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From Grace Abounding to the Chief of Sinners
It would be too long for me here to stay, to tell you in particular how God did
set me down in all the things of Christ, and how he did, that he might so do,
lead me into his words, yea and also how he did open them unto me, make
them shine before me, and cause them to dwell with me and comfort me over
and over, both of his own being, and the being of his Son, and Spirit, and Word,
and Gospel.
Only this, as I said before I will say unto you again, that in general he was
pleased to take this course with me, first, to suffer me to be afflicted with temptation concerning them, and then reveal them to me; as sometimes I should lie
under great guilt for sin, even crushed to the ground therewith, and then the
Lord would shew me the death of Christ, yea and so sprinkle my Conscience
with his Blood, that I should find, and that before I was aware, that in that Conscience where but just now did reign and rage the Law, even there would rest
and abide the Peace and Love of God through Christ.
Now had I an evidence, as I thought, of my salvation from Heaven, with
many golden Seals thereon, all hanging in my sight; now could I remember this
manifestation, and the other discovery of grace with comfort; and should often
long and desire that the last day were come, that I might forever be inflamed
with the sight, and joy, and communion of him, whose Head was crowned with
Thorns, whose Face was spit on, and Body broken, and Soul made an offering
for my sins: for whereas before I lay continually trembling at the mouth of Hell;
now me thought I was got so far therefrom, that I could not, when I looked
back, scarce discern it; and O thought I, that I were fourscore years old now,
that I might die quickly, that my soul might be gone to rest.
But before I had got thus far out of these my temptations, I did greatly long
to see some ancient Godly man’s Experience, who had writ some hundred of
years before I was born; for, for those who had writ in our days, I thought (but
I desire them now to pardon me) that they had Writ only that which others felt,
or else had, through the strength of their Wits and Parts, studied to answer such
Objections as they perceived others were perplexed with, without going down
themselves into the deep. Well, after many such longings in my mind, the God
in whose hands are all our days and ways, did cast into my hand, one day, a book
of Martin Luther, his comment on the Galathians, so old that it was ready to fall
piece from piece, if I did but turn it over. Now I was pleased much that such an
old book had fallen into my hand; the which, when I had but a little way
perused, I found my condition in his experience, so largely and profoundly handled, as if his Book had been written out of my heart; this made me marvel: for
thus thought I, this man could not know anything of the state of Christians now,
but must needs write and speak of the Experience of former days.
Besides, he doth most gravely also, in that book debate of the rise of these
temptations, namely, Blasphemy, Desperation, and the like, shewing that the law
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of Moses, as well as the Devil, Death, and Hell, hath a very great hand therein;
the which at first was very strange to me, but considering and watching, I found
it so indeed. But of Particulars here I intend nothing, only this methinks I must
let fall before all men, I do prefer this book of Mr. Luther upon the Galathians,
(excepting the Holy Bible) before all the books that ever I have seen, as most
fit for a wounded Conscience.

* * *
And now I found, as I thought, that I loved Christ dearly. O me thought my
soul cleaved unto him, my affections cleaved unto him. I felt love to him as hot
as fire, and now, as Job said, I thought I should die in my nest; but I did quickly
find that my great love was but little, and that I, who had as I thought such
burning love to Jesus Christ, could let him go again for a trifle. God can tell
how to abase us, and can hide pride from man. Quickly after this my love was
tried to purpose.
For after the Lord had in this manner thus graciously delivered me from this
great and sore temptation, and had set me down so sweetly in the faith of his
holy gospel, and had given me such strong consolation and blessed evidence
from heaven touching my interest in his love through Christ; the Tempter came
upon me again, and that with a more grievous and dreadful temptation than
before.
And that was to sell and part with this most blessed Christ, to exchange him
for the things of this life, for any thing: the temptation lay upon me for the
space of a year, and did follow me so continually that I was not rid of it one day
in a month, no not sometimes one hour in many days together, unless I was
asleep.
And though in my judgment I was persuaded that those who were once effectually in Christ (as I hoped, through his grace, I had seen myself ) could never
lose him forever . . . yet it was a continual vexation to me to think I should have
so much as one such thought within me against a Christ, a Jesus, that had done
for me as he had done; and yet then I had almost none others, but such blasphemous ones.
But it was neither my dislike of the thought, nor yet any desire and endeavor
to resist it, that in the least did shake or abate the continuation or force and
strength thereof; for it did always in almost whatever I thought intermix itself
therewith, in such sort that I could neither eat my food, stoop for a pin, chop
a stick, or cast mine eye to look on this or that, but still the temptation would
come, Sell Christ for this, or sell Christ for that; sell him, sell him.
Sometimes it would run in my thoughts not so little as a hundred times
together, Sell him, sell him, sell him; against which, I may say, for whole hours
together, I have been forced to stand as continually leaning and forcing my
spirit against it, lest haply before I were aware, some wicked thought might
arise in my heart that might consent thereto; and sometimes also the Tempter
would make me believe I had consented to it, then should I be as tortured on
a rack for whole days together.
This temptation did put me to such scares lest I should sometimes, I say, consent thereto and be overcome therewith, that by the very force of my mind in
laboring to gainsay and resist this wickedness, my very body also would be put
into action or motion, by way of pushing or thrusting with my hands or elbows;
still answering, as fast as the destroyer said Sell him: I will not, I will not, I will
not, I will not, no, not for thousands, thousands, thousands of worlds, thus
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reckoning lest I should in the midst of these assaults set too low a value of him,
even until I scarce well knew where I was, or how to be composed again.
At these seasons he would not let me eat my food at quiet, but forsooth when
I was set at the table at my meat, I must go hence to pray, I must leave my food
now, just now, so counterfeit holy would this Devil be. When I was thus
tempted, I should say in myself, Now I am at my meat, let me make an end. No,
said he, you must do it now, or you will displease God and despise Christ. Wherefore I was much afflicted with these things; and because of the sinfulness of
my nature (imagining that these things were impulses from God), I should
deny to do it as if I denied God; and then should I be as guilty because I did
not obey a temptation of the Devil, as if I had broken the law of God indeed.
But to be brief, one morning, as I did lie in my bed, I was, as at other times,
most fiercely assaulted with this temptation, to sell and part with Christ; the
wicked suggestion still running in my mind, Sell him, sell him, sell him, as fast
as a man could speak; against which also in my mind, as at other times,
I answered, No, no, not for thousands, thousands, thousands, at least twenty
times together; but at last, after much striving, even until I was almost out of
breath, I felt this thought pass through my heart, Let him go if he will! and
I thought also that I felt my heart freely consent thereto. Oh, the diligence of
Satan! Oh, the desperateness of man’s heart!
Now was the battle won, and down I fell, as a bird that is shot from the top
of a tree, into great guilt and fearful despair; thus getting out of my bed, I went
moping into the field; but God knows with as heavy a heart as mortal man,
I think, could bear; where for the space of two hours, I was like a man bereft
of life, and as now past all recovery, and bound over to eternal punishment.

* * *
Now was I as one bound, I felt myself shut up unto the judgment to come;
nothing now for two years together would abide with me but damnation and
an expectation of damnation: I say nothing now would abide with me but this,
save some few moments for relief, as in the sequel you will see.
These words were to my soul like fetters of brass to my legs, in the continual sound of which I went for several months together. But about ten or eleven
a clock one day, as I was walking under a hedge, full of sorrow and guilt, God
knows, and bemoaning myself for this hard hap, that such a thought should
arise within me, suddenly this sentence bolted in upon me, The blood of Christ
remits all guilt; at this I made a stand in my spirit: with that, this word took hold
upon me, The blood of Jesus Christ his son cleanseth us from all sin.
Now I began to conceive peace in my soul, and methought I saw as if the
tempter did leer and steal away from me, as being ashamed of what he had
done. At the same time also I had my sin and the blood of Christ thus represented to me, That my sin when compared to the blood of Christ was no more
to it than this little clot or stone before me is to this vast and wide field that
here I see. This gave me good encouragement for the space of two or three
hours, in which time also methought I saw by faith the son of God as suffering for my sins. But because it tarried not, I therefore sunk in my spirit under
exceeding guilt again.
* * *
And now I was both a burden and a terror to myself, nor did I ever so know,
as now, what it was to be weary of my life and yet afraid to die. Oh, how gladly
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now would I have been anybody but myself! Anything but a man! and in any
condition but mine own! for there was nothing did pass more frequently over
my mind, than that it was impossible for me to be forgiven my transgression,
and to be saved from the wrath to come.

* * *
Once as I was walking to and fro in a good man’s shop, bemoaning to myself
in my sad and doleful state, afflicting myself with self-abhorrence for this wicked
and ungodly thought, lamenting also for this hard hap of mine, for that I should
commit so great a sin, greatly fearing I should not be pardoned; praying also in
my heart, That if this sin of mine did differ from that against the Holy Ghost,
the Lord would show it to me: and being now ready to sink with fear, suddenly
there was as if there had rushed in at the window the noise of wind upon me,
but very pleasant, and as if I had heard a voice speaking, Didst ever refuse to be
justified by the blood of Christ? and withal my whole life of profession1 past was
in a moment opened to me, wherein I was made to see that designedly I had not;
so my heart answered groaningly, No. Then fell with power that word of God
upon me, See that ye refuse not him that speaketh (Hebrews 12.25). This made
a strange seizure upon my spirit; it brought light with it, and commanded
a silence in my heart of all those tumultuous thoughts that before did use, like
masterless hellhounds to roar and bellow and make a hideous noise within me.
It showed me also that Jesus Christ had yet a work of grace and mercy for me,
that he had not, as I had feared, quite forsaken and cast off my soul; yea, this
was a kind of chide for my proneness to desperation; a kind of threatening me
if I did not, notwithstanding my sins and the heinousness of them, venture my
salvation upon the son of God. . . . This lasted in the savor of it, for about three
or four days, and then I began to mistrust and to despair again.
* * *
At another time I remember I was again much under the question, Whether
the blood of Christ was sufficient to save my soul? In which doubt I continued
from morning till about seven or eight at night; and at last when I was, as it
were, quite worn out with fear lest it should not lay hold on me, these words
did sound suddenly within me, He is able: but me thought this word able was
spoke so loud unto me, it showed such a great word, it seemed to be writ in
great letters, and gave such a justle to my fear and doubt (I mean for the time
it tarried with me, which was about a day) as I never had from that, all my life
either before or after that.
But one morning when I was again at prayer and trembling under the fear
of this, that no word of God could help me, that piece of a sentence darted in
upon me, My grace is sufficient. At this me thought I felt some stay, as if there
might be hopes. But O how good a thing is it for God to send his word! for
about a fortnight before, I was looking on this very place, and then I thought
it could not come near my soul with comfort, and threw down my book in a pet.
Then I thought it was not large enough for me; no, not large enough; but now
it was as if it had arms of grace so wide that it could not only enclose me, but
many more besides.
By these words I was sustained, yet not without exceeding conflicts, for the
space of seven or eight weeks: for my peace would be in and out sometimes
1. My life as a believing (professing) Christian.
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twenty times a day. Comfort now and trouble presently; peace now, and before
I could go a furlong, as full of fear and guilt as ever heart could hold. And this
was not only now and then, but my whole seven weeks’ experience; for this
about the sufficiency of grace and that of Esau’s parting with his birthright2
would be like a pair of scales within my mind, sometimes one end would be
uppermost and sometimes again the other, according to which would be my
peace or trouble.
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2. Bunyan believed that when the fatal phrase
about “letting Christ go if he would” flashed
through his mind, all power to share in the Chris-

tian blessing was eternally lost to him, as Esau sold
his birthright irrevocably, irretrievably, forever.

