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Chapter 1 

I have also spoken by the prophets, and I have multiplied 
visions, and used similitudes, by the ministry of the prophets.  
Hosea 12:10 

*       *       * 

"How farest thou, brother?" 

I tried to blink. I could not focus. How farest thou? No one 
talks like that anymore? His words, though gentle, entered my 
ears like an explosion and echoed with a reverberating 
aftershock. I tried to speak but could manage only to mumble 
single syllable sounds; yet, even that was difficult. "Weak." 

"Aye. Weak you'd be, truly. But the Lord was merciful and 
thine fever hath passed." 

My eyes began to focus a little bit more but the room was dim. 
A gray solemnity was as thick in the place as the dank 
moisture of the room was to my taste. The man who spoke 
with me had a familiar lilt to his voice. He was English, but not 
metropolitan. It was not the sound of his voice that was 
familiar, but instead, the comfort that radiated from his words 
that was recognizable. It was the spiritual excellence that 
comes forth from the soul of one who had just been 
communing with the Lord and glorifying the Father in the 
Spirit. "Where am…" 

 "Why, the Bedford jail, my brother. They brought thee in, they 
did; sick with fever. Thou didst quake like a maple leaf in an 
autumn wind." 

"Jail?" 

"Aye. A preacher of Christ's gospel truth thou art, yea or nay?" 

"Yes." My voice still cracked and it sounded wretched on the 
inside of my ears, which I took to be tender because I must 
have been quite sick. 

 



"Why, then the fate of non-conformists is both thine and mine." 
I couldn't see him clearly as he sat at the table by the window 
across the room, or rather jail cell, which was what I 
understood this place to be. He spoke again. "Good sir, may I 
offer thee some water?" 

I attempted to say 'yes' but only a squeak spilled forth from my 
lips. 

His chair scooted back and he stood up from the table. He 
poured some water from a pitcher into a small cup, picked up 
the cup and walked toward me where I lay. He only took a few 
steps as the cell in ward was much smaller than I could judge 
in my sickened state. With one large hand he helped me to sit 
up as I was still very weak. As I sat on the edge of the bed, my 
host pressed the rim of a crude ceramic cup to my lips. I could 
only manage a few small sips, each one feeling like a huge 
steel brick slipping down my throat. The odd sensation 
notwithstanding, the water did refresh me quite a bit. 

My gentle host took a step back and stood before me. My 
eyes were able to focus a bit better and I saw him-- John 
Bunyan, the preacher of Bedford. "Mr. Bunyan." His name fell 
from my still moist lips in a whisper but intelligible enough that 
he could hear me plainly. 

"Tis I, indeed, sir." 

There are times when a man should be still and quiet his 
thoughts before others. Peter should have held his peace 
when he witnessed the Lord's transfiguration on the mount. 
Likewise, I should have held my peace. Yet, as the struggle to 
keep the flesh at bay will continue until the Lord Jesus returns, 
or until he calls us home, zealous affectation may quite often 
rush forward where wise introspection would serve much 
better. This was one of those times when wise introspection 
was needed but cast to the wind. I could only speak slowly, 
but speak I did. "Mr. Bunyan… it is such a great… great 
honor… and privilege… to meet you, sir." 

 

 



"I know thou meanest well, brother. Nevertheless, thou 
thinkest too highly of me. See thou do it not. Nay, think not of 
me more highly than thou ought to think; but think thou 
soberly, according as God hath dealt to every man the 
measure of faith." 

"Mr. Bunyan, I… I dreamt of you." 

"I, too, slept yester night; and as I slept, I dreamed a dream. 
Yea, I dreamed of Christ. Sit thou there, dear brother, and 
repose. I will tell thee my dream. Yet, before I saw Christ, I 
dreamed, and behold, I saw a man clothed with rags standing 
in a certain place, with his face from his own house, a book in 
his hand, and a great burden upon his back."  
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Chapter 2 

But we are all as an unclean thing, and all our 
righteousnesses are as filthy rags; and we all do fade as a 
leaf; and our iniquities, like the wind, have taken us away.  
Isaiah 64:6 

*         *        * 

A horrifying cry of terror rose from his throat. It was not merely 
the bellows of one yelling from the strength of his diaphragm. 
No. He was not exercising proper muscle control in his 
abdomen so he could be heard many miles away. His 
lamentation came from the depths of his heart and the pit of 
his soul. It was the wail of agony, of anguish, of bitter turmoil. 

When his wailing diminished, he looked at the woods before 
him. They were strangely lit; illuminated as he had never seen 
them before. From the window of his home, the forest always 
seemed dark, thick and foreboding. But now, they exhibited a 
life, an awakening, the likes of which he had never seen; and 
although there was vitality in the flora and fauna around him, it 
only served to amplify his soul's wretched condition-- for the 
light that came forth from the Word of God revealed the 
darkness that was within him, and that darkness was greater 
than the blackness of night or application of pitch. And as 
great as the darkness was, it did not subdue the light or cast 
shadows with variableness by turning from this view or that. 
The darkness was evident because of the light. The book in 
his hand, the Bible, was open and his hands trembled beneath 
it. 

His home was behind him across the field, "with his face from 
his own house," as Mr. Bunyan described when he began to 
tell his dream. When, by God's grace, the Lord shines His light 
through His beloved Word, those things most familiar to us, 
most comfortable to us, and those things most liable to draw 
us away from God's light, must be cast behind us in God's 
providence so that the blessing of His grace may shine upon 
His lost sheep.  

 



The man was dressed in rags. He looked down upon his own 
clothing. He had always thought his clothes quite splendid, 
befitting a well respected man, a man of station. Yet, with the 
book in his hand, he now saw his garments for what they 
were: soiled, filthy, abominable. His clothing hung from his 
body as if they dripped with oozing dung, while at the same 
time, the ragged filth that was his clothing seemed to cling to 
his skin, making the man a vile and most loathsome wretch 
under heaven and upon earth. The pack upon his back was 
huge and it had an opening loosely tied above his head. Each 
time the man read from his Bible, either his garments grew 
filthier or his pack grew heavier. 

He read the verse from Psalm 38:4, "For mine iniquities are 
gone over mine head: as an heavy burden they are too heavy 
for me." The miserable man looked up from the Bible and 
sobbed again. He wept with tears of anguish. He shook his 
head. "What shall I do?" 

Why did the book suddenly have such an effect upon him? He 
did not know. He had read it before. He understood that Adam 
was the first man and created by God according to its first 
pages. There was clarity in the words of the Bible, certainly. 
Perspicuity was the word his pastor used. It was plain to read 
that the Bible speaks of a flood in the days of Noah and that 
Jesus was born in a manger because there was no room in 
the inn. He had even read of the cross upon which Jesus hung 
and heard many times the words he spoke while dying, but he 
was never affected by the reading of the Bible as he had this 
day. What had happened? 

Tumultuous now, was his inner being. He turned a few pages 
from the Psalms and his eyes were drawn to Isaiah 64:6. He 
read, "But we are all as an unclean thing, and all our 
righteousnesses are as filthy rags; and we all do fade as a 
leaf; and our iniquities, like the wind, have taken us away." 
The man looked down again at the garments he wore. They 
were indeed filthy rags. They were cankered, moth-eaten and 
corrupt. His own unrighteousness was visible. His sin, his 
iniquities, his uncleanness, and his corruptions were apparent. 

 



Did he not believe that there was a God? He most certainly 
did. A workman, his friend, had spoken to him one day. His 
friend said, "Did you know that we did not come from 
monkeys?" 

"Of course we didn't," was the man's reply. "I've been to the 
zoo and have seen monkeys and monkeys don't do the stupid 
things that humans do." The man in rags remembered that he 
beamed with self-righteousness the following Sunday for such 
a confession concerning God. On that Sabbath morn, he 
remembered, he drew his entire family with him to sit up front 
in the foremost pew to display his courage in spouting such a 
truth as not having evolved from primates. Reflecting upon 
that episode, the man melted with shame by such a thought 
now, as he stood in the field with the Bible held in his 
trembling hands. 

Vexed and troubled with seemingly no possible escape, he 
turned in the direction of the little house he called home and 
walked toward it. He dreaded each step. Every pace was filled 
with woe. He knew he could not stay in the field; but even to 
return to his home and his family was filled with fret and dread. 
He wiped away his tears with a filthy rag. When he reached 
the door to his house, he clutched the Bible tightly in his left 
hand and reached out with his right for the door knob. The 
man took a deep breath. He could not let his wife and children 
see him in such a state of distress. He composed himself, 
turned the knob, and entered the house. 

He sat at the dinner table, a long table that he made himself 
from sturdy oak, a table capable of seating his entire family for 
meals. How proud he had been of such an accomplishment. 
How boastful he had been when he showed friends and 
neighbors the finished product of the works from his own 
skilled hands. Now, after a time in the Lord's field with the 
open Word of God, the table was merely a reminder of such 
contemptible boastings and sinful self-exaltation. He wanted to 
weep, but he bit his lip and held his peace. 

Dinner was served and set upon the table. His wife and 
children looked at him to begin the meal. The roast beef was 
on a white platter before him with a serving fork and spoon. 
Sliced carrots and potatoes adorned the meat around the 



platter. The rest of the carrots and potatoes were in a large 
bowl in the middle of the table. Using the serving fork and 
spoon, he gently placed a thin slice of beef on his plate. He 
cut a small piece of beef from his plate and tried a bite. Warm. 
Tender. Succulent. As it was a small piece of meat, he 
chewed it and swallowed in short order. "Delicious, mother," 
he said. 

That was the signal the children were waiting for. The dinner 
table buzzed with activity. The man was silent throughout the 
meal. He had taken the smallest piece of beef, which was 
unusual; and though it was the smallest piece, he could hardly 
finish it. He had no appetite. His wretchedness plagued every 
area of his being. He was uncomfortable through the entire 
meal. The huge pack upon his back made the burden 
unbearable as it pressed upon him in his chair. There was no 
peace for a meal with such a huge pack pressing upon the 
back and shoulders of a man. Every bite of dinner was 
awkward. Every mouthful of meat and potato was troubled and 
cumbersome. The man could find no nourishment in his food; 
neither could he find comfort dining with his family. He 
restrained himself from speaking about his condition for as 
long as he could, but the turmoil within increased, and he 
could not remain silent any longer. 

"My dear wife…" His lip quivered. His hands trembled. 

"What is it, Chris?" His wife's brow furled with concerned. 

 "I'm doomed. Children, I'm lost. This great weight pressed 
upon me has ruined me. Not only that, our city will be burned 
with fire from heaven. It will completely consume us and 
destroy us all, and as of yet, I haven't found any way for us to 
escape." 

The whole family was dumbfounded. They certainly didn't 
believe that what he said was true. They thought he might be 
sick, or even insane. As night approached they hoped that 
sleep might aid in putting his mind at ease. The older children 
helped their mother get Chris to bed. 

 



The night was equally troublesome to poor Chris. He could not 
sleep at all. He spent the night in tears and sighing. As with 
sleepless most sleepless nights, each second passed with a 
seemingly eternal tic. 

In the morning, his family inquired about his he health. 

"Are you feeling any better, Chris?" his wife asked. 

"How's dad doing now, mom?" 

"You okay, dad?" 

"Papa, better now?" 

Chris could not hide his true condition. He was worse, much 
worse, and he told them so. He tried to tell them about the hell 
that awaited their end, but they would have none of it. They 
refused to listen.  

His wife attempted to drive away his attitude and affected 
condition with harsh words and rude comments. The children, 
hearing their mother joined in with disrespectful and derisive 
jeers. They tried different strategies to bring Chris back, the 
old Chris, whom they knew quite well. At times they scolded 
him sternly. At other times they just ignored him. The family 
tried everything they could think of. The miserable stranger in 
their midst could not possibly be the patriarch of the 
household. 

The old Chris, the one they wanted back, would have stopped 
his wife cold in her tracks with a stern look. The children would 
never have chided him disrespectfully, knowing that they 
would have been escorted to the woodshed to have the board 
of discipline applied to the seat of understanding. Instead, he 
retired to his office in the back of the house and prayed for his 
family. He pitied them and prayed earnestly for them. His 
prayers were also made on behalf of his own miserable 
condition. 

As the days passed and he found no peace, Chris went for 
walks away from the house. He walked through the field. At 
times he read his Bible. At other times he prayed. He spent a 
great deal of time over the next few days reading God's Word 



and praying. 
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Chapter 3 

Not that I speak in respect of want: for I have learned, in 
whatsoever state I am, therewith to be content. Philippians 
4:11 

*        *       * 

I must have dozed off in my sick and weakened state. I 
awakened to what I thought had been only a dream. I was 
more ill than I realized because in our last conversation, Mr. 
Bunyan and I were alone in the little room. A dose of gross 
reality arrested my senses upon my awakening. The cell was 
filled with prisoners under the most deplorable conditions. It 
was the same cell, yet, some distinctive features went 
unnoticed by me previously. For one, the smell of urine and 
feces hung heavily in the air-- a smell only occasionally 
interrupted by the utterly rancid aroma of body odor-- sweat 
that oozed from the pores of the sick and malnourished, and 
all without a bath.  Overall, the cell reeked of a stench so 
strong it would gag a maggot in a Porta-Potty. The mattress I 
lay upon had the filthiest of covers loosely fitted over damp 
and rotting straw; and infested with a wide variety of critters, 
bedbugs, and body lice. I was not altogether sure that I 
wanted to be awake. I thought if only I might close my eyes, 
perhaps I would return to sleep and wake up somewhere, 
anywhere but in that cell. Before I could close my eyes, I 
heard him. 

"Mr. Cauld," said Bunyan joyfully, yet in a hushed tone. 
"You're awake." The kindly preacher knelt before me. "Take 
some soup. It will help your recovery." 

As I took the bowl from his hands, I noticed that his language 
had changed. He still had a distinctive British accent, but he 
did not speak with the vocabulary of a seventeenth century 
Englishman of Bedfordshire. 

"No need to blow on it," said Bunyan. "It's cold." 

 

 



Lemuel Moore laughed churlishly. "Was cold when they 
brought it in," he said. Moore was approximately my age, in 
his mid-fifties, but looked much older. His face was wrinkled 
and had the appearance of a pale orange raisin. His thin lips 
were drawn tightly across his mouth when he wasn't derisively 
laughing or ridiculing another human being. When he did give 
consideration to a thought, his brow furled and his lips 
puckered making his mouth look like a purse closed securely 
by its strings drawn as tight as one could pull them. Moore's 
official crime was sedition, but most understood his plight as 
one of a petty thief. Lemuel Moore sat in the corner of the cell 
with his back against the cold stone wall and his boney knees 
drawn to his chest by his lanky arms. 

Bunyan ignored Lemuel Moore so I opened my mouth and 
spooned in some soup. It was indeed cold; and as for its taste, 
it was more like rinse water for dishwashing than a culinary 
concoction. It must have been cabbage soup at one with some 
carrots and potatoes. I did come across a tiny sliver of carrot 
and smallest bit of potato in the six spoonful servings I placed 
in my mouth. I could tell that Mr. Bunyan had taken care to 
ensure I got at least some solid food in my bowl. It was not the 
best tasting meal I had ever eaten, but I needed it. It was not 
much, but I was blessed to have it. After I had swallowed the 
last drop, I set the bowl down next to me on the straw-filled 
mattress. 

"Now," said Bunyan, "as the providence of God has brought 
us both to this den--" 

Lemuel Moore howled again with derisive laughter. "Den, he 
calls it." His cackle filled the jail cell and every sound was 
brought to a halt. "He calls this bleedin' place a den." He 
laughed again and several of the other more unholy men 
laughed as well. 

I was ashamed. I wanted to be rid of this place and Mr. 
Bunyan saw it as just another stop along the way in his 
pilgrimage, a stop eternally declared and ordained in 
sovereignty by our Lord and Creator. 

 



As my heart broke over my ignoble thoughts, Mr. Bunyan 
bowed his head humbly spoke. "I have learned to be content 
with whatever state or condition I find myself." 

"Philippians 4:10," I said just above a whisper. 

Bunyan smiled. "Quite right, Mr. Cauld. Where was I?" 

"The providence of God." 

"Ah, yes. Indeed. As the providence of God has brought us 
both to this den, allow me to continue to relate the dream I 
dreamed in this den as I slept. Now there was a time I saw 
him as he walked in the fields. It was his habit to leave his 
house, go into the field a read his Bible. This thoroughly 
terrorized his mind.  While he was reading, he cried and burst 
out, 'What shall I do to be saved?'" 

"Acts 16:30." 

"That's quite correct, Mr. Cauld. I saw also that he looked this 
way and that way, as if he would run; nevertheless, he stood 
still. I perceived it was because he could not tell which way to 
go. I looked then, and saw a man named Evangelist coming to 
him, who asked, "Why are you crying?" 
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Chapter 4 

Sirs, what must I do to be saved? Acts 16:30 

*         *        * 

Since the Word of God was first illuminated to his mind, Chris 
had begun the habit of walking in the fields and reading the 
Bible. What he read continued to trouble his mind greatly. His 
distress caused him occasional outbursts of thought and 
emotion. It might be a still as a gentle breeze while the wistful 
fragrance of heather wafted from a mild morning dew and he 
would cry out, "What shall I do to be saved?" 

Even when he never shouted those words, the thought itself 
burst within him as a terrifying reminder of his condemned 
state and his miserable condition. A more pitiful wretch was 
never viewed by men or beast as was Chris while wandered in 
the fields. He looked up from his read page from time to time. 
He looked to the left. He looked to the right. Yet, he was 
perplexed. He had no idea where to go, what to do, or how to 
start even if he knew the way. 

Mr. Herald approached Chris. He looked upon him 
compassionately and asked, "Why are you crying?" Mr. Herald 
was an evangelist, a preacher of the Word, a messenger of 
Christ's gospel truth. His clothing was common. He was not wise 
by any stretch of the word; nor was he noble; neither was he 
mighty. He was a plain man; in fact, appearing even foolish to 
many. Nevertheless, it was in God's decree that the wise of this 
world were to be confounded by his simplicity of life in Christ and 
the seeming foolishness of his message. Mr. Herald's eyes 
danced with light because of an unspeakable joy within him for 
what he had seen. He also possessed a calm demeanor, 
because he enjoyed a peace in Christ that surpassed 
understanding. Yet, in his movements, there was a commitment 
in every action because of a love that exceeded mere earthly 
knowledge; a love of God, and love for Christ, and a love for 
Christ's gospel. The love of Christ held him back from other 
things so that the preaching of the gospel could come forth in 
priority and with power. "I must preach the gospel," he often 
confided to dear ones. "It is necessary, and I don't say this lightly 
or in boastful arrogance. Yes, truly, woe is me if I don't preach 
the gospel!" 



"Sir," Chris answered, "I sense that, by the message from this 
book in my hand, I am condemned to die; and afterwards, I 
will be judged." 

Whenever Chris spoke of something important from the 
scriptures, a cartoon thought bubble popped up over the head 
of Mr. Herald. Chris didn't see it at all; neither could any mere 
man walking upon the planet see these little clouds. When 
Christ said that he was "condemned to die" and be judged 
afterward, the thought bubble that came up from Mr. Herald's 
head had the words Hebrews 9:27 written in it. This was the 
work of the Holy Spirit, bringing unto Mr. Herald's 
remembrance those things that God had graced him with for 
his understanding. "According to that Word, which is true, you 
will one day die, and after that, you will be judged by God," Mr. 
Herald agreed. "No doubt you've read that and made sense of 
how serious it is?" 

Chris nodded as he turned the pages to the New Testament 
and found Hebrews 9:27. 

Mr. Herald recited the verse as Chris read silently along, "And 
as it is appointed unto men once to die, but after this the 
judgment." 

Chris looked up with a tear in his eye. "Sir, I realize that I'm 
not willing to do the first, nor able to do the second. In other 
words, I don't want to die; and I know that I don't have the 
capacity to stand in judgment before a holy God." 

Thought clouds popped up from Mr. Herald's head; first, Job 
10:21-22, and after that, Ezekiel 22:14. "Why are you so 
unwilling to die, seeing as this world is so full of evil?" he 
asked. 

"I'm afraid that this huge burden upon my back will drag my 
soul deeper than the grave and that, because of the guilt, 
shame, and sins within the pack I carry, I'll fall straight into the 
pit of hell." 

 

 



Mr. Herald listened patiently and nodded. He crooked his head 
at the pack on the man's back and lifted his eyes to see the 
opening at the top wriggling and shaking, as if the pack's 
contents were on the verge of escaping. 

Chris continued. "Sir, if I'm not fit to go to prison, I'm sure that 
I'm unable to stand before a righteous judge, and from there to 
be executed. Because of these thoughts, and others like them, 
I weep." 

"Then why don't you do something about it?" 

"I don't know what to do, where to go, or how to start." 

"Here." Mr. Herald handed Chris a parchment scroll. 

The scroll was the most ancient artifact Chris had ever seen. 
He turned it over in his hands, and although it looked older 
than the stone tablets upon which the Ten Commandments 
were written, it was light enough for him to carry in his hands. 
It was delicate in construction and rolled neatly upon two 
wooden spindles. Chris unrolled the parchment scroll and read 
its contents. His brow furled quizzically until he read, "Flee 
from the wrath to come." His eyes were thrust wide; his mind, 
enlightened; his heart, pierced. The words from Matthew 3:7 
rushed upon him with a divine interpretation: "Fly from the 
wrath to come!" Chris looked up from the scroll with eyes still 
wide from amazement; yet, the look upon his face also 
contained a yearning and a plea. "Where must I fly?" 

Mr. Herald pointed across the wide field with his finger. "Do 
you see the small gate on the huge fence all the way across 
the field?" A speech bubble came forth from Mr. Herald's 
mouth as he spoke. Matthew 7:13 was the scripture reference 
written in the speech bubble. 

"No, sir," said Chris. "I don't see a thing." 

"How about the shining light?" he asked. Speech bubbles 
containing Psalm 119:105 and 2 Peter 1:19 came forth from 
Mr. Herald's mouth. "Do you see that?" 

"I think so." 



"Keep that light in your eye and go straight there. As you get 
near, you'll see the gate. When you get there, knock. The gate 
will be opened to you and you'll be told what you must do." 
Matthew 7:7 arose in a speech bubble from Mr. Herald's 
mouth. 
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Chapter 5 

The secret things belong unto the LORD our God: but those 
things which are revealed belong unto us and to our children 
for ever, that we may do all the words of this law. 
Deuteronomy 29:29 

*       *       * 

As crowded as the jail was, there was some space here and 
there to move around: to gather in groups for prayer meetings 
and to work on little tasks to support oneself and one's family 
while in the prison. It became increasingly crowded in our little 
corner of the jail cell as several men came near to hear 
Bunyan's story. It was a mixed group of non-conformists, 
some Baptists, a few Congregationalists, and interestingly, 
several Quakers. There were also a few petty criminals 
squatting nearby. Two young ones shared a tattered wool 
blanket that was only a bedbug or two shy of falling apart 
altogether. 

The Quakers were interested in Mr. Bunyan's tales and at 
least these in the Bedford jail were also smitten with Bunyan's 
knowledge of scripture and apparent grace to expound the 
Word of God so powerfully. Bunyan's history with Quakers 
before his confinement was none too pleasant. His encounters 
were with those extremists who loosely allied themselves with 
Quakers. The Christians of Bunyan's day called them 
"Ranters" for their outbursts of emotionalism, sometimes near 
violent quaking during "visions" or a "touch from God," and 
their indifference, and even defiance toward civil magistrates. 
Of those with whom Bunyan had a run in, one actually 
laughed at Bunyan's submission to the authority of scripture. 
This left a terribly bad taste in Bunyan's mouth, spiritually 
speaking, for anyone even associated with Quakers or 
Ranters (later, many who identified themselves as Quakers 
unified and formed the "Society of Friends," a group of 
confessors who desired to distance themselves from the 
Ranters).  

 

 



A gentle Quaker, who had heard Bunyan preach at a barn 
meeting in a northern shire, entered the Bedford jail one day 
to visit the preacher. Relieved when he finally reached the end 
of his quest, he greeted the pastor and said, "Friend Bunyan, 
when I heard that you were arrested and confined to jail, God 
told me to look for you. I've searched the countryside, traveling 
from jail to jail, and from shire to shire; and at last, I've finally 
found you." 

"Friend, you know that's untrue," said Bunyan. "God didn't 
send you. If it were God, He would have sent you directly 
because the Lord knew I was here the entire time." 

The interest shown by the professing Quakers in the Bedford 
jail softened Bunyan's heart a bit over the years. Mr. Bunyan 
was still as hard as an anvil with regard to any move away 
from the authority of scripture; nevertheless, he had begun to 
view the Quakers in this "den" as souls placed there to receive 
the precious gospel light by God's providence. If Mr. Bunyan 
was to be the vessel from which these men receive a gospel 
blessing, then so be it. 

Bunyan leaned back and grabbed a handful of bootlaces. To 
support himself and his family while he was in jail, he made 
tips for bootlaces. The Bedford preacher was no idler. He 
counted every moment precious and sought to, by God's 
grace, redeem the time that he had upon the planet, letting no 
moment slip by that could be taken captive for Christ's 
exaltation unto God's great glory. 

Lemuel Moore had distance himself a bit from us. He sneered. 
He pouted. He huffed and looked away. But he did listen. His 
name suited him. Removing an O from his name, representing 
the Office of the Holy Spirit, Mr. Moore found the gospel 
message insufficient; yes, he needed more than Christ to be 
satisfied. Instead of removing an O, but rather adding a D, 
which represents defiance, he was like a ship moored to the 
pier, going nowhere when the wind of the Spirit filled the sails 
for the gospel. Stubborn as a mule and silly as a goose was 
the spiritual disposition of Lemuel Moore. 

 



George Young, a zealous Congregationalist preacher had 
been thinking deeply about the story as Mr. Bunyan told his 
dream. He was nineteen, with a bounding power to preach, as 
well as a capable and fundamental grasp of the simple gospel. 
He was arrested and imprisoned a few weeks after John 
Bunyan for preaching and ministering within five miles of the 
Anglican Church in Northampton. By the time he was 
apprehended, he was preaching in Luton and was straightway 
sent to the Bedford jail. Because he knew that Mr. Bunyan 
was incarcerated in Bedford, he humbly asked permission to 
remain at Bedford, foregoing extradition to Northampton. 
Young had a dimpled chin, a pointed nose set symmetrically 
between pale blue eyes placed gently beneath a crop of 
auburn hair. His thin, red brows furled with a mighty thought 
before he spoke. "Mr. Bunyan, if you please, I have several 
questions." 

Bunyan continued his work without looking up. "Ask away, Mr. 
Young." 

"If the man in your dream was reading his Bible, why did the 
evangelist give him a parchment scroll?" 

John Bunyan finished crimping the brass aglet to the bootlace 
with his crude crimping tool and set his labors down. He 
smiled at Young and slowly turned to me. "I'm sure that Mr. 
Cauld can answer your question." 

"Good, sir," I objected, "I'm afraid I may bring a disservice to 
your marvelous story by my simple explanation." 

"I have every confidence in the Lord, that if He has called you 
to preach His gospel, my brother, He has already ministered 
to you the truth back of my tale." 

"Kind, sir, you flatter me, but I could not possibly--" 

"Mr. Cauld, though you are my elder in years, I'm surprised 
that you sound as reluctant as Moses before the bush of God 
in Midian. Think not too highly of me; neither think too lowly of 
the faith with which God has graced you. Your faith is a grace 
of God, is it not?" 

 



I nodded, embarrassed. I knew what the parchment scroll 
represented. Before I could object again, I opened my mouth 
and my interpretation came forth. "The parchment scroll is the 
gospel," I told young Mr. Young and those who were listening 
nearby. "Although the Bible is the Word of God and contains 
the gospel pertaining to life, it contains much more, and most 
specifically, it is God's revelation of Himself through His Son 
Jesus Christ-- from Genesis 1:1 to the last period in 
Revelation twenty-two. Yet, because the infinite God has 
revealed to man His nature and character, His divine will, and 
the precious gospel of the Lord Jesus Christ in the scriptures, 
the basic and essential truths must be extracted from the 
Word, with the help of God's Spirit, so that the gospel 
message becomes illuminated to reveal Jesus Christ, and Him 
crucified as the central message of the gospel." 

"For I determined not to know any thing among you, save 
Jesus Christ, and Him crucified," said Mr. Young. "1 
Corinthians 2:2." 

"That's exactly right," I agreed. I saw Bunyan smile from the 
corner of my eye. I continued. "The scroll represents the 
gospel. The parchment was in scroll form, which signified its 
age. It is the eternal gospel, as Christ is the Lamb slain 
'without blemish and without spot: Who verily was 
foreordained before the foundation of the world, but was 
manifest in these last times for you,' according to 1 Peter 1. 
Second, it is a parchment roll because it shows the gospel as 
being personal and portable. It was delivered to the man 
personally, as a possession he could keep near his breast and 
carry with his hands. Third, that the gospel is written on 
parchment shows that its power comes from the Spirit of God 
ministering through His Word--" 

"For it is written," Young injected with zeal, "faith cometh by 
hearing, and hearing by the word of God. Romans 10:17." 

 

 

 



"Correct again, young man. Fourth, that the gospel is written 
on parchment in Mr. Bunyan's allegory, it allows us to 
recognize that the normal means by which the Lord delivers 
the gospel is through the frailty of redeemed men, called unto 
gospel preaching. This fourth reason adds and emphasizes 
the truth of the power in God's Word and not in the eloquent 
speeches of men." 

"As Paul says to the saints in Corinth," Young added, "that his 
speech and preaching 'was not with enticing words of man's 
wisdom, but in demonstration of the Spirit and of power.' 1 
Corinthians 2:4." 

"That's right. He even reminded them that others thought his 
speech contemptible," I said. 

"2 Corinthians 10:10." 

I smiled and nodded. Bunyan smiled as well as he continued 
making bootlace tips. "Finally," I continued, "the parchment roll 
represents the gentleness of the gospel. It is gentle enough for 
the simplest lost sheep to hang upon until Christ is revealed to 
that soul; yet it is a tender parchment, and can easily be 
dismissed, cast away, or ripped to shreds by God-hating, 
Christ-rejecting reprobates. We see this time and again in the 
Bible and we know this by experience." 

"It's true," Young nodded. "I've seen this among several of my 
elders. They have a great grasp of what the Bible says. They 
can blather on about doctrine and theology with great and 
impressive detail; yet, when it comes to the everlasting gospel 
of whom Christ is and what He has done, they rarely have 
anything to say. If they do have something to say about the 
Master, it is either cold and clinical or academic and lifeless." 

A low rumble of whispers rolled in upon the atmosphere 
among the hearers. They had witnessed this as well. Without 
looking up from his work, Bunyan nodded slowly in 
agreement. He had seen it as well, up close and personal. He 
had been one of like attitude for years before his salvation. Mr. 
Bunyan knew what the Word of God said in those dark days, 
but he knew nothing of the everlasting love of the Father 
because he had no encounter with the Son. 



"Tell me, Mr. Cauld," Young went on, "if the roll was the 
gospel message, why did it only have one word upon it: 'Fly 
from the wrath to come'?" 

"It had many words upon the parchment. More than just that 
one. The gospel is enlightened truth, illuminated from heaven 
above through the Holy Spirit moving upon the face of the 
waters, since He was sent by the Father and through the Son 
on that Pentecostal day. Men who have walked in darkness 
for so long will have trouble receiving the light of truth all at 
once. It would, in fact, blind us. Yet, God, in His infinite 
wisdom and His bountiful mercy, only reveals those things 
necessary to take us to the next point in our spiritual journey. 
It was all there, and the man read it; nevertheless, what God 
revealed to him was that he needed to move and move 
immediately." I could see the young preacher mulling these 
thoughts over in his mind. "Does that make sense, Mr. 
Young?" I asked him. 

He nodded thoughtfully. 

"But there's something on your mind?" 

"Yes. Why is it that he read, 'Fly from the wrath to come,' 
when the portion of scripture from Matthew 3:7 actually reads, 
'flee from the wrath to come'?" 

Bunyan stopped for a moment and looked up. I looked to Mr. 
Bunyan and smiled. "We have a sharp one here, Mr. Bunyan." 

"Indeed," Bunyan agreed. "Astute. Knows the scriptures." 

I turned to Young and answered, "That's the work of the Holy 
Spirit. Although the man most certainly read the word 'flee,' 
the Spirit impressed the urgency of the word to him so that it 
was interpreted 'fly.' Not only that, it came to him as a 
command, not a question…. Something else?" 

"Yes, sir, just one more thing. Why was that particular verse of 
scripture chosen?" 

 

 



I looked at him and turned to Bunyan who was still busy about 
attaching the aglets to the bootlaces. "That's an excellent 
question, young man. Perhaps we need to get Mr. Bunyan to 
answer that for us. Mr. Bunyan?" 

Bunyan finished crimping the aglet on the lace and looked up. 
"First, that verse was used because of the power of its 
message for those to whom the Lord is carrying to salvation. 
Second, I specifically wanted to illustrate the truth of God's 
gospel grace from the Old Testament prophets." 

"What do you mean by that, Mr. Bunyan?" said a small but 
stout Quaker in the dark corner of the gathering. 

"Let me ask you this: at what time did God ever save any soul 
apart from grace through faith?" 

"At no time," answered Young. 

"That's correct. At no time. Salvation has always come by the 
grace of God in the promise of redemption, through trusting 
faith in the promised Redeemer that God has declared as far 
back as the garden." 

"The Seed of the woman," said Young. Enthusiastically he 
added, "According to Genesis 3:15." 

"Correct again, young sir. The virgin birth of the promised 
Christ. The Old Testament saints looked forward to God's 
promised redemption in the Christ to come, which was 
declared by the prophets and exemplified through similitudes: 
animal sacrifices, deliverance from Egypt, temple worship, and 
so forth. We, who are partakers of the New Testament, look 
back upon God's promise fulfilled in, by, and through Jesus 
Christ." 

"Mr. Bunyan, go on with the story of your dream, if you please" 
said one. 

"Yes, do continue," said another. 

Bunyan obliged with a smile and a nod. "Where did I leave 
off?" 



"Mr. Herald had just directed the man across the field to go in 
the direction of the light until he found the small gate in the big 
fence," said Young. 

"Quite right. So, I saw in my dream that the man began to 
run."  
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