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summer suns have rolled over the mansion of his misery 
whose reviving rays have never once penetrated his sad 
abode," <fcc., &c.

If this description resembles or approaches the truth, 
I can but say that to have thus abandoned to want their 
most distinguished pastor and his family was intensely 
discreditable to the Baptist community. English prisons 
in the seventeenth century were not models of good man­
agement. But prisoners, whose friends could pay for 
them, were not consigned to damp and dreary cells ; and 
in default of evidence of which not a particle exists, I can­
not charge so reputable a community with a neglect so 
scandalous. The entire story is in itself incredible. Bun- 
yan was prosperous in his business. He was respected 
and looked up to by a large and growing body of citizens, 
including persons of wealth ahd position in London. He 
was a representative sufferer fighting the battle of all the 
Nonconformists in England. He had active supporters in 
the town of Bedford and among the gentlemen of the 
county. The authorities, so far as can be inferred from 
their actions, tried from the first to deal as gently with 
him as he would allow them to do. Is it conceivable that 
the Baptists would have left his family to starve or that 
his own confinement would have been made so absurdly 
and needlessly cruel? Is it not far more likely that he 
found all the indulgences which money could buy and the 
rules of the prison would allow ? Bunyan is not himself 
responsible for these wild legends. Their real character 
appears more clearly when we observe how he was oc­
cupied taring these years.

Friends, in the first place, had free access to him, and 
strangers who were drawn to him by reputation ; while 
the gaol was considered a private place, and he was al-


