is spread.

With blessings unmeasured my cup runneth o'er.

With perfume and oil thou anointest my head.

Oh, what shall I ask of thy providence more?

Oh, what shall I ask of thy providence more?

—————








#110 Cast Thy Burden upon the
Lord
 Julius Schubring

Psalm 55:22; Psalm 25:3



Cast thy burden upon the Lord,

And he shall sustain thee.

He never will suffer the righteous to fall.

He is at thy right hand.

Thy mercy, Lord, is great

And far above the heav'ns.

Let none be made ashamed

That wait upon thee.

——————








#116) Come, Follow Me

John Nicholson

Matthew 4:19; 2 Nephi 31:10-21



"Come, follow me," the Savior said.

Then let us in his footsteps tread,

For thus alone can we be one

With God's own loved, begotten Son.



"Come, follow me," a simple phrase,

Yet truth's sublime, effulgent rays

Are in these simple words combined

To urge, inspire the human mind.



Is it enough alone to know

That we must follow him below,

While trav'ling thru this vale of tears?

No, this extends to holier spheres.



Not only shall we emulate

His course while in this earthly state,

But when we're freed from present cares,

If with our Lord we would be heirs.



We must the onward path pursue

As wider fields expand to view,

And follow him unceasingly,

Whate'er our lot or sphere may be.



For thrones, dominions, kingdoms, pow'rs,

And glory great and bliss are ours,

If we, throughout eternity,

Obey his words, "Come, follow me."

—————








#118 Ye Simple Souls Who
Stray
 Charles Wesley

Alma 5:37-38; Revelation 1:5-6



Ye simple souls who stray

Far from the path of peace,

That lonely, unfrequented way

To life and happiness,

Why will ye folly love,

And throng the downward road,

And hate the wisdom from above,

And mock the sons of God?



Madness and misery

Ye count our life beneath,

And nothing great or good can see

Or glorious in our death.

But thru the Holy Ghost

We witness better things,

For he whose blood is all our boast

Has made us priests and kings.



Riches unsearchable

In Jesus' love we know,

And pleasures springing from the well

Of life our souls o'erflow.

As we seek heav'nly bliss,

Angels our steps attend,

And God himself our Father is,

And Jesus is our Friend.



With him we walk in white;

We in his image shine;

Our robes are robes of glorious light,

Our righteousness divine.

On all the kings of earth

With pity we look down;

And claim, in virtue of our birth,

A never fading crown.

—————








#121 I'm a Pilgrim, I'm a
Stranger
 Hans H. Petersen

Hebrews 11:13-16; Psalm 73:23-26



I'm a pilgrim, I'm a stranger

Cast upon the rocky shore

Of a land where deathly danger

Surges with a sullen roar,

Oft despairing, oft despairing,

Lest I reach my home no more.



Misty vapors rise before me.

Scarcely can I see the way.

Clouds of darkest hue hang o'er me,

And I'm apt to go astray

With the many, with the many

That are now the vulture's prey.



O my Father, I entreat thee,

Let me see thy beck'ning hand;

And when straying, may I meet thee,

Ere I join the silent band.

Guide me, Father, guide me, Father,

Safely to the promised land.

—————








#127 Does the Journey Seem
Long?
Joseph Fielding Smith

Alma 36:3; Hebrews 12:1-3



Does the journey seem long,

The path rugged and steep?

Are there briars and thorns on the way?

Do sharp stones cut your feet

As you struggle to rise

To the heights thru the heat of the day?



Is your heart faint and sad,

Your soul weary within,

As you toil 'neath your burden of care?

Does the load heavy seem

You are forced now to lift?

Is there no one your burden to share?



Let your heart be not faint

Now the journey's begun;

There is One who still beckons to you.

So look upward in joy

And take hold of his hand;

He will lead you to heights that are new.



A land holy and pure,

Where all trouble doth end,

And your life shall be free from all sin,

Where no tears shall be shed,

For no sorrows remain.

Take his hand and with him enter in.

—————








#217 Come, Let Us Anew

Charles Wesley

2 Timothy 4:7-8; Matthew 25:21 (14-30)



Come, let us anew our journey pursue,

Roll round with the year,

And never stand still till the Master appear.

His adorable will let us gladly fulfill,

And our talents improve

By the patience of hope and the labor of love,

By the patience of hope and the labor of love.



Our life as a dream, our time as a steam

Glide swiftly away,

And the fugitive moment refuses to stay;

For the arrow is flown and the moments are gone.

The millennial year

Presses on to our view, and eternity's here,

Presses on to our view, and eternity's here.



Oh, that each in the day of His coming may say,

"I have fought my way thru;

I have finished the work thou didst give me to do."

Oh, that each from his Lord may receive the glad word:

"Well and faithfully done;

Enter into my joy and sit down on my throne;

Enter into my joy and sit down on my throne."

—————








 

#219 Because I Have Been Given
Much
 Grace Noll Crowell

Jacob 2:17-19; Mosiah 18:27-28



Because I have been given much, I too must give;

Because of thy great bounty, Lord, each day I live

I shall divide my gifts from thee

With ev'ry brother that I see

Who has the need of help from me.



Because I have been sheltered, fed by thy good care,

I cannot see another's lack and I not share

My glowing fire, my loaf of bread

My roof's safe shelter overhead,

That he too may be comforted.



Because I have been blessed by thy great love, dear Lord,

I'll share thy love again, according to thy word.

I shall give love to those in need;

I'll show that love by word and deed:

Thus shall my thanks be thanks indeed.

—————








 

#221) Dear to the Heart of the
Shepherd
Mary B. Wingate

Luke 14:4-7 (JST, v. 4); 1 Peter 5:2-4



Dear to the heart of the Shepherd,

Dear are the sheep of his fold;

Dear is the love that he gives them,

Dearer than silver or gold.

Dear to the heart of the Shepherd,

Dear are his "other" lost sheep;

Over the mountains he follows,

Over the waters so deep.



… ..Out in the desert they wander,

… ..Hungry and helpless and cold;

… ..Off to the rescue he hastens,

… ..Bringing them back to the fold.



Dear to the heart of the Shepherd,

Dear are the lambs of his fold;

Some from the pastures are straying,

Hungry and helpless and cold.

See, the Good Shepherd is seeking,

Seeking the lambs that are lost,

Bringing them in with rejoicing,

Saved at such infinite cost.



Dear to the heart of the Shepherd,

Dear are the "ninety and nine";

Dear are the sheep that have wandered

Out in the desert to pine.

Hark! he is earnestly calling,

Tenderly pleading today:

"Will you not seek for my lost ones,

Off from my shelter astray?"



Green are the pastures inviting;

Sweet are the waters and still.

Lord, we will answer thee gladly,

"Yes, blessed Master, we will!

Make us thy true undershepherds;

Give us a love that is deep.

Send us out into the desert,

Seeking thy wandering sheep."

—————








#225 We Are Marching On to
Glory
 John M. Chamberlain

D&C 27:15-18; 1 Timothy 6:12



We are marching on to glory;

We are working for our crown.

We will make our armor brighter

And never lay it down.



We are marching, marching homeward

To that bright land afar.

We work for life eternal;

It is our guiding star.



Then day by day we are marching;

To heaven we are bound.

Each good act brings us nearer

That home where we'll be crowned.



Then, with the ransomed children

That throng the starry throne,

We will praise our Lord and Savior,

His pow'r and mercy own.

—————








#234 Jesus, Mighty King in
Zion
 John Fellows

Romans 6:3-6; D&C 76:51-52



Jesus, mighty King in Zion,

Thou alone our guide shall be.

Thy commission we rely on;

We will follow none but thee.



As an emblem of thy passion

And thy vict'ry o'er the grave,

We, who know thy great salvation,

Are baptized beneath the wave.



Fearless of the world's despising,

We the ancient path pursue,

Buried with the Lord and rising

To a life divinely new.

—————








#237 Do What Is Right

Anon

Deuteronomy 6:17-18; Helaman 10:4-5



Do what is right the daydawn is breaking,

Hailing a future of freedom and light.

Angels above us are silent notes taking

Of ev'ry action; then do what is right!



… ..Do what is right; let the consequence follow.

     Battle for freedom in spirit and
might;

… ..And with stout hearts look ye forth till tomorrow.

… ..God will protect you; then do what is right!



Do what is right; the shackles are falling.

Chains of the bondsmen no longer are bright;

Lightened by hope, soon they'll cease to be galling.

Truth goeth onward; then do what is right!



Do what is right; be faithful and fearless.

Onward, press onward, the goal is in sight.

Eyes that are wet now, ere long will be tearless.

Blessings await you in doing what's right!

—————








#239 Choose the Right

Joseph L. Townsend

Moroni 7:16-17; 2 Nephi 2:27-28



Choose the right when a choice is placed before you.

In the right the Holy Spirit guides;

And its light is forever shining o'er you,

When in the right your heart confides.



Choose the right! Choose the right!

Let wisdom mark the way before.

In its light, choose the right!

And God will bless you evermore.


Choose the right! Let no spirit of digression

Overcome you in the evil hour.

There's the right and the wrong to ev'ry question;

Be safe thru inspiration's pow'r.



Choose the right! There is peace in righteous doing.

Choose the right! There's safety for the soul

Choose the right in all labors you're pursuing;

Let God and heaven be your goal.

—————








#240 Know This, That Every Soul Is
Free
 Anon.

Helaman 14:30-31; 2 Nephi 10:23-24



Know this, that ev'ry soul is free

To choose his life and what he'll be;

For this eternal truth is giv'n:

That God will force no man to heav'n.



He'll call, persuade, direct aright,

And bless with wisdom, love, and light,

In nameless ways be good and kind,

But never force the human mind.



Freedom and reason make us men;

Take these away, what are we then?

Mere animals, and just as well

The beasts may think of heav'n or hell.



May we no more our pow'rs abuse,

But ways of truth and goodness choose;

Our God is pleased when we improve

His grace and seek his perfect love.

—————








#243 Let Us All Press
On
 Evan Stephens

D&C 6:33-37; 1 Nephi 22:15-17



Let us all press on in the work of the Lord.

That when life is o'er we may gain a reward;

In the fight for right let us wield a sword,

The mighty sword of truth.



Fear not, though the enemy deride;

Courage, for the Lord is on our side.

We will heed not what the wicked may say,

But the Lord alone we will
obey.

We will not retreat, though
our numbers may be few

When compared with the opposite host in view;

But an unseen pow'r will aid me and you

In the glorious cause of truth.



If we do what's right we have no need to fear,

For the Lord, our helper, will ever be near;

In the days of trial his Saints he will cheer,

And prosper the cause of truth.

—————








#244 Come Along, Come
Along
 Willliam Willes

D&C 121:41-42; Isaiah 55:3; 61:1



"Come along, come along" is the call that will win,

To lead us to virtue and keep us from sin;

Most men can be led, but few can be driv'n

In shunning perdition and striving for heav'n.



"Come along, come along" is the call that will win

In leading to virtue and keeping from sin;

"Come along, come along" is the call that will win

In leading to virtue and keeping from sin.



"Come to me, come to me" sweetly falls on the ear,

The word of the Lord full of comfort and cheer,

To bind up the broken, the captive set free,

In the good time that's coming, we hope soon to see.



Let us govern by kindness and never by force,

All cheering and bright, like the sun in its course;

Obedience will spring from each heart with a bound,

And brotherhood flourish the wide world around.

—————








#246 Onward, Christian
Soldiers
 Sabine Baring-Gould

Deuteronomy 31:6; 2 Timothy 2:3



Onward, Christian soldiers! Marching as to war,

With the cross of Jesus Going on before.

Christ, the royal Master, Leads against the foe;

Forward into battle, See his banners go!



Onward, Christian soldiers! Marching as to war,

With the cross of Jesus Going on before.


At the sign of triumph Satan's host doth flee;

On, then Christian soldiers, On to victory.

Hell's foundations quiver At the shout of praise;

Brothers, lift your voices, Loud your anthems raise.



Like a mighty army Moves the Church of God;

Brothers, we are treading Where the Saints have trod.

We are not divided; All one body we:

One in hope and doctrine, One in charity.



Onward, then, ye people; Join our happy throng.

Blend with ours your voices In the triumph song:

Glory, laud, and honor Unto Christ, the King.

This through countless ages Men and angels sing.

—————








#250 We Are All
Enlisted
 Anon.

2 Timothy 2:3, 4:7-8; Ephesians 6:10-18



We are all enlisted till the conflict is o'er;

Happy are we! Happy are we!

Soldiers in the army, there's a bright crown in store;

We shall win and wear it by and by.

Haste to the battle, quick to the field;

Truth is our helmet, buckler, and shield.

Stand by our colors; proudly they wave!

We're joyfully, joyfully marching to our home.



We are all enlisted till the conflict is o'er;

Happy are we! Happy are we!

Soldiers in the army, there's a bright crown in store;

We shall win and wear it by and by.


Hark! the sound of battle sounding loudly and
clear;

Come join the ranks! Come join the ranks!

We are waiting now for soldiers; who'll volunteer?

Rally round the standard of the cross.

Hark! 'tis our Captain calls you today;

Lose not a moment, make no delay!

Fight for our Savior; come, come away!

We're joyfully, joyfully marching to our home.



Fighting for a kingdom, and the world is our foe;

Happy are we! Happy are we!

Glad to join the army, we will sing as we go;

We shall gain the vict'ry by and by.

Dangers may gather—why should we fear?

Jesus, our Leader, ever is near.

He will protect us, comfort, and cheer.

We're joyfully, joyfully marching to our home.

—————








#251 Behold! A Royal
Army
 Fanny J. Crosby

2 Timothy 2:3, 22; D&C 104:82



Behold! A royal army, With banner, sword, and shield,

Is marching forth to conquer On life's great battlefield.

Its ranks are filled with soldiers, United, bold, and strong,

Who follow their Commander And sing their joyful song:



Victory, victory,

Thru him that redeemed us!

Victory, victory,

Thru Jesus Christ, our Lord!

Victory, victory, victory,

Thru Jesus Christ, our Lord!


And now the foe advancing, That valiant host
assails,

And yet they never falter; Their courage never fails.

Their Leader calls, "Be faithful!" They pass the word along;

They see his signal flashing And shout their joyful song:



Oh, when the war is ended, When strife and conflicts cease,

When all are safely gathered Within the vale of peace,

Before the King eternal, That vast and mighty throng

Shall praise his name forever, And this shall be their song:

—————








#258 O Thou Rock of Our
Salvation
 Joseph L. Townsend

Helaman 5:12; Psalm 62:1-2



O thou Rock of our salvation,

Jesus, Savior of the world,

In our poor and lowly station

We thy banner have unfurled.



Gather round the standard bearer;

Gather round in strength of youth.

Ev'ry day the prospect's fairer

While we're battling for the truth.


We a war 'gainst sin are waging;

We're contending for the right.

Ev'ry day the battle's raging;

Help us, Lord, to win the fight.



Onward, onward, we'll be singing

As we're marching firm and true,

Each succeeding battle ringing,

Earnest of what we can do.



When for all that we've contended,

When the fight of faith we've won,

When the strife and battle's ended,

And our labor here is done,



Then, O Rock of our salvation,

Jesus, Savior of the world,

Take us from our lowly station;

Let our flag with thee be furled.

—————








#259 Hope of Israel

Joseph L. Townsend

Ephesians 6:10-18; 2 Nephi 28:7-8, 20-28



Hope of Israel, Zion's army,

Children of the promised day,

See, the Chieftain signals onward,

And the battle's in array!



Hope of Israel, rise in might

With the sword of truth and right;

Sound the war cry, "Watch and pray!"

Vanquish ev'ry foe today.


See the foe in countless numbers,

Marshaled in the ranks of sin.

Hope of Israel, on to battle;

Now the vict'ry we must win!



Strike for Zion, down with error;

Flash the sword above the foe!

Ev'ry stroke disarms a foeman;

Ev'ry step we conq'ring go.



Soon the battle will be over;

Ev'ry foe of truth be down.

Onward, onward, youth of Zion;

Thy reward the victor's crown.

—————








#260 Who's on the Lord's
Side?
 Hannah Last Cornaby

Exodus 32:26; Joshua 24:15, 24



Who's on the Lord's side? Who?

Now is the time to show.

We ask it fearlessly:

Who's on the Lord's side? Who?

We wage no common war,

Cope with no common foe.

The enemy's awake;

Who's on the Lord's side? Who?



Who's on the Lord's side? Who?

Now is the time to show.

We ask it fearlessly:

Who's on the Lord's side? Who?


We serve the living God,

And want his foes to know

That, if but few, we're great;

Who's on the Lord's side? Who?

We're going on to win;

No fear must blanch the brow.

The Lord of Hosts is ours;

Who's on the Lord's side? Who?



The stone cut without hands

To fill the earth must grow.

Who'll help to roll it on?

Who's on the Lord's side? Who?

Our ensign to the world

Is floating proudly now.

No coward bears our flag;

Who's on the Lord's side? Who?



The pow'rs of earth and hell

In rage direct the blow

That's aimed to crush the work;

Who's on the Lord's side? Who?

Truth, life, and liberty,

Freedom from death and woe,

Are stakes we're fighting for;

Who's on the Lord's side? Who?

—————








#274 The Iron Rod

Joseph L. Townsend

1 Nephi 15:23-25; 1 Nephi 8; 12:17



To Nephi, seer of olden time,

A vision came from God,

Wherein the holy word sublime

Was shown an iron rod.



Hold to the rod, the iron rod;

Tis strong, and bright, and true.

The iron rod is the word of God;

'Twill safely guide us through.



While on our journey here below,

Beneath temptation's pow'r,

Through mists of darkness we must go,

In peril ev'ry hour.



And when temptation's pow'r is nigh,

Our pathway clouded o'er,

Upon the rod we can rely,

And heaven's aid implore.



And hand o'er hand, the rod along,

Through each succeeding day,

With earnest prayer and hopeful song,

We'll still pursue our way.



Afar we see the golden rest

To which the rod will guide,

Where, with the angels bright and blest,

Forever we'll abide.

—————








#286 Oh, What Songs of the
Heart
 Joseph L. Townsend

D&C 76:58-66, 70; 1 Corinthians 2:9



Oh, what songs of the heart

We shall sing all the day,

When again we assemble at home,

When we meet ne'er to part

With the blest o'er the way,

There no more from our loved ones to roam!

When we meet ne'er to part,

Oh, what songs of the heart

We shall sing in our beautiful home.



Tho our rapture and bliss

There's no song can express,

We will shout, we will sing o'er and o'er,

As we greet with a kiss,

And with joy we caress

All our loved ones that passed on before;

As we greet with a kiss,

In our rapture and bliss,

All our loved ones that passed on before.



Oh, the visions we'll see

In that home of the blest,

There's no word, there's no thought can impart,

But our rapture will be

All the soul can attest,

In the heavenly songs of the heart;

But our rapture will be

In the vision we'll see

Best expressed in the songs of the heart.



Oh, what songs we'll employ!

Oh, what welcome we'll hear!

While our transports of love are complete,

As the heart swells with joy

In embraces most dear

When our heavenly parents we meet!

As the heart swells with joy,

Oh, what songs we'll employ,

When our heavenly parents we meet!

—————








#292 O My Father
 Eliza
R. Snow

Romans 8:16-17; Acts 17:28-29 (22-31)



O my Father, thou that dwellest

In the high and glorious place,

When shall I regain thy presence

And again behold thy face?

In thy holy habitation,

Did my spirit once reside?

In my first primeval childhood,

Was I nurtured near thy side?



For a wise and glorious purpose

Thou hast placed me here on earth

And withheld the recollection

Of my former friends and birth;

Yet ofttimes a secret something

Whispered, "You're a stranger here,"

And I felt that I had wandered

From a more exalted sphere.



I had learned to call thee Father,

Thru thy Spirit from on high,

But, until the key of knowledge

Was restored, I knew not why.

In the heav'ns are parents single?

No, the thought makes reason stare!

Truth is reason; truth eternal

Tells me I've a mother there.



When I leave this frail existence,

When I lay this mortal by,

Father, Mother, may I meet you

In your royal courts on high?

Then, at length, when I've completed

All you sent me forth to do,

With your mutual approbation

Let me come and dwell with you.

—————








#301 I Am a Child of
God
Naomi W. Randall

Psalm 82:6; Mosiah 4:15; D&C 14:7



I am a child of God, And he has sent me here.

Has given me an earthly home With parents kind and dear.



Lead me, guide me, walk beside me,

Help me find the way.

Teach me all that I must do

To live with him some day.


I am a child of God, And so my needs are great;

Help me to understand his words Before it grows too late.



I am a child of God, Rich blessings are in store;

If I but learn to do his will I'll live with him once more.



I am a child of God, His promises are sure.

Celestial glory shall be mine if I can but endure.

—————








#302 I Know My Father
Lives
 Reid N. Nibley

Moroni 10:5; Abraham 3:22-28



I know my Father lives And loves me too.

The spirit whispers this to me And tells me it is true,

And tells me it is true.



He sent me here to earth, By faith to live his plan.

The spirit whispers this to me And tells me that I can,

And tells me that I can.

—————








#303 Keep the
Commandments
 Barbara A. McConochie

Mosiah 2:22; D&C 59:23



Keep the commandments; keep the commandments!

In this there is safety; in this there is peace.

He will send blessings; he will send blessings.

Words of a prophet: Keep the commandments.

In this there is safety and peace.

—————








#308 Love One Another

Luacine Clark Fox

John 13:34-35; 1 John 4:11



As I have loved you, Love one another.

This new commandment: Love one another.

By this shall men know Ye are my disciples,

If ye have love One to another.

—————








#309 As Sisters in Zion

Emily H. Woodmansee

Galatians 6:2, 9-10; D&C 11:12-14



As sisters in Zion, we'll all work together;

The blessings of God on our labors we'll seek.

We'll build up his kingdom with earnest endeavor;

We'll comfort the weary and strengthen the weak.



The errand of angels is given to women;

And this is a gift that, as sisters, we claim:

To do whatsoever is gentle and human,

To cheer and to bless in humanity's name.



How vast is our purpose, how broad is our mission,

If we but fulfill it in spirit and deed.

Oh, naught but the spirit's divinest tuition

Can give us the wisdom to truly succeed.

—————








#319 Ye Elders of
Israel
 Cyrus H. Wheelock

D&C 133:7-9, 14; D&C 75:2-5



Ye elders of Israel, come join now with me

And seek out the righteous, where'er they may be

In desert, on mountain, on land, or on sea

And bring them to Zion, the pure and the free.



O Babylon, O Babylon, we bid thee farewell;

We're going to the mountains of Ephraim to dwell.


The harvest is great, and the lab'rers are few;

But if we're united, we all things can do.

We'll gather the wheat from the midst of the tares

And bring them from bondage, from sorrows and snares.



We'll go to the poor, like our Captain of old,

And visit the weary, the hungry, and cold;

We'll cheer up their hearts with the news that he bore

And point them to Zion and life evermore.

—————








#232 & #324 Rise Up, O Men of
God
 William Pierson Merrill

1 Timothy 6:11-12; D&C 4:2



Rise up, O men of God!

Have done with lesser things.

Give heart and soul and mind and strength

To serve the King of Kings.



Rise up, O men of God,

In one united throng.

Bring in the day of brotherhood

And end the night of wrong.



Rise up, O men of God!

Tread where his feet have trod.

As brothers of the Son of Man,

Rise up, O men of God!

—————








#335 Brightly Beams Our Father's
Mercy
 Philip Paul Bliss

D&C 18:10-16; 1 John 2:10



Brightly beams our Father's mercy

From his lighthouse evermore,

But to us he gives the keeping

Of the lights along the shore.



Let the lower lights be burning;

Send a gleam across the wave.

Some poor fainting, struggling seaman

You may rescue, you may save.



Dark the night of sin has settled;

Loud the angry billows roar.

Eager eyes are watching, longing,

For the lights along the shore.



Trim your feeble lamp, my brother;

Some poor sailor, tempest tossed,

Trying now to make the harbor,

In the darkness may be lost.
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Glossary & Concordance








A


Aaron, Lance
of - see
Armor of
God;
Interpreter's
House.

Acropolis
– see Pryde
Park.

Action(s)
– see
Difficulty,
Hill; Works.

Addiction
Entrance – see
Wide Realm of
Sports.

Adulterer’s
Arroyo -
see Vanity.

Albert (Al)
Chohol –
see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Angels
– see Shining
Ones.

Antagonist
– 1) one that contends with or opposes another; 2)
see Vanity.

Apathetic
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

Apathy
– see Iron
Rod.

Apes
- mimics; makes an imitation of

Apollyon
– see Transgression, Slopes
of. Also known as 'the
Destroyer', the name is the Greek form of
the Hebrew 'Abaddon', meaning 'Destroyer'. In Christian lore he is
the angel of the bottomless pit and thus one of the main generals
under Satan. In 'Pilgrim's Progress' Book
1 he claims to be the Prince and God of the city of
Destruction.
He is sent by the
Fallen
Angel to gather back pilgrims
who've escaped them and are trying to continue their pilgrimage. He
is also one of the founders of the Fair in the city
of Vanity.

Apostasy, City
of - see
Dark
Lands.

Apostasy Roller
Coaster –
see Pryde
Park.

Appearance
Lane – see
Pryde
Park.

Appearance
Place - see
Vanity.

Appetite
Avenue -
see Vanity.

Arbor
– a gazebo, often covered over with flowering
plants

Arbor of
Inactivity –
see Difficulty,
Hill.

Argument, Sword
of – see
Ill-favored
Beings.

Armor of
God - After reading
various translations of Ephesians 6:10-20, I've titled the armor
pieces as follows: — Belt (loins girded with) of Truth; —
Breastplate of Integrity (Righteousness); — Shoes of the Gospel of
Peace (gives firm footing); — Shield of Faith; — Helmet of
Salvation; — Sword of Truth / Sword of the Spirit (Many Old
Testament and Doctrine & Covenants passages speak of Truth as
being a two-edged sword.)

Other passages concerning heavenly armor include: Romans 13:12:
“The night is far spent, the day is at hand: let us therefore cast
off the works of darkness, and let us put on the armour of light.”
Doctrine & Covenants 49:27-28: “Behold, I will go before you
and be your rearward; and I will be in your midst, and you shall
not be confounded. Behold, I am Jesus
Christ, and I come quickly.” (This is why
there is no back armor.) Doctrine &
Covenants 88:125: “And above all things, clothe yourselves with the
bond of charity, as with a mantle, which is the bond of perfectness
and peace.”

Besides these pieces, a Pilgrim is also given a
'Lance of Aaron' - a shepherd's rod (also called a scepter), given
at the Interpreter's House, which marks the commissioning of a
Pilgrim to the status of a Shepherd; reference to Doctrine &
Covenants 121:46: “The Holy Ghost shall be thy constant companion,
and thy scepter an unchanging scepter of righteousness and truth;
and thy dominion shall be an everlasting dominion, and without
compulsory means it shall flow unto thee forever and
ever.”

At the Palace Beautiful,
where Pilgrims are further commissioned to be
Watchmen,
they are also given a trumpet for calling other
Watchmen
to their assistance; further proof that we do not make
our pilgrimage all on our own.

Interestingly enough, in “The Holy War”, Bunyan
outlines the Enemy's armor:


“1. My helmet, otherwise called an head-piece, is in hope of doing well at last, what lives soever you live.  This is that which they had who said, that they should have peace, though they walked in the wickedness of their heart, to add drunkenness to thirst… 
“2. My breastplate is a breastplate of iron.  I had it forged in mine own country, and all my soldiers are armed therewith.  In plain language, it is a hard heart, a heart as hard as iron, and as much past feeling as a stone..
“3. My sword is a tongue that is set on fire of hell, and that can bend itself to speak evil of Shaddai, his Son, his ways, and people..
“4. My, shield is unbelief… 
“5. Another part or piece…  is a dumb and prayerless spirit… ”


Arrogant
– see Three
Sleepers.

Atonement
– from the LDS 'Guide to
the Scriptures': As used in the
scriptures, to atone is to suffer the penalty for an act of sin,
thereby removing the effects of sin from the repentant sinner and
allowing him to be reconciled to God. Jesus Christ was the only one
capable of making a perfect atonement for all mankind. He was able
to do so because of his selection and foreordination in the Grand
Council before the world was formed (Ether 3:14; Moses 4:1–2;
Abraham 3:27), his divine Sonship, and his sinless life. His
atonement included his suffering for the sins of mankind in the
Garden of Gethsemane, the shedding of his blood, and his death and
subsequent resurrection from the grave (Isaiah 53:3–12; Mosiah
3:5–11; Alma 7:10–13). Because of the Atonement, all people will
rise from the dead with immortal bodies (1 Corinthians 15:22). The
Atonement also provides the way for us to be forgiven of our sins
and live forever with God. But a person who has reached the age of
accountability and received the law can receive these blessings
only if he has faith in Jesus Christ, repents of his sins, receives
the ordinances of salvation, and obeys the commandments of God.
Those who do not reach the age of accountability and those without
the law are redeemed through the Atonement (Mosiah 15:24–25; Moroni
8:22). The scriptures clearly teach that if Christ had not atoned
for our sins, no law, ordinance, or sacrifice would satisfy the
demands of justice, and man could never regain God's presence (2
Nephi 2; 9).

Avarice
- greed; covetness
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  Balance
beams – see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Bank
Rupt – see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Beautiful,
Palace - Upon the top of
the Hill Difficulty
and past the lions
and the man Persecutor,
the Pilgrims comes to the gatehouse to a very beautiful estate,
which is staffed by Mr. Watchful, who shouts his encouragement to
Pilgrims to brave the lions,
telling them they cannot step foot on the Path. As the Pilgrims
brave the lions
and enter he gatehouse, he accompanies them to the
Palace Beautiful and presents them to the maidservants Humble-Mind,
Discretion, Wisdom, Devotion, Charity, who preside over the
palace. Saint,
Stranger,
Experience,
and Repentant
are shown to the chamber called Peace to sleep for the
night, the same chamber in which their fathers and grandparents
were housed. Saint
and Stranger
become sick that night from the fruit hanging over the
Wall of Salvation
from Beelzebub's
gardens; they are healed with the Cup of the Tears of
the Contrite and the Plate of Fruit Meet for Repentance. The next
day they spend the day in the vast library where the acts of
Pilgrims before them are recorded. The next day Mr. Watchful takes
them to the upper rooms of the palace where he discovers
what Mysteries of
Godliness they know and they
discuss them in greater detail, including the truth that the
Godhead is a quorum
and not a single individual with three manifestations.
They learn the nature and relationship of God, angels, and mankind
as well as the purpose of coming into mortality and facing the
challenges and lesson we learn here. They learn that the Fall of
Adam and Eve was a progressive step in our earthly sojourn and that
the Atonement was pre-planned to follow the Fall. They learn that
there are various degrees of eternal reward, according to what
we've earned during mortality, and from a balcony high in the
palace they see the Delectable
Mountains and the light of
the Celestial City
beyond. They are commissioned to be
Watchmen
and are given those pieces of the
Armor of
God they do not yet have as well
as a Watchman's trumpet.

Beelzebub / castle and
orchard … In
Christian lore, he is one of the chief devils working under the
direction of Satan himself. In Pilgrim's Progress his castle and
properties are separated from the pilgrim's route by a stone wall
(Salvation), and when the pilgrim knocks at the
gate,
Beelzebub's minions climb the wall and shoot arrows at them, while
his wolves howl to scare them away from the gate - and from their
pilgrimage to the Celestial
City. He is also identified as a
founder and chief lord of Fair in the town of
Vanity.

Between the Gate
and the Interpreter's
House, the pilgrim follows the
wall called Salvation,
which divides the Strait and Narrow
from
Beelzebub's estate. Along
this wall is the Devil's Garden, which includes fruit trees that
hang over the wall and tempt pilgrims to eat. One of
Christina's
sons did just that, but he was fine until they reached the
palace Beautiful,
where he took sick. With loving ministrations and hefty doses of
medicine they were restored to health. Scholars see these trees as
an evil equivalent to the Tree of Life
that is in the Celestial City
as well as the Tree of Knowledge of Good and Evil,
which was in the Garden of Eden.

BethEl
– see Humility, Depths
of.

Beulah, Land of / Great River
/ River of Death – the
Land of Beulah is little touched upon in this volume but played a
large role in Bunyan's originals. This is the final, joyful resting
place for Pilgrims. They waited here in Peace and Rest until a
summons came for them to enter the
Celestial
City. Gardeners grew fruits for
their pleasure, and children served them, especially in providing
pavilions in which they could rest. When the summons came they had
to cross the river, Bunyan's symbol of death, they made the far
shore without the physical body and its ailments. From there they
climbed Mount Zion
and presented themselves – and their parchment scroll
containing their commission – to gain entrance in to the
City. Saint
and Stranger
were overjoyed that two
Shining
Ones were waiting on the far shore
of he river to assist them, and were again overjoyed to discover it
was Experience
and Repentant.

Blind-to-Truth
- see Vanity.

Blindman's
ditches –
see Valley of the Shadow of
Death.

Bodily
Boulevard -
see Vanity.

Bogs
– see Iron
Rod.

Book,
King's – the holy scriptures. In the
beginning it is the Holy Bible, but as the Swords of Truth shine on
it, it also represents the Book or Mormon and the Doctrine &
Covenants.

Bridegroom
– see Feast of the
Bridegroom;
Jesus
Christ.

Bridegroom, Feast
of – see
Celestial
City.

Broad Way,
the – see
Pryde
Park.

Bully
Boulevard –
see Pryde
Park.
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  Candles
– see Celestial
City.

Carnal
Principles –
see Natural
Men.

Casino
'Dare-You' –
see Pryde
Park.

Cauldron of
Cleanliness –
see Iron
Rod.

Casualness
Causeway –
see Pryde
Park.

Celestial
City – home and capitol
of the Great King;
sits upon Mount Zion;
the goal of all earnest Pilgrims. Bunyan
never took the reader through the gates of the Celestial City, but
I tried it out – with the understanding that the reader is smart
enough to understand that it is fiction for the sake of the story –
if in some future life I discover I got something right I will be
pleased. The Feast of the Bridegroom is heavily based on the Grail
legends, something for which I do not apologize – as I studied the
Grail legends this whole scene came to me, so I used it. The entire
procession, including the candles, chalice, platter, and the shroud
are from said legends although lightly modified for this setting.
Even the fact that Saint and Stranger had to initiate questions and
interpretations is from said legends.

Much of the presenting of the Pilgrim into the
King's presence for final judgment is from my own mind's eye and
based on what I suppose it might be like, including the presenting
of the then-glorified Pilgrim at the Tree of
Life.

Chalice
– see Celestial
City.

Charity
– See
Faith/Hope/Charity;
Works
(Actions). 1) Godly, Christ-like
love for all beings; 2) Those acts of kindness
and service carried out by pilgrims which show their love for God
and for their fellow beings; 3) a maidservant who presides in the
Palace Beautiful.;
4) a city in the Depths of Humility.

The word 'Charity' is falling out of favor with many
pilgrims because of how it is used by civil authorities who dole
out free handouts to all who will take them. Many are instead
simply using the world 'Love'. Let's turn to both the Holy Bible
and the Book of Mormon to see how they define Charity: — a pure
love, excels and exceeds almost all else; the most important
attribute a Christian can develop; all else pales if one does not
have Charity (1 Corinthians 13); — "the pure love of Christ"
(Moroni 7:47); — the love that Christ has for the children of men
and that the children of men should have for one another (2 Nephi
26:30; 33:7–9; Ether 12:33–34); — knowledge puffs up, but charity
edifies (1 Corinthians 8:1); — the end of the commandment is
charity out of a pure heart (1 Timothy 1:5); — add to brotherly
kindness charity (2 Peter 1:7); — the Lord has commanded that all
men should have charity (2 Nephi 26:30; Moroni 7:44–47); — see that
ye have faith, hope, and charity (Alma 7:24); - the love that the
Lord has for all men and women is 'charity' (Ether 12:33–34); —
Without charity men cannot inherit that place prepared in the
Father's mansions (Ether 12:34, Moroni 10:20–21)

Chasm of
Sin – see
Difficulty,
Hill.

Christian &
Christiana – main
characters of John Bunyan's 'The Pilgrim's Progress' Books 1 &
2; grandparents of the four main characters in 'Grandchildren of
the Pilgrims'

Christian
Coliseum –
see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Cities Built Upon the
Sand - see
Dark
Lands.

City of
Intellectualism …
see Intellectualism, City
of.

City of the Traditions of
Men – see
Traditions of
Men, City of.

Cleanliness, Cauldron
of – see
Iron
Rod.

Cleanliness
Kennel –
see Pryde
Park.

Clouds of
Confusion –
see Valley of the Shadow of
Death.

Comforter
– see Holy
Ghost.

Commission
– having been appointed a task to complete and given
all the instructions as one is commissioned and then one carries it
out without constant supervision; the task carries a reward. In
Medieval times a knight was commissioned to take possession of a
castle or estate, and they earned it by taking it away from the
current owner – if they failed in their commission they did not
come into possession of the castle or estate.

Conceit
- 1) favorable and especially unduly high opinion of
one's own abilities or worth;

2) Lord Mayor of the Cities with Sandy
Foundations; tempter in
the Forgetful
Green;
Great
Dragon and co-founder
of Vanity
as well as the towns of
Traditions of
Men,
Intellectualism,
and Willful
Ignorance

Confusion, Clouds
of – see
Valley of the
Shadow of Death.

Conscience
Cords – see
Wide Realm of
Sports.

Contempt
Court - see
Vanity.

'Could Have Been' Haunting
House – see
Pryde
Park.

Council
- Latin concilium -
"calling together"; a verb form of the noun which means 'an
assembly or meeting for consultation, advice, or discussion'; which
is different from
'counsel' - advice and
guidance in general and to a person

Covet
Court - see
Vanity.

Crash-Course Chiropractic
Center
- See Pryde
Park.

Craving
Cruiser –
see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Cruel
- see Vanity.

Crusades
– see Pryde
Park.

Cuisine
Court - see
Vanity.

Cup
of the Tears of the Contrite
– see Beautiful,
Palace.

Currency
Court - see
Vanity.
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  Danger, Path
of - see
Hill Difficulty.

Dark
Lands … the moral
opposite of the Celestial City
and the beginning place of all pilgrimage stories; the
place pilgrims escape from to gain the
Celestial
City; the location of
the Cities built Upon the
Sand: Pride, Selfishness,
Division, Apostasy, and Destruction;
Conceit
is the Lord Mayor of Pride and claims authority in the
other cities as well.

Darkness, Mists
of – see
Iron
Rod.

Deaf-Heart
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

Debate, sword
of – see
Ill-favored
Beings.

Decadence
Drive - see
Vanity.

Deceit
Drive - see
Vanity.

Dee
Feat – see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Delectable Mountains / Plains
of Hesitation – The dream
I saw has a very different set of mountains than what Bunyan
beheld. I could not see but to copy what he did, and that wasn't
what I saw for this part of the pilgrimage. The Delectable
Mountains and the plains beyond are the Pilgrim's last chance to,
as the New Testament would put it, to “endure to the end”, and
that's what I saw. The first item of interest that
Saint
and Stranger
saw was a white, salt-made statue of a woman – although
she was walking away from Vanity
and its Fair, she was turned back, as if hesitating.
Pilgrims are reminded by this figure to “Remember Lot's Wife” (Luke
17:32). After this Saint
and Stranger
came upon three men right out of the New Testament
parable of the Good Samaritan (Luke 10) – three Watchmen who
mistakingly assumed that future duties were more important than
helping someone so obviously in need.

After this Saint
and Stranger
found themselves on the Plains of Hesitation (Bunyan
called them the Inchanted Ground), where a faithful Pilgrim
confronts the final temptations of hesitating in their duties to
their fellow beings. These plains are covered with the bones of
Pilgrims who hesitated in their Pilgrimage and never got back up.
They met Esau, who sold his birthright for a meal when he was
hungry. They met the Rich young man who, when called by
the Prince,
chose his riches over following the
Prince
(Mark 10). Having resisted these
temptations, Saint
and Stranger
reach the land of
Beulah.

Deliverance, Hill
of - hill topped by an
Old Wooden Cross; see Interpreter's
House. Bunyan had it as its own
separate place, but to my mind's eye I felt that being closer
to Interpreter's
House was a good thing. I hope I
managed to preserve the absolute sacredness of the place and the
event.

Denial
Dome – see
Wide Realm of
Sports.

Dependency
Drive – see
Wide Realm of
Sports.

Depression
– see Iron
Rod.

Depths of
Hell – see
Iron
Rod.

Depths of
Humility –
see Humility, Depths
of.

Desire
Drive - see
Vanity.

Despair
– see Iron
Rod.

Destroyer
– see Apollyon.

Destruction, City
of - see
Dark
Lands.

Destruction, Path
of - see
Hill Difficulty.

Devil's
Garden –
see Beelzebub;
fruit trees planed on Beelzebub's estate hang over the Wall
of Salvation,
and some pilgrims, not noting where the trees are rooted, partake
of the fruit. Saint
and Stranger
did so, sickness from this fruit manifesting itself
while they were at the Palace
Beautiful.

Difficulty,
Hill – between
the Interpreter's
House and the Palace
Beautiful,
the Strait and Narrow
Path makes the steep climb up this
hill. At the base of the hill, however, the paths of
Danger
& Destruction
tempt the Pilgrim to go around the hill instead of over
it – neither path does so however, as one leads into a great, dark
forest and the other through a wide field and on to dark, evil
looking mountains. As the climb is very difficult, there
are Shepherds
stationed along the climb to assist others
– Works
and his sons Ordinance
and Action
are three who are mentioned. The four main characters,
in their office of Shepherds,
also assist others, and through their efforts, Apathetic becomes
Enthused, Deaf-Heart becomes Spiritually-Minded, Weary becomes
Refreshed, Linger-After-Lust becomes Virtuous-in-Heart, Heartless
becomes Kind-Hearted, Rebellious becomes Obedient. They also rescue
wayward Pilgrims from the wrong side of the Chasm of Sin and rouse
some from the Arbor of Inactivity. As Pilgrims reach the top of the
hill, they are met by Faithless and Self-Doubt, two pilgrims who
are being scared back down the hill by two huge lions who appear to
block the path. (Wise Pilgrims, however, remember that nothing evil
can set foot on the path.) These lions are currently being
controlled by Persecutor, who mixes God's words with man's words in
order to lead Pilgrims astray – and to feed his lions, for as soon
as the Pilgrim steps off the path there is no protection against
them. Beyond the lions is the Gatehouse
to the Palace Beautiful.

Discouragement
– see Iron
Rod.

Discretion
– see Beautiful,
Palace.

Disobeyer’s
Drive - see
Vanity.

Diversity-Tolerance-Inclusion
Trap – see
Wide Realm of
Sports.

Divining
Drive - see
Vanity.

Division, City
of - see
Dark
Lands.

Devotion
– see Beautiful,
Palace.

Doctor
Blind-Eye –
see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Doer
– see Sandy
Plain.

Doubter
– see Iron
Rod.

Dragon
– see Vanity.

Drug Encouragement
Program –
see Wide Realm of
Sports.
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  Ease, Plain
of - lays
between Vanity
and the Pleasant
Meadow; a true Pilgrim spends very
little time at Ease, trust me.

Embracement
Theater –
see Pryde
Park.

Emperor
– see Valley of the Shadow of
Death.

Empty
Tomb - see
Interpreter's
House.

Endurance
(presided over by Lord Mayor
Job)
– see Humility, Depths
of.

Enthused
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

Envy
- jealousy for another's fortune; desire for advantage over
others

Esau
– see Delectable
Mountains.

Eternal
Life (as opposed to
eternal life) – see Interpreter's
House.

Evangelist
– see Shining
Ones. A messenger from the
Great King
who assist Pilgrims at important times during their
pilgrimage.

Evil
One – see
Satan.

Exaltation
– from the LDS 'Guide to
the Scriptures': The highest state
of happiness and glory in the celestial kingdom… . In thy presence
is fulness of joy, Psalms 16:11. They are gods, even the sons of
God—wherefore, all things are theirs, Doctrine & Covenants
76:58–59. The Saints shall receive their inheritance and be made
equal with him, Doctrine & Covenants 88:107. These angels did
not abide my law; therefore, they remain separately and singly,
without exaltation, Doctrine & Covenants 132:17. Men and women
must marry according to God's law in order to gain exaltation,
Doctrine & Covenants 132:19–20. Strait is the gate and narrow
the way that leadeth unto the exaltation, Doctrine & Covenants
132:22–23. Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob have entered into their
exaltation, Doctrine & Covenants 132:29, 37. I seal upon you
your exaltation, Doctrine & Covenants 132:49.

Excitement
Expressway -
see Vanity.

Exhibition
Drive - see
Vanity.

Experience
– one of the four main characters of 'Grandchildren of
the Pilgrims'; son of Matthew
and Mercy
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  Facade
Fairway -
see Vanity.

Faith
– FAITH IS HOPE &
ASSURANCE: "… faith is the substance
of things hoped for, the evidence of things not
seen." (Hebrews 11:1, King James
Version) Paul’s definition takes on added meaning through the works
of other translators: "To have faith
is to be sure of the things we hope for, to be certain of the
things we cannot see." (Good News
Bible); "Now faith is being sure of
what we hope for and certain of what we do not
see." (New International
Version); "AND WHAT IS FAITH? Faith
gives substance to our hopes, and makes us certain of realities we
do not see." (New English Bible);
"Only faith can guarantee the blessings that we hope for, or prove
the existence of the realities that at present remain unseen." (The
Jerusalem Bible) The Book of Mormon teaches:
"… faith is things which are hoped for and not
seen… " (Ether 12:6);
"… faith is not to have a perfect knowledge of
things; therefore if ye have faith ye hope for things which are not
seen, which are true." (Alma
32:21)

FAITH IS
ACTION: Hebrews chapter 11
illustrates the concept that when one has Faith, one acts upon it
so that it becomes a driving force in the life of a pilgrim - faith
enables and empowers them to act upon their faith and do those
things the Lord has called them to do. Without this
action
being taken, the 'assurance' aspect of faith has been a
waste of time and effort.

FAITH IS
POWER:
"… faith is not only a principle of action, but of
power also, in all intelligent beings, whether in heaven or on
earth. Thus says the author of the epistle to the Hebrews
(11:3):

"‘Through faith we understand that the worlds
were framed by the word of God, so that things which are seen were
not made of things which do appear.’

"By this we understand that the principle of
power which existed in the bosom of God, by which the worlds were
framed, was faith; and that it is by reason of the principle of
power existing in the Deity, that all created things exist; so that
all things in heaven, on earth, or under earth, exist by reason of
faith as it existed in HIM.

"Had it not been for the principle of faith the
worlds would never have been framed, neither would man have been
formed of the dust. It is the principle by which Jehovah works, and
through which he exercises power over all temporal as well as
eternal things. Take this principle or attribute - for it is an
attribute - from the Deity, and he would cease to
exist.

"Who cannot see, that if God framed the worlds
by faith, that it is by faith that he exercises power over them,
and that faith is the principle of power? And if the principle of
power, it must be so in man as well as in the Deity? This is the
testimony of all the sacred writers, and the lesson which they have
been endeavoring to teach to man.

"The Saviour says (Matthew 17:19-20), in
explaining the reason why the disciples could not cast out the
devil, that it was because of their unbelief: ‘For verily I say
unto you,’ said he, ‘If ye have faith as a grain of mustard seed,
ye shall say unto this mountain, Remove hence to yonder place; and
it shall remove; and nothing shall be impossible unto
you.’” (Joseph Smith, LECTURES ON
FAITH (Salt Lake City: Deseret Books, 1985) pg.
3-4)

Faith, Grace, &
Works - see
Faith;
Grace;
Works
(Actions). Most Christian churches
argue over which single principle will save us, when in reality it
takes a harmonious blend of all three to start, flesh out, and
complete our salvation and eternal life. I appreciate the following
quote:

"We represent Christ by accepting His doctrine.
When we are in favor of the doctrine of Christ we manifest our
faith by our works, and consequently are saved by grace and are
justified by faith, because we manifest our faith by our works.
There is the key… ."I pray God our eternal Father that we may have
grace to overcome temptation, obey His commandments and in the end
be saved in His kingdom through Jesus Christ."
(Elder George Teasdale, LDS Conference Report, April
1899; underlining by this author) The key phrases in this quote
are: "saved by grace"… "justified (in receiving the effects of
grace) by faith" … "manifest our faith by our
works".

Faith, Hope, &
Charity -
see Faith;
Faith, Grace,
Works. Faith wakes in the pilgrim
a Hope
that the Strait and Narrow
path they are on is the correct one. They
act
upon that hope by continuing upon the path and
assisting all they meet.

Faith, Shield
of – see
Armor of
God.

Faithless
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

Fallen
Angel - see
Satan.

Fashion
Bizarre –
see Pryde
Park.

Fear of the
Lord – fear of God's
judgments makes us seek to obey His commandments so His judgments
might be merciful; this the beginning of both Hope and Wisdom (Job
28:28; Psalms 111:10; Proverbs 1:7, 9:10, 15:33; Isaiah 11:2, 33:6;
2 Nephi 21:2)

Feast of the
Bridegroom –
see Celestial
City.

Feasts of
Revelation –
see Humility, Depths
of.

Feminine
Frenzy –
see Pryde
Park.

Fence Sitter's
Tournament –
see Pryde
Park.

First
Parents – Adam and
Eve

Five Young
Women who didn't have
enough oil for their lamps – see
Oil.
Taken from the New Testament parable of the Wise and Foolish
Virgins; these five had run out of oil for their lamps and were not
admitted into the Feast of the Bridegroom; had used the oils of
Procrastination, Stubbornness, Idleness, Tradition, and Hypocrisy.
Saint checks his own store of oil and discovers that the oils of
Humility and Obedience had become the oils of Testimony and
Knowledge.

Flames of
Passion –
see Libertine
Castle.

Forgetful
Green – see
Humility,
Depths of.

Fortitude
- courage; moral strength

Fountain of Living
Waters –
see Iron
Rod.

Fowl
Language –
see Wide Realm of
Sports.
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  Gainsayer
– see Iron
Rod.

Gaius
– see Sandy
Plain.

Gang
Turf – see
Pryde
Park.

Gatehouse,
Mr.Watchful's –
see Beautiful,
Palace.

Gatehouse of the Good
Shepherd – the pavilion
attached to the Gateway where the
Strait and
Narrow Path
begins

Gatekeeper
– see Gateway;
Jesus
Christ.

Gateway
– also called Gate of the
Good
Shepherd; the entrance to
the Strait and Narrow
Path. The Pilgrim must knock and answer when
the Gatekeeper
asks who it is and what is wanted. The observant
Pilgrim will immediately realize that the
Gatekeeper
is also the Good
Shepherd, for as the scriptures
teach he employs no servant there. To one
side of the gate there is a large wall, on the other side of which
are fierce-sounding dogs that bark and threaten the Pilgrim who
knocks at the door. There are also archers who shoot at them to
chase them away. (See Salvation,
Wall of.) Beyond this wall is
Beelzebub's
castle and gardens. Once through the gate the pilgrims
realizes this wall continues along the path, protecting the pilgrim
from Beelzebub
and all he has to throw at the
Pilgrim.

Genocide
– see Pryde
Park.

Glamor
Lane - see
Vanity.

Glutton
Lane - see
Vanity.

Gluttony
- excessive capacity for desires and/or appetites, and not
just for food; an opposite to moderation

God
– the King of the
Celestial
City.

“God Loves Me” Bungee
Fall – see
Pryde
Park.

Good
Samaritan, three men from
parable – see
Delectable
Mountains.

Good
Shepherd –
see Jesus
Christ.

Gossip
Guideway –
see Pryde
Park.

Grace
- see Faith/Grace/Works.
1) mother of
Repentant
and daughter of Mr.
Mnason;
2) 'Grace' is a
word defined twelve different ways by twelve different Christians.
In many passages in the New Testament "the law" and "grace" are
compared - it is actually the 'Law of Moses' and the 'Gospel of
Christ' being talked about, the word 'grace' symbolizing the whole
of Christian teachings, commandments, and rewards. Other places in
the New Testament the 'grace of Christ' is the topic, meaning His
atonement and atoning sacrifice. Other places talk about the
'divine love' Christ shows to those who accept Him and follow and
obey Him. I find the following definition to be the best I have
found for the word 'Grace', and it comes from a church many think
don't believe in the concept of Grace:
"God's grace consists in his love, mercy, and
condescension toward his children. The creation of the earth, life
itself, the atonement of Christ, the plan of salvation, kingdoms of
immortal glory hereafter, and the supreme gift of eternal life -
all these things come by the grace of him whose we
are." (Bruce R. McConkie, MORMON
DOCTRINE (Salt Lake City: Bookcraft Inc., 1966) pg. 338-339) Many
Christians argue over whether the pilgrim is saved by Grace alone,
by Faith alone, or by Works alone. I submit that it take a balance
of all three working in their proper place and order, as
illustrated by the Apostle Paul:
"Therefore ye are justified of faith and works,
through grace, to the end the promise might be sure to all the
seed; not to them only who are of the law, but to them also who are
of the faith of Abraham; who is that father of us
all." (Romans 4:16, Inspired
Version)

This is what Grace is: Being imperfect human beings,
we are not able to obtain perfection in this mortal life. We will
forget, we will omit; we will disobey. We will have trials and
sorrows. And yet to return to the presence of God we must have been
perfected. The atonement of Christ is that Jesus suffered, or,
'paid the price' for our forgetting, omiting, disobeying… our
sorrows and pains - so that He can 'cover for us' when we stand at
the Final Judgment to be weighed and measured. If we accept His
Gospel, accept Him as our Savior and Redeemer (Faith), and then
live our lives according to His Gospel ('works' or 'actions'), He
will mediate between us and God on the judgment day, claiming us as
His own - even as our actions in mortality have shown that we claim
Him as our own. Thus His atoning sacrifice relives us of
the burden
of sin, sorrow, and inadequacy we carry due to our
mortality.

I think Bunyan would agree with the late President
Ezra Taft Benson, who spoke on the relationship between Grace and
Works (actions):

"As a Church, we are in accord with Nephi, who
said, "it is by grace that we are saved, after all we can do." (2
Nephi 25:23, Book of Mormon)

"By grace the Savior accomplished His atoning
sacrifice so that all mankind will attain immortality. By His
grace, and by our faith in His atonement and repentance of our
sins, we receive the strength to do the works necessary that we
otherwise could not do by our own power. By His grace we receive an
endowment of blessing and spiritual strength that may eventually
lead us to eternal life if we endure to the end. By His grace we
become more like His divine personality. Yes, it is "by grace that
we are saved, after all we can do." (2 Nephi
25:23)

"What is meant by 'after all we can do'? 'After
all we can do' includes extending our best effort. 'After all we
can do' includes living His commandments. 'After all we can do'
includes loving our fellowmen and praying for those who regard us
as their adversary. 'After all we can do' means clothing the naked,
feeding the hungry, visiting the sick and giving 'succor to those
who stand in need of our succor' (Mosiah 4:15) - remembering that
what we do unto one of the least of God's children, we do unto Him.
(See Matthew 25:34-40; D&C 42:38)

"'After all we can do' means leading chaste,
clean, pure lives, being scrupulously honest in all our dealings
and treating others the way we would want to be
treated." (Ezra Taft Benson, "After
All We Can Do", Christmas Devotional, Salt Lake City, Utah, Dec. 9,
1982)

Grail
Legends – Yes, I know
that I've borrowed from Grail legends. But it fit. See
especially Celestial
City.

Gratification
– see Natural
Men.

Great
Dragon -
see Vanity.

Great-Heart,
Mr. - see
Vanity;
the conductor who accompanied
Christiana
and her party on their pilgrimage in 'Pilgrim's
Progress' Book 2; is mentioned in 'Grandchildren of the Pilgrims'
as having slayed the great dragon
outside of Vanity.

Great
River – see
Land of
Beulah.

Gross-Out Grocer &
Gourmet –
see Pryde
Park.










H


  Habit
Hollow – see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Happiness
– see Humility, Depths
of.

Harlot
– 1) rogue, buffoon, female prostitute, from
Anglo-French
herlot (beggar,
vagabond); 2) see Vanity.

Hate-Light
- see 'Vanity'.

Heady
– 1) willful, rash; violent, impetuous; tending to
intoxicate or make giddy or elated; exhilarated; shrewd,
intelligent; intellectually demanding; 2) see
'Vanity'.

Hearer
– see Sandy
Plain.

Heartless
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

Hesitation, Plains
of – see
Delectable
Mountains.

Hell, Depths
of – see
Iron
Rod.

Hidden Sins
Sewer – see
Pryde
Park.

Highway of
Holiness –
see Strait and
Narrow.

Hill
Difficulty –
see Difficulty,
Hill.

Hill of
Deliverance
- see
Interpreter's
House.

Hoarding
Row - see
Vanity.

Holiness, City
of – see
Humility,
Depths of.

Holy
Ghost/Spirit - also known
as the Comforter; the third member of the 'quorum' of the Godhead;
is He who brings all truths to mind and testifies of truth; is the
medium through which comfort and guidance flows to mortals from
God. The 'gift' of His constant companionship is given at
the Interpreter's
House and is represented with the
granting of the Lance of Aaron.

Holy One of
Israel –
see Feast of the
Bridegroom;
Jesus
Christ.

Hope
- see
Faith/Hope/Charity;
to desire with expectation of obtainment; to expect with
confidence; trust; an anchor for the soul (Hebrew 6:19; Ether
12:4) The Bible calls Hope
"an anchor for the soul."
(Hebrews 6:19) It holds pilgrim to their determination
to complete their pilgrimage, assured of the waiting reward. It
gives them the courage to face the trials and hardships of the
pilgrimage, knowing that the reward is worth it.

Hormone
Haven – see
Pryde
Park.

Hospice of the Good
Shepherd –
see Preparation, Valley
of.

Houses Built on the
Rock – see
Sandy
Plain.

Houses Built on the
Sand – see
Sandy
Plain.

House of
Self-Worship –
see Vanity.

Humble-Mind
– see Beautiful,
Palace.

Humility
– 1) a helper along the path towards
Pride;
helps turn Pilgrims back in the correct direction; 2) a city in the
Depths of Humility;
3) the quality or condition of being humble; modest opinion or
estimate of one's own importance, rank, etc; 4) see
Oils.
5) from the LDS 'Guide to the
Scriptures': to make meek and
teachable; the condition of being meek and teachable. Humility
includes recognizing our dependence upon God and desiring to submit
to his will.

From the New Advent Catholic Encyclopedia: “The word
humility signifies lowliness or submissiveness and is derived from
the Latin
humilitas or, as St.
Thomas says, from
humus, i.e. the
earth which is beneath us… Humility in a higher and ethical sense
is that by which a man has a modest estimate of his own worth, and
submits himself to others. According to this meaning no man can
humiliate another, but only himself, and this he can do properly
only when aided by Divine grace. We are treating here of humility
in this sense, that is, of the virtue of
humility.

“The virtue of humility may be defined: "A quality
by which a person considering his own defects has a lowly opinion
of himself and willingly submits himself to God and to others for
God's sake." St. Bernard defines it: "A virtue by which a man
knowing himself as he truly is, abases himself." These definitions
coincide with that given by St. Thomas: "The virtue of humility",
he says, "consists in keeping oneself within one's own bounds, not
reaching out to things above one, but submitting to one's superior"
(Summa Contra Gent., bk. IV, ch. lv, tr.
Rickaby).”

Humility, Depths
of – Many of my readers
are not happy that I changed the name of this from the 'Valley of
Humiliation' to the 'Depths of Humility', but I stand firm that
this name is aligned with what John Bunyan wrote about in his
original works. These depths are a valley along the
Strait and
Narrow where Pilgrims rest for a
space of many years – did I say rest? I mean work and serve and
learn. Let's face it, Pilgrims don't rest – not even on the Plain
of Ease!
This valley is protected by a wall guarded by
Watchmen,
who also staff the gate through which Pilgrims may enter only after
reciting the qualifications of living in this valley (Mosiah 3:19).
The main cities in this valley are known as
Humility,
Charity,
Unity,
Endurance
(presided over by Lord Mayor
Job),
and Zion,
the City of Holiness and its great hall BethEl.
Prince Michael
is charged with the security of the valley, that all
there might live in Peace, Happiness, and Security. Michael’s
companion Prince Zaphkiel
has been commissioned by the
King
to serve as messenger between Himself and the valley’s
population, his servants Clean-Hands
and Pure-Heart
assisted him by distributing the received word only to
those who were ready and worthy to receive it. And,
Michael’s
other companion
Prince Raziel
serves in the King’s great
hall BethEl, presiding over the many Feasts of Revelation that
occurred in that House of the Lord, the servants Intelligence,
Light, and Truth ever at his
side.

While serving as a
Watchman,
Saint
came upon the Forgetful Green, small glen where even
the best Pilgrim can forget momentarily by Whose power they are
safe and secure within the Depth of Humility and become momentarily
prideful. As this happened, Conceit
appeared to him, attempting
to claim him, but with the call of another Watchman's
trumpet
he was rescued.

Saint
attended a Feast of Revelation, at which he
and Raziel
discussed what Saint
had learned on his pilgrimage, and
Raziel
added further light and understanding, adding to it the
need to fulfill the Covenant of Marriage. Saint become engaged and
wedded to Virtuous,
and they raise a family in this happiest of valleys before they are
called to continue their pilgrimage, taking with them a Stone of
Revelation.

Husbandman
– see 'Jesus Christ'.

Hypocrisy
– see Oils.

Hypocrite
– see Tradition and
Hypocrite.

Hypocrite
Wheel – see
Pryde
Park.










I


  Idleness
– see Oils.

"IF"
Contest –
see Pryde
Park.

Ill-favored
Beings … Pretty much
the opposite of Shining
Ones. Learned and Worldly Wise
verbally accost Pilgrims just between the
Gatehouse of
the Good Shepherd and
the Interpreter's
House. When
Saint
protects himself with the
Book
and the Sword of
Truth, they pull out
their Swords of Debate and Argument.
Overwhelmed, Saint calls for help, which rouses his companions and
brings reinforcements from Interpreter's
House. We later learn that these
two particular fellow are from the City of
Intellectualism.

Inactivity, Arbor
of – see
Difficulty,
Hill.

Incontinent
- lack of control; inability to control

Indulgent
Way - see
Vanity.

Intellectualism, City
of - a turn-off from
the Strait and Narrow
Path just before descending into
the Depths of Humility
leads to this place; Learned and Worldly Wise are from
there; see Ill-favored
Beings. Pilgrims who grow tired of
the plainness and simplicity of the
King’s
messages and instructions often go there; they discuss
and debate the King’s
words, looking for hidden meanings and secret teachings
until they transform the sacred words from a matter of simplicity
into a stupor of confusion, looking far beyond the mark
the King
has set and establishing all manner of man-made markers
which point everywhere but towards the
Celestial
City. Also, those who
believe Humility
isn’t a necessary goal in reaching the King’s presence
tend to choose this easier path.

Intelligence
– see Humility, Depths
of.

Interpreter's
House – the first place
of refuge along the Strait and Narrow
after leaving the
Gatehouse of
the Good Shepherd. The evening our
main characters arrive they share in the Prince's Supper. They are
sown some Mysteries of
Godliness, to include the
relationship between Faith, Grace,
Works (Actions);
Hope,
Charity,
the Atonement,
Obedience,
Justification,
Sanctification,
and Eternal Life.
They are taught the role of the
Holy
Ghost/Spirit (the Comforter). They
are shown the Place of Deliverance,
which is the hill with a cross where the
Prince
affected the Atonement.
They are given the Holy
Ghost/Spirit to be a constant
companion as long as they are worthy, and they each receive
a Lance of Aaron
as a sign of having been commissioned as
Shepherds.
Also, they are given parchment scrolls which
commission
them to gain entrance at the gates of the
Celestial
City.

Iron Rod, Journey
of – In the place of
Bunyan's Slough of Despond, my vision contains a scene right out of
'Lehi's Vision' in 1 Nephi in the Book of Mormon and adapted
slightly. To obtain the gate that allows the Pilgrim to begin their
journey along the Strait and Narrow
Path, one must ascend towards it
on a somewhat dangerous path – but, there's an Iron Rod which acts
as a balustrade (banister) which, if the pilgrim never lets go,
they will make the journey through the darkness and the muck and
mire. We are told the Iron Rod represents the Word of God. On the
side opposite the Iron Rod there is a deep, dangerous gorge called
the Depths of Hell – and deep inside it is a muddy, filthy river.
Once the pilgrim has begun their ascension towards the Gate, the
path is covered with a mist of darkness, also called 'mists of
temptation' and 'temptations of the devil' as these mists blind us
as to our actual goal. The pilgrim also finds themselves wading
through mudholes and bogs of discouragement, despair, mistake, and
transgression. As long as they don't let go of the Iron Rod, they
will still make their goal. There are beings in the mists who are
trying to make the pilgrim let go of the rod –
Gainsayer, Doubter, Liar, Apathy, Mischief,
Discouragement, Depression, and Despair. And on the other side of
the deep gulf there is a great, spacious building from which
non-pilgrims can watch those struggling along the Iron Rod and
laugh and jeer at them. This building is also called 'Vain
Imaginations' and 'Worldly Wisdom'; it includes the Balcony of
Self-Importance and the Veranda of Vanity.

At the end of the Iron Rod is a shining tree with
indescribably-delicious fruit called the 'Tree of the Love of God.'
Some pilgrims get this far and eat and rejoice; others are ashamed
as the laugher and 'peer pressure' of those jeering them from the
great, spacious building and they wander away. Others actually try
to climb down the gorge so they can climb up the other side and
join in with those in the building! For those who wish to continue
on to the Strait and Narrow, however, there is a fountain in which
they must be washed clean of all the dirt and grime of the bogs and
mists. This fountain is called the
'Cauldron of Cleanliness' or the
'Fountain of Living Waters,' and is actually the source of the
muddy river in the gorge – as the pilgrims is washed clean in the
'Washing of Regeneration,' the water flows out of the fountain and
into the gorge – carrying sins and transgressions on to the Depths
of Hell.

Inquisitions
– see Pryde
Park.










J


  Jailer
Justice –
see Transgression, Slopes
of.

James
- father of Searcher/Saint
in 'Grandchildren of the Pilgrims'

Jesus
Christ - the Prince of
the Celestial
City; the Good Shepherd;
Gatekeeper; Holy One of Israel; Husbandman; Prince of Life; the
Bridegroom; Word of God; He who gave Himself to the jailer Justice
to pay the prince for the Pilgrims' sins, sorrows, transgressions,
and shortcomings; who died so He could effect the Resurrection from
death of all beings, Pilgrim or otherwise.

Job
– see Humility, Depths
of; the man in the Old Testament;
currently serving as the Lord Mayor of the city of
Endurance.

Joseph
- 1) in 'Grandchildren of the Pilgrims', the father
of Stranger;
2) the biblical character often referred to as 'Joseph of Egypt';
information about him in this book is taken from both the Holy
Bible and the Holy Qur'an; see
Pleasant
Meadow.

Jugglings
- deceiving by trickery; sleight of hand

Justice
- maintenance or administration of what is just especially by
the impartial adjustment of conflicting claims or the assignment of
merited rewards or punishments; the establishment or determination
of rights according to the rules of law or equity; the quality of
being just, impartial, or fair; the principle or ideal of just
dealing or right action; conformity to this principle or ideal; the
quality of conforming to law; conformity to truth, fact, or
reason

Justice,
Jailer –
see Transgression, Slopes
of.

Justification
- From the LDS Church's
'Guide to the
Scriptures':
To be pardoned from punishment for sin and declared
guiltless. A person is justified by the Savior's grace through
faith in him. This faith is shown by repentance and obedience to
the laws and ordinances of the gospel. Jesus Christ's atonement
enables mankind to repent and be justified or pardoned from
punishment they otherwise would receive.










K


  Kind-Hearted
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

King
– see God.

Knave
– a tricky, deceitful fellow

Knowledge
– 1) cognizance; the fact or condition
of knowing something with familiarity gained through experience or
association; acquaintance with or understanding of a science, art,
or technique; the circumstance or condition of apprehending truth
or fact through reasoning; the fact or condition of having
information or of being learned; the sum of what is known; the body
of truth, information, and principles acquired by humankind;
2) see Oils.










L


  Lance of
Aaron - see
Armor of
God;
Interpreter's
House. a shepherd's rod (also
called a scepter), given at the
Interpreter's
House, which marks the
commissioning of a Pilgrim to the status of a
Shepherd.

Land of
Beulah see
Beulah, Land
of.

Laughter
Lounge –
see Pryde
Park.

Laziness
Lane - see
Vanity.

Lazy
– see Three
Sleepers.

Learned
– see Ill-favored
Beings.

Liar
- see
Iron
Rod;
Vanity.

Liar’s
Lair - see
Vanity.

Libertine
Castle –
see Pleasant
Meadow;
Transgression,
Slopes of.

Light
– see Humility, Depths
of.

Linger-After-Lust
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

Lions
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

Loss of Divinity Counseling Center
– see Pryde
Park.

Lost
– see Valley of the Shadow of
Death.

Lot's
wife – see
Delectable
Mountains.

Lust
- any overwhelming, overpowering desire or appetite (such as
a lust for power); a passionate yearning; not just
sexual

Lust,
Linger-After –
see Difficulty,
Hill.

Lusty
Lane - see
Vanity.

Lying
Lagoon –
see Pryde
Park.










M


  Macho
Madhouse – see
Pryde
Park.

Magician’s
Market -
see Vanity.

Malace
– 1) desire to cause pain, injury, or distress to
another; intent to commit an unlawful act or cause harm without
legal justification or excuse; 2) see 'Vanity'.

Mantle
- a piece of clothing, similar to a robe but sleeveless and
often open in the front, worn as an outer covering; often used as a
mark of rank or office - thus the phrase of taking upon one's self
the mantle of another (1 Kings 19:19; 2 Kings 2:13-14)

Martha
– mother of Stranger
and daughter of Mr.
Mnason

Meek /
Meekness - 1) translated
as 'gentle/gentleness' in most modern translations;

2) from the LDS 'Guide to the
Scriptures':
Godfearing, righteous, humble, teachable, and patient
under suffering. The meek are willing to follow gospel
teachings.

Merciless
- see Vanity.

Mercy
– see Shining
Ones;
Transgression,
Slopes of.

Michael,
Prince –
see Shining
Ones;
Transgression,
Slopes of.

Might
- the power, authority, or resources wielded; bodily
strength; the power, energy, or intensity of which one is
capable

Mischief
– see Iron
Rod.

Mist of
Darkness –
see Iron
Rod.

Mist of
Temptation –
see Iron
Rod.

Mnason,
Mr. – see
Vanity.

Moral
- of or relating to principles of right and wrong in
behavior; ethical; expressing or teaching a conception of right
behavior; conforming to a standard of right behavior; sanctioned by
or operative on one's conscience or ethical judgment; capable of
right and wrong action

Morality
- a doctrine or system of moral conduct; particular moral
principles or rules of conduct; conformity to ideals of right human
conduct; moral conduct; virtue

Morality
Bowl – see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Mount
Zion – see
Zion,
Mount.

Muddy
River – see
Iron
Rod.

Mudholes
– see Iron
Rod.

'My
Way' Bumper Cars - See Pryde Park.

Mysteries of
Godliness – gospel
truths, principles, and ordinances God withholds from those not
living what they've already been given. See 'Interpreter's
House'.

Mythmaker
– see Valley of the Shadow of
Death.










N


  Naive
– see Three
Sleepers.

Natural Man Jungle
Village –
see Pryde
Park.

Natural Men (and
Women) - 1) the duo of
Gratification and Rationalization/Reasoning, from the town of
Carnal Principles, confront Seeker
while on his way towards the Gate;2) those humans not
striving to meet their divine nature; enemies to God (Mosiah 3:19)
because they are denying themselves the chance to develop their
divine natures, which is what we were sent to Earth to
do.

Nefarious
– 1) flagrantly wicked or impious; evil; 2)
see Vanity.

Nicolas (Nick)
O'Teen –
see Wide Realm of
Sports.










O


  Obedient
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

Obedience
– 1) see Oils.;
2) From the LDS 'Guide to the
Scriptures':
In a spiritual sense, obedience is doing God's
will.

Oils
– at the very gates of the
Celestial
City,
Saint
and Stranger
come upon five young women who have not kept enough oil
in their lamps to be invited in to the Feast of the
Bridegroom.
(In biblical times they would specifically have been Virgins
according to Jewish marriage customs, but I don't use the word
because I wanted to emphasize that all people everywhere must keep
their lamps lit in anticipation of this event!)
Saint
checks their lamps and discovers they
do have oil, but it
is the oils of Procrastination, Stubbornness, Idleness, Tradition,
and Hypocrisy. Saint checks his own stored oil and discovers that
the oils of Humility and Obedience had become the oils of Testimony
and Knowledge.

Ordinance
– see Difficulty,
Hill.
From the LDS 'Guide to the
Scriptures':
Sacred rites and ceremonies. Ordinances consist of acts
that have spiritual meanings. Ordinances can also mean God's laws
and statutes.










P


  Pagan
Park – see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Palace
Beautiful –
see Beautiful,
Palace.

Parchment
Scroll –
see Interpreter's
House; given to Pilgrims at
the Interpreter's
House; commissions them to gain
entrance at the gates of the Celestial City
and claim an inheritance.

Peace
– see Beautiful,
Palace;
Humility,
Depths of.

Peer Pressure
Palace –
see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Persecution
Plateau –
see Pryde
Park.

Persecutor
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

Passion,
Flames of –
see Libertine
Castle.

Phebe
- mother of Searcher/Saint
in 'Grandchildren of the Pilgrims'

Philosophical
Merry-Go-Round –
see Pryde
Park.

Physique
Fairway -
see Vanity.

Piety
– devotion

Plains of
Hesitation –
see Delectable
Mountains.

Plate of Fruit Meet for
Repentance –
see Beautiful,
Palace.

Platter
– see Celestial
City.

Pleasant Meadow and River of
the Water of Life …
- past Vanity,
past the Plain of Ease,
there is a pleasant meadow with a beautiful, refreshing river
running through it. Here the Shepherds that care for sheep both
here and in the Delectable
Mountains had a shepherd's hut,
where the weary Pilgrim can find rest and refreshment. Shepherd's
hut. Saint
and Stranger
were brought here by the
Shining
Ones who rescued them
from Vanity,
and here they found rest and comfort. Before leaving, they come
upon Joseph and Samson, both of whom had recently escaped from
Libertine Castle (which has replaced Doubting Castle) and its Three
Siblings of Vice
(Endure, Sympathize, Embrace). They hear the stories of
both these men and then depart for the
Delectable
Mountains.

Pleasure
Parkway -
see Vanity.

Pogroms
– Russian word for persecution, especially of Jewish
populations; see Pryde
Park.

Potipher
– see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Power
Palace –
see Pryde
Park.

Preparation, Valley
of – location of the
Hospice of the Good Shepherd, where those who were born to Pilgrims
have been nurtured to the age of beginning their own
pilgrimage

Pride
- putting one's desires and wishes ahead of God's guidance
(Helaman 12:5-6)

Pride,
(building) –
see Iron
Rod.

Pride, City
of - see
Dark
Lands.

Pryde
Park – a theme park
located within the Fair at Vanity,
the entire theme being what you already know – you
are
better than everyone else.

Priestcraft
– see Valley of the Shadow of
Death. From the LDS
'Guide to the
Scriptures': Men [or women]
preaching and setting themselves up for a light to the world that
they may get gain and praise of the world; they do not seek the
welfare of Zion (2 Nephi 26:29) – these people are practicing
priestcraft.

Prince of
Life – see
Jesus
Christ.

Prince's
Supper -
see Interpreter's
House.

Procrastination
– see Oils.

Promiscuous
Place – 1) having casual
sexual relations frequently with different partners; indiscriminate
in the choice of sexual partners; lacking standards of selection;
indiscriminate; 2) see Vanity.

Prudence
– discretion










Q


  Quorum
– see Beautiful,
Palace.
a body of individuals who act
as one and for a single, unified result; they think and act as
'one'.










R


  Rationalization
– see Natural
Men.

Realization
– see Valley of the Shadow of
Death.

Reasoning
– see Natural
Men.

Rebellious
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

Reckless
Road - see
Vanity.

Refreshed
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

Regeneration, Washing
of – see
Iron
Rod.

Repentant
– one of the four main characters of 'Grandchildren of
the Pilgrims'; son of Samuel and Grace.

Revelation, Feasts
of – see
Humility,
Depths of.

Revelation, Stone
of – see
Humility,
Depths of.

'Revolves Around Me' Party
Room – see
Pryde
Park.

Rich Young
Man – see
Delectable
Mountains.

Riches
Row - see
Vanity.

Riskiness
Route - see
Vanity.

River,
Muddy – see
Iron
Rod.

River of
Death – see
Land of
Beulah.

River of the Water of
Life – see
Pleasant
Meadow.

Rock
(upon which Gaius' Samaritan Inn is built) –
see Sandy
Plain.

Rock of Our
Redeemer –
see Valley of the Shadow of
Death.

Rogue
– 1) a dishonest or worthless person : scoundrel; a
mischievous person : scamp; 2) see
Vanity.










S


  Sabbath
Show-off -
see Vanity.

Saint
- 1) one of God's chosen; Christian people; a member of
any of various Christian bodies; one eminent for piety or virtue;
an illustrious predecessor; 2) main character of 'Grandchildren of
the Pilgrims'; originally named
Searcher;
son of James
and Phebe

Salvation, Wall
of – that wall that
protects Pilgrims and the Strait and Narrow
path from
Beelzebub's
estate, his archers, wolves, and
tempting but dangerous gardens.

Salt
statue –
see Delectable
Mountains.

Samaritan's
Inn – see
Sandy
Plain.

Samson
- the biblical character;
see Pleasant
Meadow.

Sanctification
– From the LDS Church's
'Guide to the
Scriptures':
The process of becoming free from sin, [becoming] pure,
clean, and holy through the atonement of Jesus Christ (Moses
6:59–60).

Sandy
Plain – leaving
the Valley of the Shadow of
Death behind, the Pilgrim makes
their way across a wilderness that is also a very sandy plain. In
the days of Christian and
Christiana they would have to have
contended with Talkative, who taught that one had to do nothing
more than just believe to bring about their salvation – today his
grandson Hearer has taken up the ministry. Saint and his cousins
came upon him when he was assaulting Doer, who'd been sent to look
for Saint and his party. The ensuing discourse on Hearing and Doing
the Word of God is lengthy – but not as lengthy as in the days of
Talkative! While this discourse is going on, they come upon a large
rock where there are houses built on the rock and houses built in
the sand beside the rock. Mr. Gaius invites them to his Inn upon
the rock as they discover that Saint is his grandson by his
daughter Phebe. Noise of a flood is heard, and those whose house
are built upon the rock try to shepherd as many pilgrims as they
can to their homes, and after the flood they come to tend the
wounded who had refused the safety of the rock. Afterwards,
Interpreter is discovered to be at the Inn, and a lengthy
discussion ensues where in Interpreter reviews what the Pilgrims
know and adds to their knowledge, especially on the topic of
spiritual gifts, Charity being the greatest of all. They also
discuss the resurrection, Justification, and
Exaltation.

Satan
– the Evil One; the Fallen Angel

Scepter
– a Lance of Aaron; see
Armor of
God;
Interpreter's
House.

Scorned
– see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Scroll
– see Parchment
Scroll.

Searcher
- main character in
'Grandchildren
of the Pilgrims';
renamed Saint;
son of James
& Phebe

Security
– see Humility, Depths
of.

Select Exclusion
Maneuver –
see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Self
Street -
see Vanity.

Self-Doubt
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

Self-Importance, balcony
of - see
Pride
(building).

Self-worship
– see Vanity.

Selfishness, City
of - see
Dark
Lands.

Seven Deadly
Sins -
Pride,
Envy,
Wrath,
Sloth,
Avarice,
Gluttony,
and Lust

Seven Gifts of the
Spirit (according to
Dante) - Wisdom,
Understanding,
Council,
Might,
Knowledge,
Piety,
and Fear of the
Lord

Seven
Virtues -
Faith,
Hope,
Charity,
Justice,
Prudence,
Temperance,
Fortitude

Shepherd
– once a Pilgrim has been given their
Whole Armor of God
they are commissioned to be Shepherds – to help and
assist all who need it as they too travel along the
Strait and
Narrow Path. The Old Testament is
full of warnings to Shepherds who do not fulfill their
stewardship.

Shepherd,
Good – see
Jesus
Christ.

Shepherd's
Hut – see
Pleasant
Meadow.

Shepherd's
Sheepfold –
see Gatehouse of the Good
Shepherd. Could also be
interpreted as all that lays beyond the gate.

Shameless Exhibitionist
Hall – see
Pryde
Park.

Shining
Ones – also called
Princes and Chief Shepherds, they are angels sent to assist
Pilgrims. As taught in the Palace
Beautiful
(and according to LDS theology, and as stated in the
LDS 'Guide to the
Scriptures' and according to
Doctrine & Covenants Section 129),
there are two kinds of beings in heaven
who are called angels: those who are spirits and those who have
bodies of flesh and bone. Angels who are spirits have not yet
obtained a body of flesh and bone, or they are spirits who have
once had a mortal body and are awaiting resurrection. Angels who
have bodies of flesh and bone have either been resurrected from the
dead or translated.

There are only two angels named in biblical record
and one in the Apocrypha; all other angel
names come from other non-canonical, mythical, or legendary
sources. The names I chose for this book reflect the mission each
has been given: —
Abdiel
('servant of God'); —
Barakiel
('lightening of God'); —
Chamuel ('he
who seeks God'); —
Gabriel
('Strength of God'); one of two angels named in
canonized scripture; it is of interest to Latter-day Saints that
Joseph Smith named him as being Noah while in mortality ('Teachings
of the Prophet Joseph Smith', Joseph Fielding Smith, comp. (Salt
Lake City: Deseret Book CO, 1938 ) pg. 157). In this book he is
also known as Interpreter;
the man who has guided Pilgrims through much of their pilgrimage;
— Haniel
('Grace of God') – also known as Mercy when he helped
rescue Stranger
from the grasp of
Apollyon
on the Slopes of Transgression;
—
Michael
('resembles God'); one of two angels named in canonized
scripture. It is of interest to Latter-day Saints that the Doctrine
& Covenants names the Patriarch Adam as also being Michael
(Section 107:54) He is the only being in the scriptures referred to
as an Archangel. In this volume he helps save Pilgrims from various
situations and helps protect the Depths of
Humility
from outside encroachment; —
Raguel
('Friend of God') – purely for this book I have alluded
to him being Father Abraham, as the scriptures refer to him as a
Friend of God; —
Raphiel
('healed of God’); named in the apocryphal Book of
Tobit; he also spoke to Joseph Smith according to Doctrine &
Covenants 128:21, along with Michael and Gabriel; —
Raziel
('secret of God') – also one of the teachers in the
Depths of Humility;
—
Uriel ('fire
of God'); —
Uzziel
('strength of God');
—
Zaphkiel
('knowledge of God') - also one of the teachers in the
Depths of Humility.
At the end of the book, Experience
and Repentant,
martyred at Vanity,
appear as Shining Ones to greet and assist their cousins as they
reach the Mount Zion
side of the River of
Death.

Sin, Chasm
of – see
Difficulty,
Hill.

Sinkhole
– see Valley of the Shadow of
Death.

Shroud
– see Celestial
City.

Slopes of
Transgression –
see Transgression, Slopes
of.

Sloth
- laziness; apathy; inactivity

Slothful
Stau - see
Vanity.

Snobbish
- see Vanity.

Social Malady Clinic &
Birth Center –
see Pryde
Park.

Social Status Raceway &
Obstacle Course –
see Pryde
Park.

Sorcerer’s
Square -
see Vanity.

Spiritually-Minded
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

Squander
Street -
see Vanity.

Straight
– see Strait and
Straight.

Strait and Narrow
Path – the pilgrimage
path that leads to the Celestial City
on Mount Zion;
anything that is evil cannot step foot on this path; also called
Highway of Holiness. Also call the King's Path.

Strait and
Straight – 'Straight' is
physical; 'Strait' is moral, ideal … a state of
mind.

Stranger in a Strange
Land - one of the four
main characters of 'Grandchildren of the Pilgrims'; son
of Joseph and Martha.

Stagnation
Street -
see Vanity.

Stone of
Revelation –
see Humility, Depths
of.

Storytelling
Street –
see Pryde
Park.

Stubbornness
– see Oils.

Swords
– see Armor of
God;
Ill-favored
Beings;
Valley of the
Shadow of Death (lusterless
swords).

Swords of Debate and
Argument -
see Ill-favored
Beings.
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  Tale
Trail - see
Vanity.

Talkative
– see Sandy
Plain.

Team
Nicene –
see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Temperance
- restraint; moderation (Philippians 4:5)

Temptation, Mists
of – see
Iron
Rod.

Temptation
Tournament –
see Wide Realm of
Sports.

Temptations of the
Devil – see
Iron
Rod.

Tempter’s
Terrace -
see Vanity.

Terrorism
Terrace –
see Pryde
Park.

Testimony
– see Oils.

Testosterone
Tournament –
see Pryde
Park.

“That's a Croc”
Moat –
see Pryde
Park.

Thin Ice Skating
Rink – see
Pryde
Park.

Three
Sleepers … Naive,
Lazy, Arrogant; between the Interpreter's
House and the Hill
Difficulty,
Pilgrims encounter these three on the side of the path, sleeping
and in shackles. They refuse to be woken or freed from their
bindings, seeing no danger or problem with their
condition.

Thrill
Thoroughfare -
see Vanity.

Tradition
– see Oils.

Tradition &
Hypocrite – Between
the Interpreter's
House and the Hill
Difficulty,
these two are constantly caught coming over the
Wall of Salvation
to begin their journey up the
Strait and
Narrow where they want to start it
and not where the King
has instructed. The problem is they bring others with
them, who believe the two know what they are doing. Obviously,
without having entered through the proper gate and without
the scroll
commissioning them, they will never enter
the Celestial
City, no matter how much they
insist. Most of their people, however, follow them along the paths
of Danger
and Destruction
and rarely if ever make it as far as the gates to that
city.

Traditions of Men, City
of - a place visited
by Stranger
(in a Strange Land) before he entered in through
the Gate
and began his pilgrimage up the
Strait and
Narrow. It is a city where
customs, ceremony, and tradition are more important than the actual
commands from the Great King.

Transgression
– see Iron
Rod.

Transgression, Slopes
of – When leaving the
Palace Beautiful,
the Pilgrim faces the back side of the Hill
Difficulty,
known as the Slopes of Transgression, on his or her way down into
the Depths of Humility.
Mistress Devotion
from the palace has been known to accompany them as far
as she can, giving them final instructions for the rest of their
pilgrimage – it was she who pointed out the path to the City
of Intellectualism
to Saint
and his party, assuring them life was better if they
stayed on the Strait and
Narrow. While descending this
route, Stranger
slipped and slid down the slop, his cousins not meeting
up with him again for several days due to a fierce storm, and when
they did he was laying to the side of the path with
Apollyon
standing over him and with a foot securely on his
chest, holding him down. Saint
tried to reach him and almost lost his hand
to Apollyon.
The demon taunted and teased the cousins, especially
Experience
and Repentant,
reminding them of the 'delights' of the
Libertine
Castle and its Flames of
Passion. Michael
and Mercy
appear on the scene, instructing
Stranger
to call upon the Atonement
made for the Pilgrims' sins when the
Prince
gave Himself over to the Jailer
Justice
to cover for their sins, sorrows, mistakes, and
shortcomings (after all, Mercy
is not a thief) – he does so and is rescued from the
clutches of Apollyon,
who promises there will be another time. As the four cousins
embrace and turn back to the path, they discover they have arrived
in the Depths of Humility.

Tree of
Life – see
Celestial
City.

Tree of the Love of God (Feast
of) - the reward of those
who make the dangerous and dark journey along the Iron Rod;
see Iron
Rod.

Trumpet
- see Armor of
God;
Beautiful,
Palace; a tool used
by Watchmen
to call other Watchmen
to their aide

Truth
– see Humility, Depths
of.

Tunnel of Love &
Lust – see
Pryde
Park.
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  Understanding
- the power of comprehending; the capacity to apprehend
general relations of particulars; the power to make experience
intelligible by applying concepts and categories; friendly or
harmonious relationship; an agreement of opinion or feeling;
adjustment of differences; a mutual agreement not formally entered
into but in some degree binding on each side

Unity
– see Humility, Depths
of.
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Vain
Imaginations -
see Pride
(building).

Valley of
Preparation –
see Preparation, Valley
of.

Valley of the Shadow of
Death – As Pilgrims leave
the Depths of Humility,
the Strait and Narrow
Path leads them into a narrow
gorge along the same river of filthy water that ran through the
gorge beside the Iron Rod
and on through the Valley of the Shadow of Death, a
place filled with an awful darkness – they see the lifeless body of
Persecutor; he who had kept the
lions
outside the Palace
Beautiful,
floating lifelessly in the current. If a
Watchman
blows his trumpet
for help, calling out: “Watchmen, what of the night?”
all the watchmen
along the rim of the canyon will raise their swords to
give light. Once the gorge widens into a valley,the river also
widens into a a series of boggy swamps on one side of the path and
a series of blindman's ditches on the other. They meet Realization,
formerly a follower of Tradition and
Hypocrite, who is trying to make
his way back to the gate
of the Good Shepherd
so he cane perform his pilgrimage according to the
commands of the King.
They battle with three former, apostate
Watchmen
who turned their positions into something of profit –
Mythmaker, Priestcraft,
and Emperor, who battle them with lusterless swords that have none
of the Spirit of Truth left in them. These three apostate call for
their army out of the dark Clouds of Confusion – one of these
reinforcements is a cousin to our main characters – another
apostate Watchman named Lost. This battle raged all around
the Strait and Narrow
(also called the Highway of Holiness, but because the
wicked cannot step foot on the path, the righteous Pilgrims were
able to escape the battle and cross over the sinkhole into which
the river was emptying – the path actually crossed over the
sinkhole on the Rock or Our Redeemer, a great stone arch that gave
them strong and firm footing.

Vanity …
This town has grown so large that it nearly reaches the Rock upon
which Gaius'
Inn is built. (On the other end, it also reaches all the way to
Hill Lucre now!) Additionally, the Fair has grown and enveloped the
city - one can no longer tell where the Fair begins or ends. There
are many roads and streets that lead into the heart of the city and
its various districts, some of which are named: Appetite Avenue,
Cuisine Court, Glutton Lane, Self Street, Indulgent Way, Contempt
Court, Squander Street, Exhibition Drive, Glamor Lane, Appearance
Place, Decadence Drive, Facade Fairway, Physique Fairway, Bodily
Boulevard, Pleasure Parkway, Desire Drive, Excitement Expressway,
Thrill Thoroughfare, Riskiness Route, Reckless Road, Laziness Lane,
Slothful Stau, Stagnation Street, Covet Court, Wanting Way,
Hoarding Row, Riches Row, Currency Court, Wealthy Weigh, Divining
Drive, Magician’s Market, Sorcerer’s Square, Tale Trail, Deceit
Drive, Liar’s Lair, Disobeyer’s Drive, Tempter’s Terrace,
Whoremonger’s Hollow, Lusty Lane, Promiscuous Place, and
Adulterer’s Arroyo. Religion in Vanity has become a competition – a
'reality show' – to see who can be more righteous than their
neighbor. Self-flagellation in an outer courtyard where the public
can watch and self-disfigurement are major steps in determining the
ultimate winners. Paper money is never used in giving to the poor
as it makes no noise and attracts no one to watch. And the Sabbath!
Only the richly-dressed can attend worship services, where only the
best of singers are allowed to sing. These Sabbath Show-offs then
mount a tall dais to see who can recite the very same prayer the
best – they are truly houses of Self-Worship. Saint and his
companions and their wives preach to the humble, which is to say,
the Poor, and have great success until they are arrested for their
efforts – only to find out that the their old
adversary Conceit
is currently the Lord Mayor of Vanity – along with
other cities of the same poor spiritual quality. They discover that
Conceit was the great dragon Mr. Great-heart thought he'd slain in
the days of Christiana's pilgrimage. Conceit brings hi his council,
consisting of Blind-to-Truth, Nefarious, Malace, Rogue, Harlot,
Heady, Snobbish, Antagonist, Liar, Cruel, Merciless, and
Hate-Light, and Saint and his companions are thrown in prison,
where they meet Mr. Mnason,
Stranger
and Repentant's
grandfather. The following day all the righteous in the
city and their copies of the King's
Book
are burned by fire, except for
Saint
and Stranger,
who are forced to watch the awful deed before being thrown back
into prison until they are rescued and removed form the city by
twelve Shining
Ones.

Vanity, Veranda
of - see
Pride
(building).

Vick
Tory – see
Wide Realm of
Sports.

Virtue
– from the Latin 'virtus'
- strength; a beneficial quality or power; valor; courage; a
commendable quality or trait; merit; a capacity to act

Virtuous
– 1) having or exhibiting virtue;
morally excellence; righteous; 2) in
'Grandchildren of the Pilgrims' she is the wife of Saint.

Virtuous-in-Heart
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

Vice, Three Siblings
of – see
Pleasant
Meadow.
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  Wall of
Salvation –
see Salvation, Wall
of.

Wanting
Way - see
Vanity.

Watchful,
Mr. – see
Beautiful,
Palace.

Watchman
– a furthering of the commission of being
a Shepherd.
In addition of helping and assisting, they are battle-ready at all
times and at times speak in the authority of the
King
and His Son. The Old
Testament is full of warnings to Watchmen who do not fulfill their
stewardship.

Wealthy
Weigh - see
Vanity.

Weary
– see Difficulty,
Hill.

Whoremonger’s
Hollow – 1) a person who
consorts with whores and harlots;
lecher; 2) see Vanity.

Wide
Gate – see
Pryde
Park.

Wide Realm of
Sports – television
program from the Vanity Fair Sports Arena, where every way possible
to make sport of the honest Pilgrim is staged for the enjoyment of
the spectators.

Wisdom
- 1) ability to discern inner qualities and relationships;
insight; good sense; judgment; a wise attitude, belief, or course
of action; 2) a maidservant who presides in the
Palace Beautiful.

Works
(Actions) -
see Charity;
Difficulty,
Hill; Faith, Grace,
Works.
Once a person has developed
Faith,
felt Grace
take root in their soul, and have received a commission
to return to the Celestial
City, they are expected to DO
something about it; to take ACTION. The Bible is replete with
passages about the pilgrim being judged by their actions ('works').
These acts are not merely the obeying of commandments, but it is
reaching out to others to help and assist in all things - these are
the Christian acts and deeds that will set the true pilgrim apart
from the rest. These are the acts called
'Charity'.

Word of
God – see
Feast of the
Bridegroom;
Jesus
Christ.

Worldly
Wisdom -
see Pride
(building).

Worldy-Wise
- see Ill-favored
Beings.

Wrath
- excessive anger; revenge; holding a grudge, not
forgiving; using anger as a defense
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  Zion
- see
Humility,
Depths of; Hebrew for
'standard';
banner'; is the
'standard' that sets the example to the world of what God's People
should be – thus Zion and its people are punished far more severely
than the rest of the world when it collectively
sins.

Zion,
Mount - the hill upon
which the Celestial City
(the city set upon a hill from the New Testament –
Matthew 5:14) is located










Pilgrim's Progress related books at
Feedbooks.com


The Pilgrim's Progress, by John Bunyan – the most
incredible book in the English language


The Celestial Railroad, by
Nathaniel Hawthorne – for those who believe Faith needs no actions
backing it up



—————



Pilgrim's Progress: People & Place Concordance, compiled by
Bruce T. ForbeS



'Pilgrim's
Progress: Latter-day Sequels', by Bruce T. Forbes, which
includes:

— 'Grandchildren of the Pilgrims'

— 'Vanity Fair Sports Complex: the Wide Realm of Sports'

— 'Visitor's Guide to Vanity Fair's
Premiere Theme Park - Pryde Park'

— 'Vanity Fair's Exhibition Hall: The Glories of the Natural
Man'

— 'Thank You, Mister Fearing”









From the same author on
Feedbooks


	Grandpa
Bruce's Poetry and Hymns, Volume One (2010)
A collection of poems and hymn texts; many written for children;
just as many written on everyday topics and events. It is best
viewed on an e-reader. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss
at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Faerie Prince
of Temple Square (2010)
When you visit Salt Lake City's historical Temple Square at
Christmastime and see millions of lights in the trees and bushes,
have you ever asked yourself: Are they lights or are they –
Faeries? If I find typo's, the corrected verions will be in my
"Grandpa Bruce's Gem Mine of Short Stories". If you enjoy this,
please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Night
Bird Canyon - a Story of Friends and Fiends (2010)
CORRECTIONS MADE April 2012 ... Subtitled 'A Vampire Among the
Mormons', this classical Gothic horror story takes place in
Northern Utah's Cache Valley in the early years of the Depression.
It's not about Mormons or Mormonism; that's just the setting for
this classical Good versus Evil tale. I apologize for the twist at
the end in the introduction of a well-known character, but I just
couldn't help myself. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss
at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


DAY
TRIPS to NARNIA (2010)
Story added September 2011 ... A collection of 'fan fiction'
short stories based on C. S. Lewis' world of Narnia. Although
written for fun, most are moralistic in nature - but I think you
will enjoy them anyway. Obviously, Narnia and anything to do with
it is owned and copyrighted; hence this is merely 'fan fiction' and
not copyrighted. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Men
and Depression: One Man's Journey (2010)
Having lived a lifetime of chronic and suicidal depression, I've
compiled things I've wrtten on the topic to be a guidebook and
inspiration to those following me along the path. This is in no way
a professional medical or mental health text; it is simply one's
man's expereinces and what he has learned. If you enjoy this,
please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Faith, Grace,
& Works: a Chord in the Hymn of Salvation (2010)
Christians have debated for centuries whether they are saved by
Faith, by Grace, or by Works. This author beleives each of these
princples plays a role and seeks to show the role each plays in a
Christian's progress towards salvation. If you enjoy this, please
come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Pilgrim's
Progress: People & Place Concordance (2010)
Updated Sept. 2010 ... In all my years of reading this classic
John Bunyan book, I've never yet found a people & place
concordanance ... so, here's my first draft of one. If you enjoy
this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Percy
Jackson - All Grown Up (2010)
Three short "fan fiction" stories written after "The Last
Olympian" and before the "Heroes of Olympus" series was even
announced. They are my take on what happened to our Hero after the
books and are based on the Percy Jackson books and NOT the movie.
If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Harry
Potter - Three Short Stories (2010)
Three short "fan fiction" stories that take place before,
during, and at the end of the books we've all read how-many times.
First a story about Professor McGonagall, then one about Charley
Weasley and dragons, and the last is my own 'final chapter' to the
last book (she didn't even give us a memorial service for our
friends!) If you enjoy, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


The
Power of Hymns (2010)
Music and song have a power like no other. Hymns, to me, are the
most powerful of all music. This is a compilation of my own
writings on the subject coupled with addresses and quotes from
others. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Grandpa
Bruce's Short Stories (2010)
Like a gem mine, you find rocks and you find gems. Hopefully you
find more gems in this book than rocks. If you enjoy this, please
come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


From
Boy to Man and Back Again (2010)
BOOK 1 of my Narnia "fan fiction" novels; takes place in the
months leading up to the beginning of the Hundred-Year Winter. It
tells how and why the Tree of Protection died and how the witch
Jadis came to power. It also lets you know something else that was
made from the wood of that tree from which the Wardrobe had been
built. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Camilla:
Warrior of Narnia (2010)
BOOK 3 of my Narnia 'fan fiction' novels. Taking place in the
time of Princess SwanWhite, a 10-year-old girl facing surgery for
major burns is taken to Narnia to learn real heroism. She and
Princess SwanWhite both learn why, as Father Christmas stated to
Queens Susan and Lucy, war is so very terrible when women must
fight. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Second
Chance (2010)
BOOK 4 of my Narnia 'fan-fiction' novels, this is dedicated with
deepest respect to my fellow brothers and sisters in the Armed
Forces of whatever country they serve. PARENTAL NOTE: This story is
about a grown-up going to Narnia and deals with themes that affect
grown-ups as well as children: healing from suicide, child abuse,
illegitimate birth, and the physical and mental scars soldiers
carry from their wartime experiences. These themes are dealt with
in a very straight-forward but tactful and respectful manner.
Parents may want to read this story first. I promise you it all
turns out good in the end - all the correct decisions are made by
my characters in regards to these topics - Aslan makes sure of
this. If you enjoy this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


LDS
Lists & Figures (2010)
UPDATED APRIL 2012 - I created this file of information on the
Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints (LDS) simply to have
the material on hand in my own e-reader and am sharing it with you:
membership statistics; presidents of the Church; temples; official
proclmations; a few missionary tracts; statements concerning the
LDS Church and the U.S. Constitution. I will update as needed,
usually with each General Conference.



	


“Ye
Who Are Weary – Come Home": a 'Mormon' Werewolf (2010)
THIS IS NOT A CHILDREN'S STORY. Although the wording is tactful,
there are startling images.

There are two paths to take with a werewolf story – the first path
is spilled over with blood and carnage, while the second path
carries the themes of being Foresaken and then Redeemed. I’m a
Sunday School teacher – I'm taking the second route as I think
Redemption and Deliverance are far more important than all the
exciting violence and blood and gore such a story could contain ...
Aren't they?

My proofreaders tell me that you deserve to be warned that Edgar
Rice Burroughs and H. G. Wells are two of my favorite authors, and
since this takes place in much the same time period in which they
were writing, I have tried to emulate the language of that time,
which means it's pretty long-winded for today's readers. It is also
stuffed full of religion – the 'Mormon' culture to be exact. Some
things that are talked about are very sacred to we Latter-day
Saints, and I think I have carefully balanced the attempt of
keeping the sacred while writing a good story. If you think some of
the sacred is silly I only hope you can show it the respect you
would wish we would show to your sacred things.



	


The
Whole Armor of God – A Latter-day Saint View (2010)
There are many Christians in the world today who object to the
'warrior view' of the Gospel of Christ. They won't let their
children read the military campaigns in the scriptures or even sing
the 'battle' hymns. Like it or not, we are in the midst of a war; a
battle begun before the earth was even created, and turning our
eyes away from it and pretending it doesn't exist is exactly what
the Enemy wants. This book is meant to be a 'field guide',
describing the battle at hand and those armor pieces the Lord has
provided for us to use in the battle. Please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


Pilgrim's
Progress: Annotated (2010)
UPDATED Jan 22, 2011 - This is my personal working copy of this
classic John Bunyan book - hard words and old phrases &
expressions defined. I've never liked "modern language" versions of
this book; I would rather lift myself up to its language than to
dummy it down to mine. Enough of my friends have asked me to share
that, well, here you go. I have included Nathaniel Hawthorne's 1846
'The Celestial Railroad' as every reader of Pilgrim's Progress
ought to read it, too.



	


Horse
Boy of Narnia (2011)
BOOK 2 of my Narnia Fan Fiction Novels and a conclusion to Book
One, this takes place during the 14-year reign of the High Kings
and Queens and tells the story of Charlie, a boy Aslan brings to
Narnia to learn Courage, Sacrifice, and a bit of Wisdom. Charlie is
sure that if he were a centaur he could learn these things - be
careful of what you wish for because you might get it! If you enjoy
this, please come and discuss at:
http://www.facebook.com/pages/create.php#!/group.php?gid=120610104646392



	


DRACULA:
Jonathon Harker's Rebuttal (2012)
April 13, 2012: MASSIVE CORRECTIONS DONE! ... THIS IS NOT A
CHILDREN'S BOOK! Written in the Gothic tradition and with the most
delicate of language, there are still startling visual scenes you
don't want to explain to your children ... On the 125th anniversary
of his twenty-ninth birthday, my very old friend Jonathon Harker
agreed to break his silence and tell the full story of his
encounter with Count Dracula - things he was unwilling or too
ashamed to write at the time; things that can be told in today's
changed moral atmosphere that might not have been printable in his
day. He is also disgusted with how Brom Stoker, once he got hold of
a stolen copy of their combined journals, rewrote parts and made
him and his beloved Mina out to be wimps: “We were much stronger
than he gave us credit,” he insists. Also, he is sick over the idea
that Society has reached the point of madness wherein vampires and
other demons are being lauded as heroes, love interests, and sex
objects – he assures me they are anything but, and this interview
was given to explain why.









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





OPS/images/cover.png
Frilgrims Frogrcss:
Lattc r~dag chucls

IBY‘UCC T. FOFbCS I





