SR L ¥ T

r e _r-Irl- i - .
VA TR

<
-




-'I '.. Ii.ﬁt "‘; =
*® - - 40 -y 1 -._‘. . .
L et

4"

Scripture quntations marked ESV are from The ESV™ Bible [T['lﬂ Hﬂly Bible, Eng]ish Standard vf:rsinn”]'.
{:ﬂpyrig}lt © 2001 ]:lj.r Crussway. a Pu])li&]‘ling ministry of Good News Publishers. Used i)}? permiﬁsiﬂn. All

Iig‘hts reserved.

Verses marked NIV are taken from the Holy Bible. New International Version'. NIV". Copyright © 1973,
1978. 1984, 2011 by Biblica, Inc.” Used by permission. All rights reserved worldwide.

Verses marked NLT are taken from the Holy Bible, New Living Translation, copyright © 1996, 2004, 2015
by Tyndale House Foundation. Used by permission of Tyndale House Publishers, Ine., Carol Stream,
[llinois 60188. All rights reserved.

Verses marked NKJV are taken from the New King Jam es Version . Cnpyrig‘ht © 1982 by Thomas Nelson,
Inc. Used by permission. All rig‘hts reserved.

Cover and interior deaign I:ry Juicebﬂx DEsig’ns.

The song on pages 127-128 1s a&ap‘tecl from Ralpl‘l E. Hudson's hyrnn “T'll Live for Him." written in 1882.

HARVEST KIDS is a trademark of The Hawkins Children’s LLC. Harvest House Publishers. Inc., is the
exclusive ].iC'{".-"‘I'lSEE le tllE-' trademark HAR‘!‘FEST K]_DS.

The Pilgrim's Progress

Text copyright © 2020 by Rousseaux Brasseur
Artwork cﬂpyrig‘]ﬂt © 2020 I'_'lj" Katya Long’hl
Published by Harvest House Publishers
Eugene, Oregon 97408

WWW.I’IBIVESthUuEEpubliﬁl‘ll‘.‘l‘& L0

ISBN 978-0-7369-7948-1 (hardcover)
ISBN 978-0-7369-7949-8 (cBook)

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data 1s available at https ://leen.loc.gov /2019054814

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or trans-
mittecl n any {nrm or b}f any means—electronic‘ mechan{cal, clig;ta]., P]‘lf}tﬂCﬂP}?. rﬁ:cording, or any c}tl'nf,:r—

except for brief quotaﬁons n prin‘h?:cl reviews, without the prinr Permissiun of the publisl‘ler.
Printed in China

20 21 22 23 24 25 26 27 28 /RDS /10987654321



d :ONTENTS

&, N e O 9

10.
i 2
2.
13.
14.
15.
16.
4
18.
19.

sNTRoBUCTION: THE CITY OF DESTRUCTION .. . i o o
sumpary THESCROLL - EVANGELISTY . 0 o 0 aelS % v vl
. TROMP THROUGH THE SWAMP: DISCOURAGEMENT . . . . . ..
. STRAYING AND DISOBEYING : MOUNT SINAI . . . . ... ... ..
SEACK ONTRACK : THE NARROW GATE |, . . . a0 o omis o
. LEARNING AND DISCERNING: THE INTERPRETER'S HOUSE,

. & CELEBRATION OF SALVATION : THE CROSS~ . . % o0 v o v s
. NAP TAKERS AND LAW BREAKERS: THE HILL OF DIFFICULTY . . .
FRIGHT IN THE NIGHT: THE PALACE BEAUTIFUL, parT 1
A BLESSED REST: THE PALACE BEAUTIFUL, PART2 . . . . . . .
A FOE DOWN BELOW : THE VALLEY OF HUMILIATION. . . . . .
THE DEPTHS R FHE VALUEY OBDEATEH . o5 . o5 2w s vis
JOURNEYING ALONG IN JOYFUL sONG: A BLESSED QUEST . . . . .
WALKING AND TALKING: MR. TALKSALOT . . . . . . .« o 0.
BEWARE OF THE FAIR : EVANGELIST'S WARNING. . . . . . . ..
INSANITY BEYOND COMPARE : INSIDE VANITY FAIR . . . . . . . .
THE FURY OF THE JURY "EATTHEUL S TRIAL, o, o0 MG 0.

ANOTHER BROTHER AND MONEY LOVERS: HOPEFUL
AN OV B O RTINS o Sl o ool ey e el i Ll S



20.

21.
22.
29.
24.
25.

26.
27.
28.
29
CONCLUSION

GET RICH QUICK AND A GAP IN THE FENCE : PROSPERITY

ol d U s DD LN i B E SRR A N g Y S LT et e 133
IHEVIOLENT CIANT : DOUBTING CASTLE: < . o o .0 o o 140
BREAKOUT OF DOUBT : ESCAPE FROM THE DUNGEON . . . . . 146
FOUNTAINS AND MOUNTAINS : IMMANUEL'SLAND. . . . . . . .. 153
LISTEN TO A LESSON: SIMPLETON AND LITTLE-FAITH. . . . . 160
MAKE-BELIEVERS AND DECEIVERS: FLATTERER

IR AL I RIS o N s Rt BB 5 s o ¢ de s L o 166
HOMEWARD BOUND THROUGH ENCHANTED GROUND. . . . . . . 174
A CONVERSATION ABouT THE WAY OF SALVATION . . . . . . .. 182
TWO FRIENDS WHERE THE PATH ENDS: THE DARK RIVER . . . . . 188
THE START OF A NEW sTORY: THE CITY OF GLORY . . . . . . . . 195







INTRODUCTION :
THE CITY OF DESTRUCTION

My guilt has overwhelmed me
like a burden too heavy to bear.

PSALM 38:4 NIV

%1 WALKED THROUGH the wilderness of this world long ago,

My legs were growing weary and my pace grew quite slow.
So I sat down to rest in a den near a stream,
Where my heavy eyes shut, and I there dreamed a dream.

Now I saw in my dream a poor man with a Book.

Every time he would open its pages to look,

He could see himself clear, as if looking into a mirror,

But the reflection that appeared made him shudder with fear.
For his heart, like his clothes, was both filthy and black,

And there grew an unbearable burden on his back.

Still he read what his Book said again and again,

Yet his burden grew greater—for this burden was his sin.
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Guilt and shame weighed him down, his heart grew heavy too,
T1ll he broke out with a dreadful cry, “Whatever shall I do?”

In his mind there flashed visions of fire from the sky

That destroyed his whole city, and this caused him to cry.

For a very long time, he could do nothing but weep,

And he knew that the nighttime would bring him no sleep.
But at sunset he knew that soon his family would worry,
So he stood, wiped his tears, and set off in a hurry.

“Where have you been?” his wife asked. “You've been gone all day long.”
But the grief on his face told her something was wrong.
He opened his Book and tried hard to explain,
Yet his family seemed to think he was going insane.
“Go to sleep!” his wife said. “Rest will settle your brains.”
“I cannot,” he exclaimed, “or we’ll perish in the flames!
Oh my wife! Oh my children!” the man cried as he quivered,
“We must go now and seek out a way to be delivered!”
“Like Mom said,” his son echoed, “a night’s rest is all you need.
Besides, Father, you can't believe everything that you read.”
“Head to bed with all speed!” his youngest child agreed,
“Sweet dreams will indeed help to soothe you—guaranteed.”
With fear in his voice and tears bursting from his eyes,

Christian said between sobs, although he tried not to cry,
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“But I've read that this city will soon burn up in fire!”

But they ignored him and left him and called him a liar.

Behind his burdened back, his family scoffed at him and sneered,
“Dad 1s being ridiculous; there’s nothing we should fear.”

“Our city’s safe and secure, there is no danger here!”

“It’s obvious that Dad is just not thinking very clear.”

Thus his family, with disbelieving hearts and harsh words,
Disrespected and neglected the Book’s words they had heard.
Yet Christian prayed for them daily as he wandered alone

In the fields near the forest not far off from his home.

When his eyes finally dried up, he would read more and more,
Though each day was more troubling than the day just before.
Day by day, night by night, until days turned to weeks,

But still tears for his sin flowed like streams down his cheeks.
Townsfolk mocked him and his Book; they were all misbehaved,
Yet he read still and cried, “What shall I do to be saved?”
Christian cried out to be saved, both his life and his soul—

Till a man named Evangelist came to him with a scroll.

@






2

UNROLL THE SCROLL:
EVANGELIST

‘Who warned you to ﬂee the coméng wrath?

MATTHEW 3.7 NLT

Q§TROLLING ouT FROM the forest, a fellow appeared

With a warm friendly smile, pointy moustache, and beard.
Evangelist inquired, “What causes all your tears?”
Christian: “I am burdened by sin, and my heart is full of fears.
For this Book I am reading has shown me my sin

And the danger that I, as a sinner, am in.

I have prayed night and day for some way to be saved,

For this burden will soon sink me lower than the grave.

But where I can hide or save my life, I don’t know—

Please help me, good sir, I don’t know where to go.”

Then Evangelist pulled out with his finger and thumb

A scroll that unrolled, and read, “Run from the wrath to come!”

14
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Christian: “But where must I run to escape from this wrath?”
Ewangelist: “Fly to the narrow gate down this narrow path!
Discipleship Path was carved out by the Lord

So that we might be rescued, transformed, and restored.

The journey will be perilous, as you will soon see,

But far more dangerous is the wrath from which you must flee!”

Then he rolled up the scroll and tied it with a string

As he whistled a minor tune and began to sing:

This world, so dark and full of sin,
So soon shall pass away—

In firve the Lord shall come again;
Prepare for that great day!

His holy kingdom 1s at hand—

Soon_ fire will devour this land;
Before His throne you too will stand!
The Judge is at the door!

1his world's cheap pleasures shall not last;
Eternity draws near.

The thundering of the trumpet blast
Shall ring in every ear.

Fly from His wrath and run with haste!
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For shortly you must see His face—
The Judge 1s at the door!

Today you may with your own eyes
See Christ come 1tn His wrath—
This warning you must not despise.
Fly down this narrow path.

The danger you are in 1s great!
Run quickly to the narrow gate—

One minute more you must not wart!

The Judge 1s at the door!

Believing the truthfulness of what he had heard,
Christian rushed from that place without one more word.
His footsteps were heavy as he stumbled down that track
With the Book in his hands and the burden on his back.
Christian’s neighbors and children and even his wife
Heard him cry as he ran, “Life! Life! Eternal life!”

But without looking back, as fast as he could,

He fled from the city and into the dark woods.

)
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TROMP THROUGH THE SWAMP :
DISCOURAGEMENT

He lifted me out of the slimy pit,
out of the mud and mire;
he set my feet on a rock and
gave me a firm place to stand.

PSALM 40:2 NIV

; V- ow TWO NEIGHBORS of Christian’s ran chasing him down

And tried hard to persuade him to come back to town.
Sir Stubborn inquired, “What’s with all this fuss?”

Mr. Fickle then echoed, “Come back now with us!”
“Not a chance!” replied Christian, “for that city 1s doomed,

And with fire from heaven it will soon be consumed!

It I turn back, I'll never reach the kingdom of heaven,
Or be freed from my burden, or have my sins forgiven.”
“You would leave all this world,” Sir Stubborn rudely said,

“For a make-believe kingdom you've made up in your head?”

19
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