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Let your intellect be exercised concerning  
the Lord Jesus. Meditate upon what you read: stop  

not at the surface; dive into the depths. Be not as the 
swallow which toucheth the brook with her wing,  
but as the fish which penetrates the lowest wave. 

 

~ Charles H. Spurgeon 
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Foreword 
by John Ross MacDuff 

 
It brings me much delight to learn of Christian Horstmann’s putting 
John MacDuff’s The Great Journey back into print. A prolific Scottish 
author of the 19th century, MacDuff wrote edifying Biblical studies 
such as The Prophet of Fire (about Elijah), and Paul’s Song of Songs (a 
commentary on Romans chapter 8), among many others. But when 
he wrote The Great Journey, MacDuff stepped out of his usual style to 
compose an allegory. Many have attempted writing in that genre – 
no doubt prompted by the enduring popularity of Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s 
Progress – but very few have done it well. MacDuff is an exception, 
giving readers a volume of vivid pictures of the journey of the fol-
lower of Christ from the Valley of Tears to his rest at Mount Zion. 
I hope The Great Journey enjoys a wide readership in this new edition!    
 

Dennis Gundersen 
President, Grace & Truth Books 

Board Member of Tlapaneco Indian Ministries

Foreword 
by Dennis Gundersen 
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A Note from the Editor 
by John Ross MacDuff 

 
Two years ago, when I first came across an original copy of the book 
that you now hold in your hands, I knew that this was something 
that had to be placed back on the bookshelves of the people of God. 
I was familiar with some other writings of Mr. MacDuff, which are 
excellent works indeed; but this particular work is one-of-a-kind. If 
you’ve fallen in love with John Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress, you’ll im-
mediately feel like you’re on familiar – although slightly different – 
territory. The author, I believe, has done a great job in portraying 
the great journey of one whom we might very properly call the 
brother of Bunyan’s Pilgrim, Christian. After all, the spiritual pro-
gress of no two Christians is exactly identical; although there are 
experiences and circumstances that are very much the same from 
pilgrim to pilgrim, there are also encounters and incidents that are 
very different. That is why I emphasize that this book is not a re-
placement for Bunyan’s classic – indeed, I would not even wish such 
a thing. Rather, I hope that it will earn the privilege of becoming a 
companion volume that occupies a side-by-side position with Pil-
grim’s Progress – similar to the manner in which we, as individual 
Christians, ought to stand shoulder-to-shoulder as a complement 
and encouragement to one another.  
 I would like to express my gratitude to my parents and sis-
ters for their encouragement and assistance, which allowed me to 
carry this project to completion. Many thanks are also extended to 
the various persons who donated their time to read through my 
drafts and provide sound advice and valuable feedback and sugges-
tions. In addition, I’m supremely grateful to those individuals who 
supplied me with their written thoughts, which formed the founda-
tion for the majority of the questions for thought which have been 

Editor’s Note 
by Christian Horstmann 
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added at the end of each chapter. Above all, thanks be to the Lord 
God of the Christian Pilgrim, Whose Providence first put this book 
in my way; and Whose strength enabled me to present my reader 
with this finished result of many long hours of preparation and pol-
ishing. May He be pleased to use it for the blessing and encourage-
ment of each and all who are a Pilgrim on the path to Mount Zion.  

 
Standing by His grace,  

Christian Horstmann 
December 2020 
Proverbs 3:5, 6 
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Author’s Preface 
by John Ross MacDuff 

 
The author feels that every apology is needed for venturing to com-
mit to the press another of the many faint echoes of The Pilgrim’s 
Progress. He has been induced to do so from experience of the power 
which allegory possesses, of interesting and instructing youth. This 
little volume, indeed, dates both its origin and much of its present 
form to preparations for an advanced Sabbath-school class, where 
the allegorical method had proved to be pleasing and profitable. If, 
through the Divine blessing, this book should be made the means of 
conveying some practical and scriptural truths to any young in-
quirer; the author will then be willing to share in the censure which 
(not undeservedly) has fallen upon a host of imitators, whose re-
peated failures have only tended to demonstrate and enhance the 
value of the great Original – The Pilgrim’s Progress.  

Author’s Preface 
by John Ross MacDuff 
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Chapter One 
In the Broad Way 

 
As I was walking along the Highway of Time, I came to a new mile-
stone; and being wearied with my journey, “I laid me down in that 
place to sleep; and as I slept, I dreamed a dream.”1 

In my dream, I saw a dwelling, which was situated by itself in 
one of the world’s secluded valleys. In front of its simple, rustic lin-
tels, there stood an aged man – pale and agitated. His eyes were 
pensively fixed upon the ground; or if they were occasionally lifted 
to take a hurried glance at some distant object, it seemed to be a 
relief when he could replace them on the green grass at his feet, and 
resume his deep and expressive thoughtfulness. The tear which now 
and then involuntarily fell from his eye, told some singular tale of 
sadness; while the other members of the household, who were gath-
ered around him, manifested – by word and look – how amply they 
shared his embittered feelings. 

The appearance of their home itself, as well as what was around 
it, indicated nothing except happiness and enjoyment. The sun-
beams, at the moment, were dancing and sparkling upon a brooklet 
which murmured close by. A cluster of rugged trees behind the 
house were casting fantastic shadows upon the grass; while birds of 
various kinds were responding to one another, from bough to 
bough, in joyous music.  
 While pondering the possible cause of these strange emotions, 
I observed someone quickly disappearing in the distance. The group 
surrounding the cottage door were wistfully following his footsteps. 
Their sorrowful words soon revealed his history. It was a member 
of their family, who had just bidden farewell to the home of his 

 
1 The Pilgrim’s Progress. 

| 1 In the  
Broad Way 
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youth, and commenced – all alone – upon the world’s great pilgrim-
age! A few minutes before, his father had followed him to his thresh-
old, with many benedictions. Warning him to “flee from the wrath 
to come,”2 he had directed his footsteps to the Celestial City, whose 
shining gates were at the end of the path through the Valley of Tears. 
“My son,” were his parting words, “if sinners entice thee, consent 
thou not… Walk not thou in the way with them; refrain thy foot 
from their path.”3 Full of filial love, Pilgrim (for that was the name 
of the traveler) had promised a dutiful obedience; and with his staff 
in his hand, he had set out upon his journey.  
 Before proceeding far, he had arrived at the edge of the forest, 
through which his path had led. There he found himself in an open 
space, in sight of two separate roads. At the entrances to these roads, 
crowds of wayfarers were gathered. They varied in outward appear-
ance, but he at once concluded them to be fellow-travelers.  
 The footpath which he had hitherto been following terminated 
here, and it was necessary to select one or the other of these two 
ways; so Pilgrim seated himself upon a stone, close by, hesitating 
between the two. There was no difficulty in discovering which was 
the favorite. It was a broad way, without any gate at its entrance. 
Also, it seemed (from its appearance) to be pleasanter than the 
other. Shady trees were planted on either side, and the multitudes 
which were crowding therein seemed light-hearted and happy – 
with little care upon their countenances, and little sorrow in their 
hearts.  
 The adjoining way was very narrow, and it had a narrow gate at 
its entrance; moreover, it was frequented only by a small number – 
a few straggling travelers. And many of these had tears in their eyes, 
and burdens upon their backs.  
 “I can never think of joining these unhappy wayfarers,” said Pil-
grim to himself, as he arose and advanced in the direction of the 
Broad Road. And yet, as he approached nearer, he listened to sounds 

 
2 Matthew 3:7. 
3 Proverbs 1:10, 15. 
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to which his ear had been hitherto unaccustomed, and which made 
him tremble. Travelers whose names were Drunkard, Liar, 
Swearer, Wasteful, Infidel, and Scoffer – he found that these were 
to be his companions. He called to mind some words which had 
been impressed upon him by his father’s prayers: “There is a way 
which seemeth right unto a man; but the end thereof are the ways 
of death!”4 

Now, as Pilgrim was preparing to retrace his steps, I saw that 
an individual from the crowd came up and stopped him. His name 
was Deceiver – a well-known character to all of the Broad-way-
men, and one of the most powerful vassals of the Prince of Dark-
ness.  

“How now, good traveler!” exclaimed Deceiver, with assumed 
gentleness. “I see that you are faint-hearted – as many before you 
have been – in entering this Broad Way. Tell me the cause of your 
fear.”  

“The way of the ungodly shall perish,”5 replied Pilgrim firmly. 
“I had almost resolved to select it, but I see abundant reason now for 
preferring the other – narrow and deserted though it be. I shall, at 
all events, try out that narrow entrance. If it disappoints my expec-
tations, it will be no difficult matter to retrace my steps.”  

“You make a mistake, ignorant youth,” replied Deceiver. “Once 
you enter that gate, there is no possibility of turning back. That de-
termination, once taken, can never be recalled. If you will only be 
persuaded to try out the Broad Way, there is no necessity to pursue 
it farther than inclination leads you.”  

“But how can I possibly enter with such company?” asked Pil-
grim.  
 “Good friend,” said Deceiver (still assuming a tone of kindness), 
“you see the worst of the way at its commencement; your compan-
ions will improve as you advance. It is only because you are not ac-
customed to such company that you are opposed to it. Moreover,” 

 
4 Proverbs 14:12. 
5 Psalm 1:6. 
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continued he, “although there is only one entrance to the Broad Way, 
there are many footpaths in it. If you have a dislike to those who are 
openly profane and vicious, there is no necessity to walk in fellow-
ship with them. I shall introduce you to others who are more 
adapted to your taste.”  
 In an unguarded moment, Pilgrim forgot his resolutions; and, 
under the guidance of Deceiver, he was conducted until he found 
himself travelling down the Broad Road.  
 Pilgrim thought he could not be wrong in attempting this path-
way; and yet he could not forget, among the other warnings which 
he had received, that “many deceivers were gone out into the 
world.”6 But there was no room left for hesitation. Before long, he 
discovered that he and his guide had been unconsciously advancing, 
leaving the entrance at a considerable distance behind them. De-
ceiver, having thus accomplished his goal, returned back to exercise 
the same unscrupulous trickery upon others. He felt that he could 
confidently leave the new traveler in the hands of those who were 
similarly duped as himself, and had now become experienced Broad-
way-men. And there was one regard in which Pilgrim’s conductor 
had not misled him. The farther Pilgrim proceeded, the less he felt 
the aversion (which he had experienced so strongly at first) to min-
gle with his fellow-travelers. His language, his manners, and his 
tastes – all became every day more in accordance with theirs. He 
even began to wonder how he could have made the selection of this 
road a matter of hesitation.  
 There were, indeed, some moments when his father’s warnings 
were vividly recalled – particularly when he happened to be in the 
company of two well-known individuals in the Broad Way, with 
bloated faces and haggard looks, who were called Extravagance and 
Overindulgence. At such times, living words – with which he had 
been familiar since his boyhood – would often sound in his ears: 
“Upon the wicked he shall rain snares, fire and brimstone, and an 

 
6 2 John 7. 
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horrible tempest: this shall be the portion of their cup.”7 Or again: 
“Come out from among them, and be ye separate, and touch not the 
unclean thing.”8 At these times, he would also call to remembrance 
how his father used to speak of a day when the Lord Immanuel was 
to be seated upon a Great White Throne; when before Him would 
be gathered all of the wayfarers who had ever traversed the Valley 
of Tears; and when He would say to every worker of iniquity, “De-
part from me, ye cursed, into everlasting fire.”9 Pilgrim would re-
member how his father used to speak of the end of those who did 
not obey the King of the Way – and particularly of a bottomless pit 
at the end of a dark and deceitful road, where thousands were con-
tinually perishing without any hope of mercy. At times, this thought 
would flash across his mind: could it be possible that he was treading 
this awful highway? Being forgetful of his parents’ counsels, was he 
was hurrying on to such certain and irretrievable ruin? The fearful 
possibility occasionally seemed to utterly overwhelm him – he 
would pause, and tremble, and weep. Or, stealing away from the 
boisterous merriment of his fellows, he would watch for some fa-
vorable opportunity – unseen to them – of retracing his steps.  
 This, however, was not an easy matter. As I have said, he had 
already advanced far on the way. The road which had been so broad 
and spacious at first, was now narrow and confined in many places. 
Fresh travelers were coming in; he was unavoidably carried along 
with the crowd, and the attempt to return would only expose him 
to ridicule. His companions, moreover, found that it was no difficult 
matter to laugh away his “fits of moping melancholy” (as they called 
them). And if these fits occasionally proved to be more obstinate 
than at other times, they always had an easy remedy at hand, by en-
ticing him into one of the many Arbors of Pleasure that the Prince 
of Darkness had erected along the road. There, amidst new fascina-
tions and carnal delights, they succeeded in dispelling his short-lived 

 
7 Psalm 11:6. 
8 2 Corinthians 6:17. 
9 Matthew 25:41. 
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convictions and fears. Thus, day by day, Pilgrim was found hurrying 
along with the crowd – his heart growing less susceptible of feeling, 
with every resisted warning. The unhappy victim of a thousand cor-
rupt passions soon had no leisure to even inquire as to where his 
footsteps were hurrying him. But the Pit of Destruction was at hand 
(although he did not know it), and he was about to be summoned to 
take his stand on its edge.  
 I saw in my dream that the shadows of evening were gathering 
one night, as Pilgrim found himself – weak and exhausted – at the 
mouth of a valley. Dangerous rocks frowned above his head on ei-
ther side, and cast an ominous gloom upon the path below; while a 
foaming river – dark and troubled – was hemmed in between their 
narrow ledges. This was the Valley of Death!  
 As the traveler entered the Valley, a horror of great darkness 
came upon him. He remembered being told of a Star – the Star of 
Bethlehem – which gave light and peace to those passing through. 
He looked for it now, but in vain; and the farther he advanced, the 
more intense was the gloom. The ground began to heave under his 
feet. Peals of thunder echoed on every side. The lightning’s momen-
tary glare only served to show him that he was on his way to Outer 
Darkness! Upon reaching the end of the valley, he witnessed – 
straight before him – columns of smoke and flame, issuing from the 
mouth of a bottomless pit! Groans – resembling the cries of dying 
men – were also carried to his ears. “Verily, there was but a step 
between him and death!”10 
 “What shall I do to be saved? What shall I do to be saved?” ex-
claimed the agonized man, making a hopeless effort to retrace his 
footsteps. But, from his weakness, he sunk powerless to the ground. 
Awful was the spectacle which then presented itself! Hundreds 
around him were tumbling over the precipice – uttering wild 
curses! Others, who were already in the pit, were sending up the 
vain entreaty for a single drop of water to cool their tongues. “O 
God! Have mercy!” they cried. “Save us from this place of torment! 

 
10 1 Samuel 10:3. 
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Our punishment is greater than we can bear!” But Pilgrim had no 
time to gaze upon the scene. The crowds from behind were pressing 
him nearer to the brink every moment! And he, too, would have 
been thrown headlong into the flames; if there had not been a ledge 
of projecting rock within his reach, which he grasped in the agonies 
of death. As he continued to thus tremble by the side of the abyss, 
an individual with a dark and gloomy countenance approached him. 
His name was Despair, and a smile of devilish triumph was seated 
upon his lips.  

“Well, good traveler,” said he, addressing Pilgrim; “you have 
well-nigh reached the end of your journey. There is now but one 
step between you and perdition; and the quicker that step is made, 
the better for yourself!”  

“Oh! Wretched man that I am!” exclaimed Pilgrim, uttering a 
shriek of agony. “Is there no one who can deliver me from this abyss 
of death? If you have any compassion on a miserable soul, tell me – 
is there no possible way of deliverance from such torments?”  

“None! None!” replied Despair. “There never was a traveler be-
fore you who ventured to ask such a question. The moment you 
entered that Valley, your Eternity was lost!”  

“Nay,” said Pilgrim, who was so stupefied with terror that he 
was scarcely able to collect his thoughts to reply. “I think I once 
heard of one who was undone like myself. He was called Malefactor, 
and he stood where I am now – on this dreadful precipice. And just 
as he was about to plunge in, he cried out in imploring accents, 
‘Lord, remember me!’ Immediately, a golden chain of grace was let 
down from heaven; and that same day, he was with Jesus in Para-
dise.”  
 “That is only some dream of your own, unhappy traveler,” said 
Despair. “If you had thought of returning as you journeyed through 
the wilderness, or before you came in sight of the Valley of Death – 
some hope might have remained. But now, all possibility of escape 
is at an end. Besides, if the King of the Narrow Way had desired 
your rescue, He would have stopped you long before now. But since 
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He has allowed you to proceed so far, it shows that He has no wish 
for you to turn, but desires your death!”  
 “Hold! Hold!” exclaimed a stranger, grabbing the arm of Des-
pair – which had just grasped Pilgrim, in order to hurl him into the 
depths below. “I am sent by King Immanuel!” said he. “I am His 
minister and messenger to perishing sinners like yourself! Hear, and 
your soul shall live!”  
 “The chief of sinners! The chief of sinners!” cried the agonized 
man – first smiting on his bosom, and then pointing to the pit be-
neath. “There can be nothing for me except vengeance and fiery in-
dignation, which I see devouring the adversaries of God. What else 
can I expect, when I have been treasuring up for myself wrath 
against the day of wrath?”11  
 “While there is life, there is hope!” said the other. “I am an am-
bassador from the court of Immanuel. I carry with me a treaty of 
peace! Here are the articles of the treaty,” he continued, unfolding 
the Gospel-Roll, which he carried under his arm. “And now, as an 
ambassador for Christ, I pray you, in His stead: be reconciled unto 
God!”12 
 “Alas! Alas!” responded Pilgrim, in plaintive accents. “Your 
scroll can contain nothing for me but ‘lamentation, and mourning, 
and woe.’ I am a sinner to the very uttermost; and my wages are 
eternal death.”  
 “Listen,” said the other, “to what the Lord Immanuel has to say 
to you!” Now I saw that the messenger opened the roll of parch-
ment, and read to Pilgrim as follows:  
 

“‘I HAVE NO PLEASURE IN THE DEATH OF HIM THAT DIETH; BUT 

RATHER THAT HE WOULD TURN FROM HIS WICKEDNESS, AND LIVE. 

TURN YE, TURN YE; WHY WILL YE DIE?’13 ‘WHEREFORE HE IS ABLE 

ALSO TO SAVE THEM TO THE UTTERMOST!’”14 
 

11 Romans 2:5. 
12 2 Corinthians 5:20. 
13 Ezekiel 18:32. 
14 Hebrews 7:25. 



Sam
ple

John Ross MacDuff 
 

 
15 

 “Salvation to the uttermost!” cried the desponding man – the 
amazing accents sounding like music in his ears! “Can it truly be, 
that there is still ‘forgiveness with God, that he may be feared’?”15  

“With the Lord,” replied the other, “there is mercy, and plente-
ous redemption!16 Indeed, it is of His mercies that you are not con-
sumed; for He might justly have sworn in His wrath, that you should 
never enter into His rest. But He sends me to bring you back from 
the gates of death; and to proclaim that it is still ‘a faithful saying, 
and worthy of all acceptation,’ that the Lord Immanuel came into 
the world to save sinners, of whom you are the chief!”17  

“The chief! The chief indeed!” cried Pilgrim again; “‘for mine 
iniquities have gone over mine head!’18 They are more than the hairs 
of my head; therefore, my heart faileth me. Am I not a brand 
plucked from the burning?”  

Despair made one desperate effort to push Pilgrim off the rock, 
and to plunge him into the pit beneath. But the servant of the Lord 
Immanuel caught him; and Pilgrim only had enough consciousness 
remaining to feel the arms of his deliverer thrown around him, and 
conveying him to a place which he did not know. 
  

 
15 Psalm 130:4. 
16 Psalm 130:7. 
17 1 Timothy 1:15. 
18 Psalm 38:4. 
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Questions for Thought – Chapter One  
 

The young Pilgrim was given advice by his parents as he set out on his 
journey. What is the Apostle’s exhortation to those who are younger?  
See 1 Peter 5:5. How does Proverbs 13:1 describe the son or daughter  

who hears the instruction of his/her parents? 
 

Under the influence of Deceiver, Pilgrim found himself being carried along 
with the crowd of sinners rushing along the Broad Way. How ought he to 

have combatted the influence of being led down the wrong path? Where can 
we find strength to stand against the temptation to “go along with the 

flow” and do something just because “everybody else is doing it”? 
 

In light of the message that the Messenger rushes to bring Pilgrim just as 
Despair was about to hurl him to everlasting death, what might the  

Messenger represent? What is represented by the Roll that the  
Messenger carried? What was the essence of its message? 
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Chapter Two 
Entrance into the Narrow-Way-Gate 

 
For a moment, my sleep was broken by these strange visions; but as 
I renewed my dream, I saw Pilgrim standing before the gate of the 
Narrow Way, pleading for admission. Above its portals were in-
scribed, in large characters, these words:  
 

“KNOCK, AND IT SHALL BE OPENED!” 
 

As Pilgrim stood knocking, he observed two men near him, who 
evidently intended to be the companions of his journey. However, 
there was something about their manner and appearance which was 
very unlike what he would have expected from those who were 
waiting for the opening of the gate. The one, whose name was Pro-
crastination, was lying upon the grass – half-asleep – with his bundle 
and all of its contents carelessly scattered around him. The other, 
called Presumption, was seated at the foot of a tree, humming the 
words of a song. At first, Pilgrim hesitated to address them; but see-
ing no others with whom he could enter into conversation, he spoke 
to them thus:  

“Good friends, you are intending to be travelers to Zion, I pre-
sume?” 

“We are,” replied the strangers.  
“Then,” continued Pilgrim, “it is probable that we shall journey 

together – provided, that is, that you have no objections if I share 
your company.”  
 “That depends very much upon whether your taste corresponds 
with ours,” said Procrastination, elevating himself. “From our past 
experience, there are few of the Narrow-Way-travelers who feel 
inclined to make our acquaintance; and if I may judge from the way 

| 2 Entrance into the 
Narrow-Way-Gate 
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in which you were just now knocking at the gate, there is no great 
likelihood that you will prove to be an exception.” 
 “I suppose we are united,” replied Pilgrim, “in our desire to es-
cape as fast as possible from this place of danger, and to get inside 
the gate.”  
 “True,” said Procrastination. “It is my firm purpose to be a Nar-
row-Way-traveler, and to eventually reach the New Jerusalem. But 
as yet, I am not inclined to commence the journey. I have not re-
covered my former fatigues. Before quitting my present resting-
place, I must have ‘a little more sleep, a little more slumber, a little 
more folding of the hands to sleep.’”1 
 “I would have you consider well, fellow-traveler,” answered 
Pilgrim (assuming an earnest tone), “whether it is safe to trifle any 
more of that time away which is soon to come to an end. ‘The night 
is far spent, the day is at hand.’2 ‘He that shall come will come, and 
will not tarry.’3 If you resign yourself to slumber now, you may soon 
sleep the sleep of death! It is surely time – nay, ‘it is high time to 
awake out of sleep!’”4  
 Procrastination made no reply. He merely waved his hand and 
muttered, “Go thy way at this time; at a more convenient season, I 
will think on these things.” He gradually sank down, resumed the 
position from which he had raised himself, folded his arms, and was 
steeped in slumber once more.  
 “You do not need to be under any apprehension of our safety,” 
said his companion Presumption, addressing Pilgrim. “We have 
placed ourselves, as you see, close beside the gate. We are so near 
to it that we can enter at any time. I shall take care to keep watch 
for the coming of the Herald of judgment, and there are just a few 
paces between us and safety.”  

 
1 Proverbs 24:33. 
2 Romans 13:12. 
3 Hebrews 10:37. 
4 Romans 13:11. 




