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ent, but, like Peter’s sheet, caught up again into heaven. 
We may have heard all our lives of Christ. Words and 
ideas with which we have been familiar from childhood 
are trodden into paths as barren as sand. Suddenly, we 
know not how, the meaning flashes upon us. The seed 
has found its way into some corner of our minds where 
it can germinate. The shell breaks, the cotyledons open^, 
and the plant of faith is alive. So it was now to be with 
Bunyan.

“ One day,” he says, “ as I was travelling into the coun­
try, musing on the wickedness of my heart, and consider­
ing the enmity that was in me to God, the Scripture came 
into my mind, ‘He hath made peace through the blood of 
His cross.’ I saw that the justice of God and my sinful 
soul could embrace and kiss each other. I was ready to 
swoon, not with grief and trouble, but with solid joy and 
peace.” Everything became clear : the Gospel history, the 
birth, the life, the death of the Saviour ; how gently he 
gave himself to be nailed on the cross for his (Bunyan’s) 
sins. “ I saw Him in the spirit,” he goes on, “ a Man on 
the right hand of the Father, pleading for me, and have 
seen the manner of His coming from heaven to judge the 

( world with glory.”
The sense of guilt which had so oppressed him was now 

a key to the mystery. “ God,” he says, “ suffered me to 
be afflicted with temptations concerning these things, and 
then revealed them to me.” He was crushed to the ground 
by the thought of his wickedness ; “ the Lord showed him 
the death of Christ, and lifted the weight away.”

Now he thought he had a personal evidence from heav­
en that he was really saved. Before tjiis, he had lain 
trembling at the mouth of hell ; now he was so far away 
from it that he could scarce tell where it was. He fell in
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