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BUNYAN IN PRISON.

Home Io prison 1 And whiercfore not ? Home is not the murbie hial),
nor the lusurious furniture, nor (ho clo(h of gold. If? hom1e ho the
kingdoin whcre a in reigns, in bis own nonaîcehy, over subjeet heuartE-if
home hc the spot whero fireside pleasurcs ganibol, w'hcire arcenour the
munny laughs Of' the conflding child, or the fond " Wbuat, ails tbcc ?" of
the watching- wifc-tbcen evcry eseential of' bomoe ivs to bc found, ',exept
these bonds," ln that celi on Bedford Bridge. 'There in the day limie, is
the heroine Wife, ut once bracing and soothing bis spirit w'ilh lier (ail and
wonmanly tenderncss ; and sittiiug ut bis feot, the child, a claîping cundril,
blind and best boloyed. There on tho table is tho Boole of Maloriyrs, vith
its records of tho mon wbo were the uncestors of' bis fitit and love; those
old and licaven.patented nobility, whose badge of' knighithood was the bl.
lowed cross, aud whose chariot of' triun)phi was the a,,ccn di ng f lumne. Thicrc,
nearer to his hand,. is tho Bible, revealing flbnt secret source of' s(ricný",h,
whicb empowercd ecdi nuanly heurt, and nerved euch stalivart amni ; ecc.
ing bis own spirit in exceeding beaviness, and uigstrong thnough
faith, for the obedienco ilîicb is even unto deuth. Within hlmi the good
conscience heurs bravely -up, anud hoe is -%vetiponed by this as by a sliield of
triple mail. IBy bis side, ail unseen by cusual guest or surly warder, îliere
stands vith heurt of grace and consolation strong, the heavenly coinfoi ter;
and from overhead, as if annointing lîiui alreudy 'with the iinction of* re-
compense, there rushes the streuin Of' glory.

And siow it is nightfall. Thcy have hail their evening worship, and, as
in ainoihier dungeon, 1'the proershord themii." The Mind child receives
the fhtlberly henediction, (lie lust good ni-lht is suid f0 the deur ones, and
Bunyan iS alone. Juis peu is in bis liaud, and the Bible on the table.
A solitary' lump dimly reveals ihie darkniess. But there is fire in bis oye,
aud there, is passion in bis sou]. ".He writes us if joy did iak-e hlm
-write." lie lius feît ail tflflness of bis story. l'le pen nioves fo
slowiy for the rushi of' fceling us ho graves bis 'wliole heurt upon the page.
There is heatiug over him a stormi of inspiration. Great thouglits are

.striking upon bis bruin uud flushjing upon bis check. Cloudy ad sae

.less in their earliest rise 'witlîin bis nind, they durkeu into the giguntie ci

.hrighiter info (ho beuutiffùl, until at leng(blie flings f leni into bold and
burning ivords. IRare viEions risc before binm. Rie is in a duugcon no
longer. Rie is ini tho palace l3eautiful vith its siglits of renowvn and songs
of melody, witb ifs virgins of comeliness and di.crefion, and ivith its
windows opening for the flrst kiss of' the suri. Ris soul swells heyond
the measure o!' bis cell. It is no longer a rude lump that glin îer
on bis table. It is no longer the durk Ouse fliat rolis the sluggish
waters at bis foot. Ris spirit bus no sense of houdage. No Iïran
has entered into bis soul. Chuinless aud swift ho lias 'soared t0 the
Deleotahle 'Mountains; the lighit of heaven is arour.d hinm; the river is
the one elear as crystal, which floweth from, the throne of G od and of tbe
Lamnb; hyeezes af puradise hlow freshly across it, fannieg his temples
and stirring bis huir.

-From the summnit o!' thec bill Clear ho catches rare splendors; ;the New
Jerusalesu sleeps in its eternal, naon ; the shiniug ones are there, each a


