THE METROPOLITAN

TABERNACLE PuLriT VOL. 7

(Sermons Nos. 348-426)
Published in 1861
by Charles Spurgeon

The content of this manuscript is in the Public Domain. Any part
may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted, in
any form, or by any means, electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording or otherwise. Please distribute freely.

Grace-eBooks.com



PREFACE.

THE seventh yearly volume of Sermons is sent forth to the world with the
Author’s heartiest thanksgivings, and sincerest prayers. Eight years of
public ministry amid thronging multitudes supply the most blessed
recollections. The faithfulness of God, the fellowship of Christ, the
comforts of the Spirit, the power of prayer, the prevalence of faith, the
force of truth, the glory of the gospel, and other kindred heaven-born
truths have received plentiful illustrations in our experience, for which we
would render our joyous praise. Preserved in Jesus amid daily temptations,
supplied with strength for incessant labors, guided through singular
difficulties, and comforted under ferocious attacks, we can sing unto the
Lord who hath been at our right hand in every time of need. The All-
sufficiency of God we have joyously proved, while the insufficiency of the
creature we have painfully felt. Vain is the help of man, but glorious is the
right arm of the Most High.

The reader will frequently be compelled to observe the imperfections and
infirmities of the preacher as they show themselves in these hasty
productions, but if he be taught of God, this will only cause him the more
fully to acknowledge the grace and power of our glorious Lord, who
works by feeble means, and makes the weakness of the instrument a foil to
set forth the more clearly the glory of the great worker. In our case no
flesh hath whereof to glory. What the Lord hath wrought cannot in this
instance be ascribed to human learning, position, influence, title, family, or
refinement. Unaided by any of these things, the country-lad preached as the
Spirit gave him utterance, and as a London pastor he desires to do the
same. Power belongeth unto God; as for mortal might, what doeth it?
There at thy altar, O Lord, let all honor and glory be laid! We are thy
debtors, immersed in debt, and we can give thee nothing but our love, and
even the power to offer this we must first of all receive at thy hands.

These discourses are purely extempore, and although reported with
singular accuracy, as there are no manuscripts with which to compare the
report, errors will creep in. The hasty manner of the getting-out of the
sermons, must again excuse the sadly numerous errata. As to the
preacher’s style, he who expects elaboration and exact accuracy in an
extempore discourse, and especially in a report printed the next day, and
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published the next, deserves to be disappointed. Such as they are we send
them forth; we wish they could be revised and improved, but as this cannot
be done, we issue them as best we can.

In the matter of gospel doctrine, we trust no reader will perceive any
variation. No new gospel have we aimed to declare. More faith is needed,
but not a new creed; a firmer confidence, but not a better covenant; a
stronger trust, but not a more solid foundation. Developments, discoveries,
and theorizings, we are content to leave to those who, having never tasted
the old wine, are naturally thirsty for the new. Our colors are nailed to the
mast, and in doctrine we take for our motto, “Semper idem.” We are
foolish enough, as the new divines would say, to be content with the old
theology, and even to believe it incapable of improvement. We do not think
the “Essays and Reviews” an advance upon Paul and Peter; nor do we rank
Messrs. Maurice, Kingsley, and others of the cloudy schools, with Luther
and Calvin. Pestilent heresies, advocated by cunning and crafty men, who
lay in wait to deceive, are endeavoring to sap the foundations of all our
churches, and our only safety lies in adhering tenaciously to the old truth,
and seeking a fresh baptism of the Holy Spirit, that the life of God may be
continued in our midst. “Hold fast the form of sound words.”

During the past year, two hundred thousand copies of our sermons have
been presented to the Universities of Cambridge and Oxford.

A selection having been made of those which touched the more vital points
of faith and godliness, the sermons were made up into volumes; and, as far
as possible, all tutors, heads of houses and students, received a copy. Much
prayer has been offered that their perusal may be blessed to the eternal
benefit of our land. Not for any sectarian end, but solely to promote the
conversion of men, these sermons were purchased and distributed by one
who is content in obscurity to be all unknown, and who will probably
regret that any public allusion is made to his generous deed. Such an act
has hardly been precedented in the history of literature, and we could not
resist the temptation to record it. In another quarter a similar distribution is
contemplated: may we affectionately beg for the prayers of all who have
profited by the sermons, in any measure, that God may smile upon this
great work, and get honor unto himself thereby!

In addition to former French, Welsh, down, German, and Swedish issues, a
new translation has been prepared for the great German nations, and a
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large edition will be ready for the famous Leipsic bookfair. O Spirit of
God, go with the Word and make it mighty to will souls!

The sermon, “None but Jesus,” has been translated for the Aborigines of
New Zealand, and some thousands have been distributed. The reading of
this sermon in Auckland, New Zealand, has led to several conversions
among Europeans and natives.

Selections of plain discourses have been sent out to the Bahamas,
Bermudas, and other West Indian Islands, for the use of the lay preachers,
and thus another sphere of usefulness has been opened to us.

The “Era,” and other American newspapers, continue to reprint the weekly
sermon, and even in the far West the smaller journals find it convenient to
fill up their columns with these discourses, and thus they are enabled to
journey wherever the press has power. In our own country, the various
book-hawking societies find that the sermons occupy a prominent place in
the list of periodicals. In rural districts they are read from the pulpits of
many chapels, and in the cottage-meetings of the poor. At the sick bed they
minister comfort, and in the street they teach of Christ the sinner’s only
hope.

According to custom, for the guidance of gratuitous distribution, we would
indicate those discourses whose usefulness has come under our own
notice.

Several persons have joined the Church who profess to have found Christ,
or to have been savingly impressed with a sense of sin, through those
entitled: — ”First Resurrection,” ‘“None but Jesus,” “Scourge for
Slumbering Souls,” “The Broken Column,” and “God’s First Words to the
First Sinner.” “Plenteous Redemption” was delivered some time ago,
although it appears in this volume; during the period which has elapsed
since its delivery, several persons have mentioned it as having been the
means of their conversion.

Our heart has been made glad by many written and personal
communications from souls set at joyous liberty, or otherwise blessed by
reading and hearing the sermons, “Wailing of Risca,” “Shield of Faith,”
“Intercessory Prayer,” “The Interest of Christ and his People in each
other,” “Cleansing of the Leper,” and “Christ the Propitiation.”
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The present volume is larger than usual, because it includes the Opening
Services of the Tabernacle, and runs on to the close of the year. Next year,
with a larger type, we hope not only to gratify our reader’s eye, but to
obtain his aid for an increased circulation.

May grace, mercy, and peace, be with the whole Israel of God! Reader!
this is the earnest prayer of,

Yours ever truly,
DECEMBER 1861



CONSOLATION IN CHRIST.
NO. 348

A SERMON DELIVERED ON SABBATH MORNING, DECEMBER
2ND, 1860,

BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,

AT EXETER HALL, STRAND

“If there be therefore any consolation in Christ, if any comfort of love, if any
fellowship of the Spirit, if any bowels and mercies.” — Philippians 2:1.

THE language of man has received a new coinage of words since the time
of his perfection in Eden. Adam could scarce have understood the word
consolation, for the simple reason that he did not understand in Eden the
meaning of the word sorrow. O how has our language been swollen
through the floods of our griefs and tribulations! It was not sufficiently
wide and wild for man when he was driven out of the garden into the
wide, wide world. After he had once eaten of the tree of knowledge of
good and evil, as his knowledge was extended so must the language be by
which he could express his thoughts and feelings. But, my hearers, when
Adam first needed the word consolation, there was a time when he could
not find the fair jewel itself. Until that hour when the first promise was
uttered, when the seed of the woman was declared as being the coming
man who should bruise the serpent’s head Adam might masticate and
digest the word sorrow, but he could never season and flavour it with the
hope or thought of consolation, or if the hope and thought might
sometimes flit across his mind like a lightning flash in the midst of the
tempest’s dire darkness, yet it must have been too transient, too
unsubstantial, to have made glad his heart, or to soothe his sorrows.
Consolation is the dropping of a gentle dew from heaven on desert hearts
beneath. True consolation, such as can reach the heart, must be one of the
choicest gifts of divine mercy; and surely we are not erring from sacred
Scripture when we avow that in its full meaning, consolation can be found
nowhere save in Christ, who has come down from heaven, and who has



again ascended to heaven, to
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provide strong and everlasting consolation for those whom he has bought
with his blood.

You will remember, my dear friends, that the Holy Spirit, during the
present dispensation, is revealed to us as the Comforter. It is the Spirit’s
business to console and cheer the hearts of God’s people. He does
convince of sin; he does illuminate and instruct; but still the main part of his
business lies in making glad the hearts of the renewed, in confirming the
weak, and lifting up all those that be bowed down. Whatever the Holy
Ghost may not be, he is evermore the Comforter to the Church, and this
age is peculiarly the dispensation of the Holy Spirit, in which Christ cheers
us not by his personal presence, as he shall do by-and-bye, but by the
indwelling and constant abiding of the Holy Ghost the Comforter. Now,
mark you, as the Holy Spirit is the Comforter, Christ is the comfort. The
Holy Spirit consoles, but Christ is the consolation. If I may use the figure,
the Holy Spirit is the Physician, but Christ is the medicine. He heals the
wound, but it is by applying the holy ointment of Christ’s name and grace.
He takes not of his own things, but of the things of Christ. We are not
consoled to-day by new revelations, but by the old revelation explained,
enforced, and lit up with new splendor by the presence and power of the
Holy Ghost the Comforter. If we give to the Holy Spirit the Greek name of
Paraclete, as we sometimes do, then our heart confers on our blessed Lord
Jesus the title of the Paraclesis. If the one be the Comforter the other is the
comfort.

I shall try this morning, first, to show how Christ in his varied positions is
the consolation of the children of God in their varied trials, then we shall
pass on, secondly, to observe that Christ in his unchanging nature is a
consolation to the children of God in their continual sorrows, and lastly, |
shall close by dwelling awhile upon the question as to whether Christ is a
consolation to us — putting it personally, “Is Christ a present and available
consolation for me.”

I. First, CHRIST IN HIS VARIED POSITIONS IS A CONSOLATION FOR THE
DivEeRs ILLS OF THE CHILDREN OF God.

Our Master’s history is a long and eventful one; but every step of it may
yield abundant comfort to the children of God. If we track him from the
highest throne of glory to the cross of deepest woe, and then through the
grave up again the shining steeps of heaven, and onward through his
meditorial kingdom, on to the day when he shall deliver up the throne to
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God even our Father, throughout every part of that wondrous pathway
there may be found the flowers of consolation growing plenteously, and
the children of God have but to stoop and gather them. “A// his paths drop
fatness, all his garments which he wears in his different offices, smell of
myrrh, and aloes and cassia, out of the ivory palaces, whereby he makes his
people glad.”

To begin at the beginning, there are times when we look upon the past with
the deepest grief. The withering of Eden’s flowers has often caused a
fading in the garden of our souls. We have mourned exceedingly that we
have been driven out to till the ground with the sweat of our brow — that
the curse should have glanced on us through the sin of our first parent, and
we have been ready to cry, “Woe worth the day in which our parent
stretched forth his hand to touch the forbidden fruit.” Would to God that
he had rested in unsullied purity, that we his sons and daughters might have
lived beneath an unclouded sky, might never have mourned the ills of
bodily pain or of spiritual distress. To meet this very natural source of grief,
I bid you consider Christ in old eternity. Open now the eye of thy faith,
believer, and see Christ as thine Eternal Covenant-head stipulating to
redeem thee even before thou hadst become a bond-slave, bound to deliver
even before thou hadst worn the chain. Think, I pray thee, of the eternal
council in which thy restoration was planned and declared even before the
fall, and in which thou wast established in an eternal salvation even before
the necessity of that salvation had begun. O, my brethren, how it cheers

our hearts to think of the anticipating mercies of God! He anticipated our
fall, foreknew the ills which it would bring upon us, and provided in his
eternal decree of predestinating love an effectual remedy for all our
diseases, a certain deliverance from all our sorrows. I see thee, thou fellow
of the Eternal, thou equal of the Almighty God! Thy goings forth were of
old. I see thee lift thy right hand and engage thyself to fulfill thy Father’s
will — ”’In the volume of the book it is written of me, ‘I delight to do thy
will, O God.”” I see thee forming, sinning, and sealing that eternal covenant
by which the souls of all the redeemed were there and then delivered from
the curse, and made sure and certain inheritors of thy kingdom and of thy
glory. In this respect Christ shines out as the consolation of his people.

Again, if ever your minds dwell with sadness upon the fact that we are at
this day absent from the Lord, because we are present in the body, think of
the great truth that Jesus Christ of old had delights with the sons of men,
and he delights to commune and have fellowship with his people now.
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Remember that your Lord and Master appeared to Abraham in the plains
of Mamre under the disguise of a pilgrim. Abraham was a pilgrim, and
Christ to show his sympathy with his servant, became a pilgrim too. Did he
not appear also to Jacob at the brook Jabbok? Jacob was a wrestler, and
Jesus appears there as a wrestler too. Did he not stand before Moses under
the guise and figure of a flame in the midst of a bush? Was not Moses at
the very time the representative of a people who were like a bush burning
with fire and yet not consumed? Did he not stand before Joshua — Joshua
the leader of Israel’s troops, and did he not appear to him as the captain of
the Lord’s host? And do you not well remember that when the three holy
children walked in the midst of the fiery furnace, e was in the midst of the
fire too, not as a king, but as one in the fire with them? Cheer then thy
heart with this consoling inference. If Christ appeared to his servants in the
olden time, and manifested himself to them as bone of their bone, and flesh
of their flesh, in all their trials and their troubles, he will do no less to thee
to-day; he will be with thee in passing through the fire — he will be thy
rock, thy shield, and thy high tower; he will be thy song, thy banner, and
thy crown of rejoicing. Fear not, he who visited his saints of old will surely
not be long absent from his children today: his delights are still with his
people, and still will he walk with us through this weary wilderness. Surely
this makes Christ a most blessed consolation for his Israel.

And now to pursue the Master’s footsteps, as he comes out of the invisible
glories of Deity-, and wears the visible garment of humanity. Let us view
the babe of Bethlehem, the child of Nazareth, the Son of Man. See him, he
is in every respect a man. “Of the substance of his mother” is he made, in
the substance of our flesh he suffers; in the trials of our flesh he bows his
head; under the weakness of our flesh he prays, and in temptation of our
flesh he is kept and maintained by the grace within. You to-day are tried
and troubled, and you ask for consolation. What better can be afforded you
than what is presented to you in the fact that Jesus Christ is one with you in
your nature — that he has suffered all that you are now suffering — that
your pathway has been aforetime trodden by his sacred foot — that the cup
of which you drink is a cup which he has drained to the very bottom —
that the river through which you pass is one through which he swam, and
every wave and billow which rolls over your head did in old time roll over
him. Come! art thou ashamed to suffer what thy Master suffered? Shall the
disciple be above his Master, and the servant above his Lord? Shall he die
upon a cross, and wilt not thou bear the cross? Must he be crowned with
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thorns; and shalt thou be crowned with laurel? Is he to be pierced in hands
and feet, and are thy members to feel no pain? O cast away the fond
delusion I pray thee, and look to him who “endured the cross, despising the
shame,” and be ready to endure and to suffer even as he did.

And now behold our Master’s humanity clothed even as ours has been
since the fall He comes not before us in the purple of a king, in the garb of
the rich and the respectable, but he wears a dress in keeping with his
apparent origin, he is a carpenter’s son, and he wears a dress which
becomes his station. View him, ye sons of poverty, as he stands before you
in his seamless garment, the common dress of the peasant; and if you have
felt this week the load of want — if you have suffered and are suffering
this very day the ills connected with poverty, pluck up courage, and find a
consolation in the fact that Christ was poorer than you are — that he knew
more of the bitterness of want than you ever yet can guess. You cannot
say, “Foxes have holes, and the birds of the air have nests, but I have not
where to lay my head,” or if you could go as far as that, yet have you
never known a forty-day’s fast. You have some comforts left to you, you
do know at least the sweet taste of bread to the hungry man, and of rest to
the weary; but these things were often denied to him. Look at him, then,
and see if there be not to you comfort in Christ.

We pass now, O Jesus, from thy robe of poverty to that scene of shame in
which thy garments were rent from thee, and thou didst hang naked before
the sun. Children of God, if there be one place more than another where
Christ becomes the joy and comfort of his people, it is where he plunged
deepest into the depths of woe. Come, see him, I pray you, in the garden of
Gethsemane; behold him as his heart is so full of love that he cannot hold it
in — so full of sorrow that it must find a vent. Behold the bloody sweat as
it distils from every pore of his body, and falls in gouts of gore upon the
frozen ground. See him as all red with his own blood, wrapped in a bloody
mantle of his own gore, he is brought before Herod and Pilate and the
Sanhedrim. See him now as they scourge him with their knotted whips,
and afresh encrimson him, as though it were not enough for him to be
dyed once in scarlet, but he must again be enwrapped in purple. See him, I
say, now that they have stripped him naked. Behold him as they drive the
nails into his hands and into his feet. Look up and see the sorrowful image
of your dolorous Lord. O mark him, as the ruby drops stand on the thorn-
crown, and make it the blood-red diadem of the King of misery. O see him
as his bones are out of joint, and he is poured out like water and brought
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into the dust of death. “Behold and see, was there ever sorrow like unto his
sorrow that is done unto him? “All ye that pass by, draw near and look
upon this spectacle of grief. Behold the Emperor of woe who never had an
equal or arival in his agonies! Come and see him; and if I read not the
words of consolation written in lines of blood all down his side, then these
eyes have never read a word in any book, for if there be not consolation in a
murdered Christ, there is no joy, no peace to any heart. If in that finished
ransom price, if in that efficacious blood, if in that all-accepted sacrifice
there be not joy, ye harpers of heaven, there is no joy in you, and the right
hand of God shall know no pleasures for evermore. I am persuaded, men
and brethren, that we have only to sit more at the Cross to be less troubled
with our doubts, and our fears, and our woes. We have but to see his
sorrows, and lose our sorrows, we have but to see his wounds, and heal
our own. If we would live, it must be by contemplation of his death; if we
would rise to dignity it must be by considering his humiliation and his
SOITOW.

Lord, thy death and passion give
Strength and comfort in my
need, Every hour while here 1
live,

On thy love my soul shall feed.”

But come troubled heart, and follow the dead body of thy Master, for
though dead, it is as full of consolation as when alive. It is now no more
naked, the loving hands of Joseph of Arimathea, and Nicodemus and the
Magdalene and the other Mary, have wrapped it in cerements, and have
laid it in the new tomb. Come, saints not to weep, but to dry your tears.
You have been all your lifetime subject to fear of death: come, break your
bonds asunder, be free from this fear. Where your Master sleeps, you may
surely find an easy couch. What more could you desire than to lie upon
the bed of your royal Solomon? The grave is now no more a charnel-
house or a dark prison, kis having entered it makes it a blessed retiring-
room, a sacred hath in which the King’s Esthers purify their bodies, to
make them fit for the embraces of their Lord. It becomes now not the
gate of annihilation, but the portal of eternal bliss, — ajoy to be
anticipated, a privilege to be desired. “Fearless we lay us in the tomb and
sleep the night away, for thou art here to break the gloom, and call us
back to day.”

I am certain, brethren, that all the consolations which wise men can ever
afford in a dying hour will never be equal to that which is afforded by the
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philosophy, the endearments of affection, and the music of hope, will be a
very poor compensation for the light of Jesus’ grave. Death is the only
mourner at Jesus’ tomb, and while the whole earth rejoices at the sorrow
of its last enemy, I would be all too glad to die, that I might know him,
and the power of his resurrection. Heir of heaven! if thou wouldst be rid
once for all of every doubting thought about the hour of thy dissolution,
look, I pray thee, to Christ risen from the dead. Put thy finger into the
print of the nails, and thrust thy hand into his side, and be not faithless but
believing.

He is risen, he saw no corruption; the worms could not devour him, and as
Jesus Christ has risen from the dead, he has become the first fruits of them
that slept. Inasmuch as he has risen, thou shalt rise. He has robed the stone
away, not for himself alone, but for thee also. He has unwrapped the
grave- clothes, not for his own sake, but for thy sake too, and thou shalt
surely stand in the latter day upon the earth, when /e shall be here, and in
thy flesh thou shalt see God.

Time would fail us, if we should attempt to track the Master in his
glorious pathway after his resurrection. Let it suffice us briefly to observe
that, having led his disciples out unto a mountain, where he had delighted
often to commune with them, he was suddenly taken up from them, and a
cloud received him out of their sight. We think we may conjecture, by the
help of Scripture, what transpired after that cloud had covered him. Did
not the angels

“Bring his chariot from on high
To bear him to his throne,
Clap their triumphant wings and cry,
His glorious work is done?”

Do you not see him, as he mounts his triumphal chariot,

“And angels chant the solemn lay,
Lift up your heads, ye golden gates,
Ye everlasting doors give way?”

Behold angels gazing from the battlements of heaven, replying to their
comrades who escort the ascending Son of Man. “Who is the King of
Glory?” And this time those who accompany the Master sing more sweetly
and more loudly than before, while they cry, “The Lord strong and mighty,
the Lord mighty in battle! Lift up your heads, O ye gates, and be ye lifted
up, ye everlasting doors, that the King of Glory may come in.” And now
the doors
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“Loose all their bars of massy light,
And wide unfold the radiant scene,”

and he enters. “He claims those mansions as his right,” and all the angels
rise to “receive the King of Glory in.” Behold him, as he rides in triumph
through heaven’s streets, see Death and Hell bound at his chariot wheels.
Hark to the “Hosannas” of the spirits of the just made perfect! Hear how
cherubim and seraphim roll out in thunders their everlasting song —
”Glory be unto thee; glory be unto thee, thou Son of God, for thou wast
slain and thou hast redeemed the world by thy blood “See him as he
mounts his throne and near his Father sits. Behold the benignant
complacency of the paternal Deity. Hear him as he accepts him and gives
him a name which is, above every name. And I say, my brethren, in the
midst of your tremblings, and doubtings, and fearings anticipate the joy
which you shall have, when you shall share in this triumph, for know you
not that you ascended up on high in him? He went not up to heaven alone,
but as the representative of all the blood-bought throng. You rode in that
triumphal chariot with him; you were exalted on high, and made to sit far
above principalities and powers in him; for we are risen in him, we are
exalted in Christ. Even at this very day in Christ that Psalm is true —
”Thou hast put all things under his feet; thou madest him to have dominion
over all the works of thy hands.” Come, poor trembler, thou art little in
thine own esteem, and but a worm and no man! Rise, I say, to the height of
thy nobility; for thou art in Christ greater than angels be, more magnified
and glorified by far. God give you grace, ye who have faith, that ye may
now, in the fact of Jesus Christ’s exaltation, find consolation for yourself!

But now today methinks I see the Master, as he stands before his Father’s
throne, dressed in the garments of a priest, upon his breast I see the Urim
and Thummim glittering with the bejewelled remembrances of his people.
In his hand I see still the remembrance of his sacrifice, the nail mark, and
there I see still upon his feet the impress of the laver of blood in which he
washed himself not as the priest of old with water but with his own gore. I
hear him plead with authority before his Father’s face, “I will that they also
whom thou hast given me be with me where [ am.” O my poor prayers, ye
shall be heard! O my faint groans, ye shall be answered! Oh, my poor
troubled soul, thou art safe, for

“Jesus pleads and must prevail,
His cause can never, never fail.”
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Come, my poor heart, lift up thyself now from the dunghill, shake thyself
from the dust; ungird thy sackcloth and put on thy beautiful garments. He
is our advocate today, our eloquent and earnest pleader, and he prevails
with God. The Father smiles — he smiles on Christ; he smiles on us in
answer to Jesus Christ’s intercession. Is he not here also the consolation of
Israel?

I only remark once more that he who has gone up into heaven shall so
come in like manner as he was seen to go up into heaven. He ascended in
clouds, “Behold he cometh with clouds.” He went up on high with sound
of trumpet and with shout of angels. Behold he cometh! The silver trumpet
shall soon sound. ‘Tis midnight: the hours are rolling wearily along; the
virgins wise and foolish are all asleep. But the cry shall soon be heard —
”Behold the bridegroom cometh, go ye forth to meet him.” That same
Jesus who was crucified shall come in glory. The hand that was pierced
shall grasp the scepter. Beneath his arm he shall gather up all the sceptres
of all kings; monarchies shall be the sheaves, and 4e shall be the kingly
reaper. On his head there shall be the many crowns of universal undisputed
dominion. “He shall stand in the latter day upon the earth.” His feet shall
tread on the mount of Olivet, and his people shall be gathered in the valley
of Jehoshaphat. Lo, the world’s great battle is almost begun, the trumpet
sounds the beginning of the battle of Armageddon. To the fight, ye warriors
of Christ, to the fight, for it is your last conflict, and over the bodies
of your foes ye shall rush to meet your Lord — he fighting on the one
side by his coming, you on the other side by drawing near to him. You
shall meet him in the solemn hour of victory. The dead in Christ shall rise
first, and you that are alive and remain shall be changed in a moment, in the
twinkling of an eye, at the last triumphant sounding of the dread
tremendous trump. Then shall you know to the full how Christ can console
you for all your sorrows, All your shame, and all your neglect which you
have received from the hand of men. Ay, to-day bethink you, there awaits
the recompense of an earthly splendor for your earthly poverty; there
awaits you earthly dignity for your earthly shame. You shall not only have
spiritual, but you shall have temporal blessings. He who takes away the
curse will take it away not only from your soul, but from the very ground
on which you tread. He who redeems you shall redeem not only your spirit,
but your body. Your eyes shall see your Redeemer; your hands shall be
lifted up in acclamation, and your feet shall bear your leaping joys in the
procession of his glory, in your very body in which you have suffered for
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him you shall sit with him upon the throne and judge the nations of the
earth. These things, I say, are all full of the purest and highest consolation
to the children of God.

I1. Having taken nearly all my time upon the first point, I can only say a
word or two upon the second and on the third. The second point was to be
this — CHRIST IN HiS UNCHANGING NATURE; a consolation for our
continual sorrows.

Christ is to his people a surpassing consolation. Talk of the consolations of
philosophy? We have all the philosopher can pretend to; but we have it in a
higher degree. Speak of the charms of music which can lull our sorrows to
a blessed sleep?

“Sweeter sounds than music knows,
Charm us in our Savior’s name.”
“Jesus, the very thought of thee,
With rapture fills my breast.”

Speak we of the joys of friendship? and sweet they are indeed; but “there is
a friend that sticketh closer than a brother” — a brother born for
adversity.” There is one who is better than all friends, more able to cheer
than those who are dearest and nearest to our hearts. Or, speak we of the
joys of hope? and certainly hope can console us when nothing else can do
it. He is our hope. We cast the anchor of our hope into that which is within
the veil, whither the forerunner hath for us entered. The consolations of
Christ are unrivalled by any which can be offered by wit, by wisdom, by
mirth, by hope itself; they are incomparable, and can never be surpassed.

Again, the consolations of Christ, from the feet of his unchanging nature,
are unfailing.

“When every earthly prop gives way,
He still is all our strength and stay.”

Look you at Job, and see the picture of how Christ can console. The
messenger rushes in — “The Sabeans have taken away the oxen and the
asses!” “Well, well,” Job might console himself and say, “but the sheep are
left.” “But the fire of God hath fallen on the sheep! and the Chaldeans have
carried away the camels and slain the servants!” “Alas!” the good man
might say, “but my children are left, and if they be spared, then I can still
have joy.” “The wind has come from the wilderness, and smitten the four
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corners of the house, and all thy sons and daughters are dead!” Ah! well-
a- day, penniless and childless, the patriarch might weep; but, looking on
his wife, he would say, “There still remaineth one sweet comforter, my
well- beloved spouse.” She bids him “curse God and die;” “speaking as
one of the foolish women speaketh.” Yet might Job say, “Though my wife
hath failed me, there remaineth at least three friends; there they sit with
me on the dunghill, and they will console me.” But they speak bitterness,
till he cries, “Miserable comforters are ye all.” Well, but at least he has his
own body in health, has he not? No, he sits down upon a dunghill, and
scrapes himself with a potsherd, for his sores have become intolerable.
Well, well, “skin for skin, yea, all that a man hath will he give for his life.”
He may at least cheer himself with the fact, that he lives. “Why should a
living man complain? “Yes, but he fears he is about to die. And now
comes out the grandeur of his hope: “I know that my Redeemer liveth,
and though the worms devour this body, yet in my flesh shall I see God.”
All the other windows are darkened; but the sun shines in at the oriel
window of redemption. All the other doors are shut, but this great door of
hope and joy still stands wide open. All other wells are dry; but this flows
with an unceasing stream. Brothers and sisters, when all things else
depart, an unchanging Christ shall be your unchanging joy.

Furthermore, the consolations of Christ are all powerful consolations.
When a poor soul is so deep in the mire that you cannot lift it with the
lever of eloquence, nor draw it up with the hands of sympathy, nor raise it
with wings of hope, /e can touch it with his finger and it can spring up
from the mire, and put its feet upon a rock, and feel the new song in its
mouth and its goings well established. There is no form of melancholy
which will not yield before the grace of God; there is no shape of distress
which will not give way before the divine energy of the Holy Ghost the
Comforter, when he uses Christ as the consolation.

Again: this consolation is everlasting consolation. It consoled you, O aged
sire when as a youth you gave your heart to Christ; it was your joy in the
mid-winter of your manhood; it has become your strength and your song in
the days of your old age, when tottering on your staff you shall go down to
Jordan’s brink, he will be your consolation then. In the prospect of your
coming dissolution, yea, when you walk through the valley of the shadow
of death, you shall fear no evil, for he is with you; his rod and his staff shall
comfort you. All other things shall pass away as a dream when one
awaketh; but this substantial support shall abide with you in the midst of



19

the swellings of Jordan, in the hour of the departure of your spirit from
your body.

And then remember that this is a consolation which is always within the
believer’s reach. He is “a very present help in time of trouble.” Ye may
always cheer your heart with Christ when other things are far away. When
friend visits you not, and your chamber becomes lonely — when spouse
has forgotten to speak the kind word to you, and children have become
ungrateful, he will make your bed in your sickness, he will be your never-
failing friend and abide with you in every dark and gloomy hour, till he
brings you into his dear arms, where you will be emparadised for ever and
ever.

II1. T close now with my last point — the grave and serious question, Is
CHRIST AN AVAILABLE CONSOLATION FOR ME?

Who art thou, friend? Art thou one who needs no consolation? Hast thou a
righteousness of thine own? Let me put it in thine own words. You are a
good man, kind to the poor, charitable, upright, generous, holy. You
believe there may be some faults in yourself, but they must be very few,
and you trust that what with your own merits and with God’s mercy you
may enter heaven. In the name of God, Ido solemnly assure you, that
Christ is not an available consolation for you. Christ will have nothing to
do with you, so long as you have anything to do with yourself. If you are
trusting in any measure whatever upon aught that you have ever done or
hope to do, you are trusting in a lie, and Christ will never be friends with a
lie He will never help you to do, what he came to do himself. If you will
take his work as it is, as a finished work, well and good, but if you must
needs add to it your own, God shall add unto you the plagues which are
written in this Book, but he shall by no means give to you any of the
promises and the comforts which Christ can afford.

But instead thereof, I will suppose that I address myself this morning to a

man who says, “I was once, Ithink, abeliever in Christ; [made a

profession of religion, but I fell from it, and I have lost for years all the

hope and joy I ever had; I think I was a presumptuous man that I pretended

to have what I never had, and yet at the time I really thought I had it. May I
think that there is consolation in Christ for a backslider and a traitor like

me? Often, sir, do I feel as if the doom of Judas must be mine — as if |

must perish miserably, like Demas, who loved this present world.” Ah!

backslider, backslider, God speaks to thee this morning, and he says,
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“Return ye backsliding children of men, for I am married to you;” and if
married, there has never been a divorce between Christ and you. Has he
put you away? Unto which of his creditors has he sold you? Where do you
read in his Word, that he has divided from the affection of his heart one
whose name was ever written in his Book? Come, come, backslider, come
again to the cross. He who received you once will receive you again
Come where the blood is flowing; the blood that washed you once, can
wash you yet once more. Come, come, thou art naked, and poor, and
miserable; the raiment which was given to thee once, shall array thee
again with beauty. The unsearchable riches which were opened up to thee
aforetime, shall be thine again.

“To thy Father’s bosom press’d,
Once again a child confess’d
From his hand no more to roam,
Come, backsliding sinner, once.”

But I hear another say, “I am not a backslider, but simply one who desires
to be saved. I can say honestly, I would give my right arm from its socket
if I might but be saved. Why, sir, if I had ten thousand worlds I would
freely cast them away as pebble stones, and worthless, if I might but find
Christ.” Poor soul, and does the devil tell thee thou shalt never have
Christ? Why, thou hast a warrant to lay hold on Christ to-day. “No,”
sayest thou, “I have no right whatever.” The fact that thou sayest thou hast
no right should at least comfort the minister in addressing himself freely to
thee. The right of a sinner to come to Christ does not lie in the sinner nor
in any feelings which the sinner may have had, it lies in the fact that Christ
commands him to come. If one of you should receive as you went out of
yonder door a command to go at once to Windsor, and have an interview
with the Queen as soon as you had received the order and were sure it
came from her, you might say, “Well, but if I had known this, I should
have put on other clothes,” but the order is peremptory “Come now; come
just as you are;” you would, I think, without any very great doubt, though
greatly wondering, take your place and ride there at once. When you came
to the gate, some tall grenadier might ask you what you were at. “Why,” he
might say, “you are not fit to come and see Her Majesty; you are not a
gentleman, you have not so many hundreds a year; how can you expect to
be admitted?”” You show the command, and he lets you pass on. You come
to another door, and there is an usher there “You are not in a court dress,”
says he; you are not properly robed for the occasion.” You show the
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command, and he lets you pass on. But suppose when at last you should
come into the ante-room you should say, “Now I dare not go in, I am not
fit; 1 feel I shall not know how to behave myself.” Suppose you are silly
enough not to go, you would be disobedient and ten times more foolish in
disobeying than you could have been by any blunders in behavior if you
had obeyed. Now it is just so with you to-day. Christ says, “Come unto
me.” He does not merely invite you, because he knows you would think
you did not deserve the invitation, but he gives the command, and he bids
me say

to you, “Repent, and be baptized every one of you,” he bids me command
you in his name, “Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be
saved.” Of his grace and mercy he puts it as a command. “But,” you say.
Ah! what right have you to say, “but* to the Lord’s commands? Again, |
say, away with your “buts.” What right have you to be “butting” at his laws
and his commands. “But,” you say, “do hear me for a moment.” I will hear
you then. “Sir, I cannot imagine that if such a hard-hearted sinner as I am
were really to trust Christ I should be saved.” The English of that is, that
you give God the lie. He says you shall be, and do you think he speaks an
untruth? “Ah!” says another, “but it is too good to be true. I cannot believe
that just as I am, if I trust in Christ, my sin shall be forgiven.” Again, I say,
the simple English of that is, that you think you know better than God, and
so you do in fact stand up and say to his promise, “Thou art false.” He
says, “Him that cometh unto me I will in no wise cast out.” “Ah!” you say,
“but that does not mean me?” Can any language speak more plainly?
“Him.” What him? Why, any “him” in the world.

“Yes,” says one “but the invitations are made to character — “Come unto
me all ye that labor and are heavy laden; I am afraid I am not heavy laden
enough?” Yes, but you will mark, while the invitation is given to character,
yet the promise is not given to the character; it is given to those who come

— ”Come unto me, and I will give you rest;” and while that one invitation
may be confined to the weary and heavy laden, yet there are scores of
others that stand as wide and free as the very air we breathe. If you have
that qualification, do not come even with it, because you are unqualified
when you think you are qualified, you are unfit when you think you are fit;
and if you have a sense of need, which you think makes you fit to come to
Christ, it shows you are not fit and do not know your need, for no man
knows his need till he thinks he does not know his need, and no man is in a
right state to come to Christ till he thinks he is not in a right state to come
to Christ. But he who feels that he has not one good thought or one good
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feeling to recommend him, he is the man who may come. He who says,
“But I may not come,” is the very man that is bidden to come. Besides, my
friends it is not what you think, or what I think; it is what Christ says, and
is it not written by the hand of the Apostle John, “This is the
commandment, that ye believe on Jesus Christ whom he hath sent? “Men
who say it is not the duty of sinners to believe, I cannot think what they
make out of such a text as that — “This is the commandment, that ye
believe on Jesus Christ, whom he hath sent,” and that one where God
expressly says “He that believeth not is condemned already, because he
believeth not.” Why, Ishould think Iwas addressing heathens, if I
addressed a company of men who thought that God did not command men
to repent; for Scripture is so plain upon the point, and I say, if God
commands thee to do it, thou mayest do it. Let the devil say, “Nay,” but
God says “Yea.” Let him stand and push you back; but say to him, “Nay,
Satan, nay, I come here in God’s name,” and as devils fear and fly before
the name of Christ, so will Satan and thy fears all fly before his command.
He commands thee to believe — that is, to trust him. Trust him, soul, trust
him; right or wrong, trust him.

But some of you want a great temptation, and a great deal of despair,
before you will trust him. Well, the Lord will send it to you, if you will not
trust him without it. Iremember John Bunyan says he had a black
temptation, and it did him a great deal of good, for, said he, “Before I had
the Temptation Iused always to be questioning a promise, and saying,
‘May I come, or may I not come?”” But at last he said, “Yea, often when |
have been making to the promise, I have seen as if the Lord would refuse
my soul for ever: I was often as if I had run upon the pike, and as if the
Lord had thrust at me, to keep me from him as with a flaming sword.”
Ah! and perhaps you may be driven to that. I pray you may; but I would
infinitely rather that the sweet love and grace of God would entice you
now to trust Jesus Christ just as you are. He will not deceive you, sinner;
he will not fail you. Trusting him, you shall build on a sure foundation,
and find him Who is the consolation of Israel and the joy of all his saints.
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THE WAILING OF RISCA.
NO. 349

A SERMON DELIVERED ON SABBATH MORNING, DECEMBER
9TH, 1860,

BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,

AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.
“Suddenly are my tents spoiled, and my curtains in a moment.” Jeremiah 4:20.

THE sorrow of the weeping prophet was exceeding heavy when he uttered
these words of bitter lamentation. A great and present burden from the
Lord is weighing so heavily upon our hearts this morning, that we cannot
spare so much as a moment for sympathy with the griefs of past ages. God
has visited our land, and his strokes have been exceeding hard. We are
constrained to take up a wailing, and cry aloud, “Suddenly are my tents
spoiled, and my curtains in a moment.” There is a spot in South Wales
which has frequently yielded me a quiet and delightful retreat. Beautiful for
situation, surrounded by lofty mountains, pierced by romantic valleys, the
breathing of its air refreshes the body, and the sight of the eyes makes glad
the heart. I have climbed its hills, I have seen the ever widening landscape,
the mountains of Wales, the plains of England, and the seas sparkling afar. I
have descended the hills and marked the mist creeping up the side of the
hills and covering the woods in clouds. I have mingled with its godly men
and women, and worshipped God in their assemblies. These lips have
ministered the Word in that once happy valley. I have been fired with the
glorious enthusiasm of the people when they have listened to the Word.

Well doth my soul remember one night, which I shall never forget in time
or in eternity, when, crowded together in the place of worship, hearty
Welsh miners responded to every word of Christ’s minister, with their
“gogoniants” encouraging me to preach the Gospel, and crying “Glory to
God” while the message was proclaimed. I remember how they constrained
me, and kept me well nigh to midnight, preaching three sermons, one after
another, almost without rest, for they loved to listen to the gospel. God
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was present with us, and many a time has the baptismal pool been stirred
since then by the fruit of that night’s labor. Nor shall I ever forget when
standing in the open air beneath God’s blue sky, Iaddressed a mighty
gathering within a short distance of that spot; when the Spirit of God was
poured upon us, and men and women were swayed to and fro under the
heavenly message, as the corn is moved in waves by the summer winds.
Great was our joy that day when the people met together in thousands, and
with songs and praises separated to their homes, talking of what they had
heard. But now our visitation of that neighborhood must ever be mingled
with sorrow. How hath God been pleased to smite down strong men, and
to take away the young men upon a sudden! “How suddenly are my tents
spoiled, and my curtains in a moment.” Oh! vale of Risca, I take up a
lamentation for thee: the Lord hath dealt sorely with thee. Behold, and see
if there be sorrow in any valley like unto thy sorrow which is done unto
thee. The angel of death has emptied out his quiver upon thee; the awful
reaper hath gathered to himself full sheaves from thy beautiful valley.

You all know the story, it scarce needs that I should tell it to you. Last
Saturday week some two hundred or more miners descended in health and
strength to their usual work in the bowels of the earth. They had not been
working long, their wives and their children had risen, and their little ones
had gone to their schools, when suddenly there was heard a noise at the
mouth of the pit; — it was all explosion, — all knew what it meant. Men’s
hearts failed them, for well they prophesied the horror which would soon
reveal itself. They wait awhile, the foul gas must first be scattered, brave
men with their lives in their hands descend into the pit, and when they are
able to see with the dim miner’s lamp, the light falls upon corpse after
corpse. A few, a handful are brought up alive, and scarce alive, but yet,
thank God, with enough of the vital spark remaining to be again kindled to
a flame; but the great mass of those strong men have felt the grip of death.
Some of them were brought up to the top with their faces burned and
scarred, with their bodies disfigured by the fire; but many are discovered
whose faces looked as if they sweetly slept, so that it was scarcely possible
to believe that they really could be dead, so quietly had the spirit quitted
the habitation of clay. Can you picture to yourselves the scene? The great
fires lit around the pit flaming both night and day, the thick mist, the
pouring rain drenching the whole of the valley. Do you see the women as
they come clustering round the pit, shrieking for their sons, and their
husbands, and their fathers. Do you hear that shrill scream as yonder
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woman has just discovered the partner of her soul, and there do you mark
another bending over the form of her two stalwart sons, now alas taken
from her for ever? Do you mark the misery that sits upon the face of some
who have not found their sons, or their fathers, or their husbands, or their
brothers, and who know not where they are, and feel a thousand deaths
themselves because they feel convinced that their precious ones have fallen,
though their corpses cannot be found? The misery in that valley is past
description, those who have witnessed it, fail to be able to picture it. As the
cry of Egypt in the night when the destroying angel went through all the
land and smote the firstborn; as the wail of Rachel when she could not be
comforted for her children, because they were not; such has been the
howling, the weeping, the lamentation of that fair but desolate valley.

My friends, this judgment has a voice to us, and the scarce buried bodies of
those men which lie around us in vision, have each a sorrowful lesson. The
cry of the widow, and of the childless mother, shall come up into our ears
to-day, and, O Lord God of Sabbath, may it so arouse us that we may hear,
and fear, and tremble, and turn unto thee — that this dread calamity may be
to us the means of our salvation, or if saved, the means of stirring us up
more earnestly to seek the salvation of our fellow men.

There are three points upon which I shall try to address you this morning,
though I feel inadequate to such a task. First, I shall say somewhat upon
sudden bereavements; then I shall dwell awhile upon the fact of sudden
death; and afterwards we will say but a little, for we know but little of the
sudden exchange which sudden death shall bring both to saints and sinners.

I. Our first sorrowful theme is SUDDEN BEREAVEMENTS.

Alas! alas! how soon may we be childless; how soon may we be widowed
of the dearest objects of our affections! O Lord, thou hast shown to us this
day, how soon thou canst blast our gourds and wither all the fruits of our
vineyard. The dearest ones, the partners of our blood, how soon can death
proclaim a divorce between us — our children the offspring of our loins,
how soon canst thou lay them beneath the sod. We have not a single
relative who may not become to us within the next moment a fountain of
grief. All that are dear and precious to us are only here by God’s good
pleasure. What should we be to-day if it were not for those whom we love,
and who love us? What were our house without its little prattlers? What
were our habitation without the wife of our bosom? What were our daily
business without our associates and friends to cheer us in our trials? Ah!
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this were a sad world indeed, if the ties of kindred, of affection, and of
friendship all be snapped; and yet it is such a world that they must be
sundered, and may be divided at any moment.

From the fact that sudden bereavements are possible — not only to miners
and to women whose husbands are upon the sea, but 7o us also — I would
that we would learn profitable lessons. And first let us learn to set loose
by our dearest friends that we have on earth. Let us love them-love them
we may, love them we should — but let us always learn to love them as
dying things. Oh, build not thy nest on any of these trees, for they are all
marked for the axe. “Set not thine affections on things on earth,” for the
things of earth must leave thee, and then what wilt thou do when thy joy
is emptied, and the golden bowl which held thy mirth shall be dashed to
pieces? Love first and foremost Christ; and when thou lovest others, still
love them not as though they were immortal. Love not clay as though it
were undying — love not dust as though it were eternal. So hold thy
friend that thou shalt not wonder when he vanishes from thee, so view the
partakers of thy life that thou wilt not be amazed when they glide into the
land of spirits. See thou the disease of mortality on every cheek, and write
not Eternal Upon the creature of an hour.

Take care that thou puttest all thy dear ones into God’s hand. Thou hast
put thy soul there, put them there. Thou canst trust him for temporals for
thyself, trust thy jewels with him. Feel that they are not thine own, but that
they are God’s loans to thee; loans which may be recalled at any moment
— precious benisons of heaven, not entailed upon thee, but of which thou
art but a tenant at will. Your possessions are never so safe as when you are
willing to resign them, and you are never so rich as when you put all you
have into the hand of God. You shall find it greatly mitigate the sorrow of
bereavements, if before bereavement you shall have learned to surrender
every day all the things that are dearest to you into the keeping of your
gracious God.

Further, then, you who are blessed with wife and children, and friends,
take care that you bless God for them. Sing a song of praise to God who
hath blessed you so much more than others. You are not a widow, but
there are many that wear the weeds, and why is it not your lot? You are
not bereaven of your spouse, but there is many a man whose heart is rent
in twain by such a calamity, — why is it not your portion too? You have
not to follow to-morrow your little ones to their narrow graves — early
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flowers that did but bud and never ripened, withering alas! too soon. Oh!
by the sorrow which you would feel if they were taken away, I exhort you
to bless God for them while you have them. We sorrow much when our
gifts are taken away, but we fail to thank God that he spared them to us so
long. Oh! be not ungrateful, lest thou provoke the Lord to smite very low
the mercy which thou dost not value. Sing unto the Lord, sing unto his
name. Give unto him the blessing which he deserves for his sparing favors
which he has manifested towards you in your household.

And then permit me to remind you that if these sudden bereavements may
come, and there may be a dark chamber in any house in a moment, and the
coffin may be in any one of our habitations, let us so act to our kinsfolk
and relatives as though we knew they were soon about to die. Young man,
so treat thy hoary father as thou wouldst behave to him if thou knewest he
would die to-morrow. When thou shalt follow him to the grave, amidst all
thy tears for his loss, let there not be one tear of repentance because of
thine ill behavior to him. And you godly fathers and mothers, to you I have
a special message — your children are committed to your care, they are
growing up, and what if after they be grown up they should plunge into sin
and die at last impenitent! Oh, let not the fierce regret sting you like an
adder, — Oh that I had prayed for my children! Oh that I had taught them
before they departed.” I pray you so live, that when you stand over your
child’s dead body you may never hear a voice coming up from that clay,
“Father, thy negligence was my destruction. Mother, thy want of prayer
was the instrument of my damnation “But so live, that when you hear the
funeral knell, for a neighbor even, you may be able to say, “Poor soul,
whether he is gone to heaven or to hell, I know I am clear of his blood.”
And with double earnestness be it so with your children. “Yes,” says one
“but I have thought of teaching my children more of Christ, and being
more earnest in prayer for them bye-and-bye,” but what if they should die
tomorrow I “Yes,” says the wife, “I have thought of speaking to my
ungodly husband, and trying to induce him to attend the house of God with
me, but I was afraid he would only laugh at me, so I put it off for a month
or two.” Ah! what if he dies before you have cleared your conscience of
him? Oh my brothers and sisters in Christ, if sinners will be damned, at
least let them leap to hell over our bodies and if they will perish, let them
perish with our arms about their knees, imploring them to stay, and not
madly to destroy themselves. If hell must be filled, at least let it be filled in
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the teeth of our exertions, and let not one go there unwarned and unprayed
for.

In the light, then, of sudden bereavements, let not another hour pass over
your head, when you have reached home, before you have freed your
conscience of the blood of your children’s souls. Gather them together
around you this afternoon and say to them, “My dear children, I have
learned to day that you may die; Iknew it before, but Ihave had it
impressed upon my mind by a solemn incident. My dear children, I cannot
help telling you, that as you must die, I am anxious that God’s Holy Spirit
should graciously lead you to repent of sin and seek a Savior.” And then,
when you have told them the way to salvation in simple terms, put your
arms about their necks, and bid the little ones kneel down, and pray, “O
God! upon their infant hearts, stamp thou, the image of thyself. As they
are in the image of the earthy, so make them in the image of the heavenly
that at the last I may be able to say, ‘Here am I, and the children thou hast
given me.””

II. The second head of my discourse this morning was to be, SUDDEN
DEATH. AS WE VIEW IT MORE PARTICULARLY IN RELATION ToO
OURSELVES.

The miners of Risca had no more idea of dying that Saturday morning than
you or I have, nor did there seem much likelihood that they would. They
had gone up and down the pit, some of them, many thousands of times in
their lives. It is true that some had perished there, but then, how very many
had gone up and down and had not perished. Nay, they had grown so
fearless of danger, that some of them even thrust themselves into it, and in
defiance of every regulation for the preservation of human life, they were
bold and careless, and would gratify a selfish indulgence when a spark
might have caused the destruction of them all. We will not say that it was
any negligence that caused this accident God forbid that we should lay
anything to the charge of those who have now departed, and have to
answer before their God — but, at any rate, sure it is that men who have
most to do with danger are generally the most callous, and those who are
most exposed are usually utterly careless about the very danger which
others see but which they will not see themselves. Any warning you or I
might have given them would have been thought unnecessary, if not
impertinent. “Why need I be so careful? I have done this fifty times before.
Why may I not do it again?” But as in a moment, although there was no
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lightning flash, no earthquake, no opening of a pit to swallow them up,
quick in a moment the gas explodes and they stand before the Eternal God.
It was but the twinkling of an eye, even as though the last trump had
sounded (and indeed it did sound as far as they were concerned), and down
fell the lifeless corpse, and the spirit returned to God who made it. And you
and I are in danger too. We are not in the pit in the midst of explosive
air, but there are a thousand gates to death. How many there be who have
fallen dead in the streets? How many sitting in their own homes? I stayed
but a week or two ago with an excellent Christian man, who was then in
the halest and most hearty health. I was startled indeed when I heard
immediately after that he had come home, and sitting down in his chair had
shut his eyes and died. And these things are usual, and in such a city as
ours we cannot go down a street without hearing of some such visitation.
Well, our turn must come. Perhaps we shall die falling asleep in our beds
after long sickness, but probably we shall be suddenly called in such an
hour as we think not to face the realities of eternity. Well, if it be so, if
there be athousand gates to death, if all means and any means may be
sufficient to stop the current of our life, if really, after all, spiders’ webs
and bubbles are more substantial things than human life, if we are but a
vapor, or a dying taper that soon expires in darkness, what then? Why, first,
I say, let us all look upon ourselves as dying men, let us not reckon on
tomorrow Oh! let us not procrastinate, for taken in Satan’s great net of
procrastination we may wait, and wait, and wait, till time is gone and the
great knell of eternity shall toll our dissolution. To-day is your only time. O
mortal men, the present moment is the only moment you may call your
own, and oh! how swift its wings! This hour is yours; yesterday is gone;
to-morrow is with God, and may never come. “To-day if ye will hear his
voice harden not your hearts.” Many have had their first impressions from
thoughts of death, and hence it is that Satan never likes to let a man think
of the grave. I know a family in which the governess, the daughter of a
Christian minister, was told upon her entering her office, that she was
never to mention the subject of death to the children. They were never to
know even that children might die. I did not marvel when I knew the
infidelity of the head of the household. What better atmosphere for an
infidel to breathe in, than where the blast of death is never felt? Infidels
ought to be immortal. They ought to live in a world where they can never
die, for their infidelity will never be able to pass the stream of Jordan.

There are infidels on earth but there are none in heaven, and there can be
none in hell. They are all convinced — convinced by terrible facts —
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convinced that there is a God while they are crushed beneath his
vengeance, and made to tremble at his eternal power. But I pray you, sirs,
be not such fools as to live as though your bones were iron and your ribs
were brass. Let us not be such madmen as to run as though there were no
bounds to our race: let us not play away our precious days as though days
were common as sands on a sea shore. That hour-glass yonder contains all
the sands of your life. Do you see them running? How swiftly do they
empty out! With some of you, the most of the sands are in the bottom bulb
of the glass and there are only a few to go trickling through the narrow
passway of its days. Ah! and that glass shall never be turned again, it shall
never run a second time for you. Let it once run out and you will die. Oh!
live as though you meant to die. Live as though you knew you might die
to-morrow. Think as though you might die now, and act this very hour as
though I could utter the mandate of death, and summon you to pass
through the portals of the tomb.

And then take care, I pray you, that you who do know Christ not only live
as though you meant to die, but live while you live. Oh what a work we
have to do, and how short the time to do it in! Millions of men
unconverted yet, and nothing but our feeble voice with which to preach
the Word! My soul, shalt thou ever condemn thyself in thy dying
moments for having preached too often or too earnestly? No, never. Thou
mayest rebuke thy sloth, but thou canst never bemoan thy excessive
industry.

Minister of Christ! in thy dying hour it will never be a theme of reproach
to you that you preached ten times in the week, that you stood up every
day to preach Christ, and that you so preached that you spent yourself,
and wasted your body with weakness. No, it will be our dull sermons that
will haunt us on our dying beds, our tearless preaching, our long
studyings, when we might have preached better had we come away and
preached without them; our huntings after popularity, by gathering
together fine words, instead of coming right up, and saying to the people,
“Men and women, you are dying, escape for your life and fly to Christ;”
preaching to them in red-hot simple words of the wrath to come and of
the love of Christ. Oh! there are some of you members of our churches,
who are living, but what are you living for? Surely you are not living to
get money

— that is the worldling’s object. Are you living merely to please
yourselves? Why that is but the beast’s delight. Oh! how few there are of
the members of our churches who really live for God with all their might.
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Do we give to God as much as we give to our own pleasures? Do we give
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Christ’s service as much time as we give to many of our trifling
amusements? Why, we have professional men of education, men of
excellent training and ability, who when they once get into a church, feel
that they could be very active anywhere else, but as Christians they have
nothing to do. They can be energetic in parish vestries or in the rifle corps,
but in the church they give their name, but their energies are dormant. Ah!
my dear hearers, you who love the Savior, when we shall come before
Christ in heaven, if there can be a regret, it will be that we did not do more
for Christ while we were here. I think as we fall down before his feet and
worship him, if we could know a sorrow, it would be because we did not
bring him in more jewels for his crown — did not seek more to feed the
hungry, or to clothe the naked — did not give more to his cause, and did
not labor more that the lost sheep of the house of Israel might be restored.
Live while you live; while it is called to-day, work, for the night cometh
wherein no man can work.

And let us learn never to do anything which we would not wish to be
found doing if we were to die. We are sometimes asked by young people
whether they may go to the theater, whether they may dance, or whether
they may do this or that. You may do anything which you would not be
ashamed to be doing when Christ shall come. You may do anything which
you would not blush to be found doing if the hand of death should smite
you; but if you would dread to die in any spot, go not there; if you would
not wish to enter the presence of your God with such-and-such a word
upon your lip, utter not that word; or if there would be a thought that
would be uncongenial to the judgment-day, seek not to think that thought.
So act that you may feel you can take your shroud with you wherever you
go.

Happy is he that dies in his pulpit. Blessed is the man that dies in his daily
business, for he is found with his loins girt about him serving his Master;
but, oh, unhappy must he be to whom death comes as an intruder, and
finds him engaged in that which he will blush to have ever touched, when
God shall appear in judgment. Power supreme; thou everlasting King;
permit not death to intrude upon an ill-spent hour, but find me rapt in
meditation high; hymning my great Creator; proclaiming the love of Jesus,
or lifting up my heart in prayer for myself and my fellow-sinners. Let me
but serve my God, and then, Death, I will not say to thee when thou
mayest come — come when thou wilt; but if I might choose, come to me
while I am yearning after souls; come to me when the cry of inviting love is
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on my lip, and when I am weeping over the souls of men Come to me,
then, that men may say,

“He did his body with his charge lay down,
He ceased at once to work and live.”

But I may talk thus about sudden death and the likelihood of it, but ah!
sirs, I cannot stir your hearts for I cannot stir my own as I would. The fact
that so many die each day has very little force in it for us, because it is so
trite an event, we have heard of it so many times. We look down the
catalogue of deaths and take the average, and we say, “Fifty below the
average, or a hundred above the average,” but our dying never comes
home to us. All men will persist in thinking all men mortal but themselves.
If there were a great Hydra in the city of London, which every day ate ten
of the inhabitants of London alive, we should be dreadfully miserable,
especially if we never knew when it would be our turn to be eaten too. If
we were certain that it would eat all in London by-and-bye, but would only
eat ten in aweek, we should all tremble as we passed by the huge
monster’s den, and say, “When will it be my time?”” and that would cast a
cloud over the whole metropolis, blacker than its usual fog. But here is a
monster, Death, which devours its hundreds at its meal; and with its iron
tongue the funeral knell keeps crying out for more; its greedy and insatiable
man never being filled; its teeth never being blunted; its ravenous hunger
never being stayed. And here we are, and though it will be our turn by-and-
bye to be devoured of this great monster, yet how little do we think about
it! One reason I think is, because we so seldom visit the dying. I stood once
by the side of a poor boy whom I had taught as a Sunday-school teacher;
he had received very little good training at home, and though he was
but a had of seventeen, he became a drunkard and drank himself to death
at one debauch. I saw him, and talked to him, and tried to point him
to the Savior, and heard at last the death-rattle in his throat, and as I went
down stairs I thought everybody a fool for doing anything except preparing
to die. I began to look upon the men who drove the carts in the street, the
men who were busy at their shops, and those who were selling their wares,
as being all foolish for doing anything except their eternal business and
myself most of all foolish for not pointing dying sinners to a living Christ,
and inviting them to trust in his precious blood. And yet in an hour or so all
things took their usual shape, and I began to think that I was not dying after
all, and I could go away and be I fear as heartless as before. I could
begin to think that men were after all wise in thinking of this world, and
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not the next; I mean not that I really thought so, but I fear I acted as if |
thought so; the impression of the dying-bed was so soon obliterated. If you
could see all die who die, perhaps the impression would be different. |
would liken the sons of men to a company of South Sea Islanders, whose
canoe being disabled, floated upon a raft, and they were attacked by
sharks; they disappeared one by one, till but three or four were left. Can
you conceive the despair which would settle upon the countenance of these
few? If they knew a God, do you not think they would then indeed call on
him? And in what respect, except that death was more apparent to them
were they different from us? Man after man is being taken away from us by
the devouring monster. Friends and kinsfolk have been snatched into the
deep, and some of us remain upon the edge of the raft. Yon gray-haired
man may be the next that is carried away. The hosts of God are crossing
the flood; some have already passed it and are singing the eternal song, and

“We are to the margin come,
And soon expect to die.”

God help us so to live in the expectation of death, that Christ may be
glorified in us whether we sleep or wake, and that we may be able to say,
“For me to live is Christ, to die is gain.”

III. T shall detain you but a few minutes longer, while I dwell upon the
third theme, which is, THAT SUDDEN EXCHANGE WHICH A SUDDEN DEATH
WILL CAUSE.

You see yonder Christian man, he is full of a thousand fears, he is afraid
even of his interest in Christ, he is troubled spiritually, and vexed with
temporal cares. You see him cast down and exceeding troubled, his faith
but very weak; he steps out side yon door, and there meets him a
messenger from God who smites him to the heart, and he is dead. Can you
conceive the change? Death has cured him of his fears, his tears are wiped
away once for all from his eyes; and, to his surprise, he stands where he
feared he should never be, in the midst of the redeemed of God, in the
general assembly and church of the first-born. If he should think of such
things, would he not upbraid himself for thinking so much of his trials and
of his troubles, and for looking into a future which he was never to see?
See yonder man, he can scarcely walk, he has a hundred pains in his body,
he says he is more tried and pained than any man. Death puts his skeleton
hand upon him, and he dies. How marvellous the change! No aches now,
no casting down of spirit, he then is supremely blest, the decrepid has
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become perfect, the weak has become strong, the trembling one has
become a David, and David has become as the angel of the Lord. Hark to
the song which pours from the lips of him who just now groaned; look at
the celestial smile which lights the features of the man just now racked with
pain and tormented with anguish! Was ever change so surprising, so
marvellous? When I think of it, I could almost long for it to come across
myself this morning; to go from the thousand eyes of you that look upon
me, to look into the eyes of Christ, and to go from your songs, to the songs
of spirits before the throne, to leave the sabbath work on earth for an
eternal sabbath of rest: to go from unbelieving hearts, from Christians who
need to be cheered and sinners that need to be convinced, to be with those
who need no preaching, but who in one eternal song, sing “Hallelujah to
God and the Lamb.” I can imagine that when a man dies thus suddenly, one
of the first emotions he experiences in the next world will be surprise. I can
conceive that the spirit knows not where it is. It is like a man waking up
from a dream. He looks about him. Oh, that glory! how resplendent yon
throne! He listens to harps of gold, and he can scarce believe it true. “I, the
chief of sinners, and yet in heaven? I, a doubting one and yet in paradise?
“And then when he is conscious that he is really in heaven, oh! what
overwhelming joy; how is the spirit flooded with delight, covered over with
it scarcely able to enjoy it because it seems to be all but crushed beneath
the eternal weight of glory. And next, when the spirit has power to recover
itself, and open in eyes from the blindness caused by this dazzling light, and
to think — when its thoughts have recovered themselves from the sudden
effect of a tremendous flood of bliss, — the next emotion will be gratitude.
See how that believer, five minutes ago a mourner, now takes his crown
from off his head, and with transporting joy and gratitude bows before his
Savior’s throne. Hear how he sings; was ever song like that, the first song
he ever sang that had the fullness of Paradise and perfection in it — ”Unto
him that loved me and washed me from my sins in his blood, unto him be
glory.” And how he repeats it, and repeats it again, and looks round to
cherubim and seraphim, and prays them to assist him in his song, till all the
harps of heaven retaught the melody of gratitude, re-tuned by the one
faithful heart, send up another hallelujah, and yet another, and another;
while the floods of harmony surround the eternal throne of God.

But what must be the change to the unconverted man? His joys are over
for ever. His death is the death of his happiness — his funeral is the
funeral of his mirth. He has just risen from his cups; he has another cup to
drain,



36

which is full of bitterness. He has just listened to the sound of the harp and
the viol, and the music of them that make merry, an eternal dirge greets his
ears, mixed with the doleful chorus of the shrieks of damned souls. What
horror and surprise shall seize upon him! “Good God,” he says, “I thought
it was not so, but lo, it is. What the minister said to me is true; the things |
would not believe are at last ready so.” When the poor soul shall find itself
in the hands of angry fiends, and lifts up his eyes in hell, being in torment
so hot, so feverish, so thirsty, that it shall seem in that first moment as
though it had been athirst for a million years, what will be his surprise!
“And am L,” he will say, “really here? I was in the streets of London but a
minute ago; [ was singing a song but an instant before, and here am I in
hell! What! so soon damned? Is the sentence of God like a lightning-flash?
Does it so instantaneously give the spirit and destroy its joys? Am I really
here?” And when the soul has convinced itself that it is actually in hell, can
you imagine next the overwhelming horror that will roll over it. It, too, will
be stunned with a mighty flood, not with a flood of glory but with a flood
of anger, of wrath, of divine justice. Oh! how the spirit is tormented now
— tormented beyond thought. And then at last, when the wave recedes a
moment, and there is a pause, what black despair shall then seize upon the
spirit! Have you ever seen men die without a hope? I read but yesterday a
case of a young woman who had procrastinated many times, and at last she
was told by the physician that within nine hours he really believed she
would be a corpse. Then, when death really became a matter of fact to her,
she rose up in the bed upon which she had been laid by the sudden stroke
of God, and she prayed — prayed till she fell back fainting, and her lips
were livid and her cheek was pale, while she cried, “God be merciful to me
a sinner.” Friends talked to her, consoled and comforted her, and bade her
trust in Christ; but she said, “It is of no use for you to comfort me; no, it is
too late. I made a fatal resolve some months ago that I would again enjoy
the world, and that resolve has destroyed my soul.” And then she rose up
in bed again, with eyes starting from their sockets, and prayed again till she
was breathless, and groaned and cried, and fell down again in a faint,
needing to be restored once more. And so she did, till with a ghastly look
— an awful look of horror — as though she felt the anguish of another
world, she expired.

Now if such is the remorse of a spirit before it feels the wrath of God — if
the first drops are sufficient thus to destroy all hope and beat in pieces all
our boastings, what will the eternal hail be — what will the everlasting
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sleet of divine wrath be when once it is poured out? Sodom and
Gomorrah! Why all their fiery hail from heaven shall be nothing compared
with the eternal fire that must fall upon the sinner. Do you think I love to
speak on such a theme as this? My soul trembles while she thinks of it. No, |
would sooner preach of other things by far, but it is needful that men may
be awakened. Oh! I implore you, men and brethren, ye that know not God,
and are still condemned, because you believe not in Christ, I pray you think
of these things. Oh that I had a Baxter’s heart, that I could weep over
sinners as he did; but my soul feels as true an anguish for your souls as ever
Baxter felt. Oh that you would be saved! My eyes ache; my brow is full of
fire now, because I cannot preach as I wanted to preach to you. Oh that
God would take up the work and send that truth right home. I know I shall
soon die and you too, and I shall face each of you, and your eyes shall stare
on me for ever and ever, if you be lost through my unfaithfulness. And
shall it be — shall it be? Oh that we had a hope that all of us might see the
face of God and live! “Believe in the Lord Jesus Christ, and you shall be
saved.”

Spirit of God, convince of sin, and bring the heart to Christ, and may we all
without exception see thy face in joy and glory, and praise thee, world
without end. Amen.
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A BLOW AT SELF-
RIGHTEOUSNESS.

NO. 350

A SERMON DELIVERED ON SABBATH MORNING, DECEMBER
16TH, 1860,

BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,

AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.

“If I justify myself, mine own mouth shall condemn me: if I say, I am perfect,
it shall also prove me perverse.” — Job 9:20.

EVER since man became a sinner he has been self-righteous. When he had
a righteousness of his own he never gloried of it, but ever since he has lost
it, he has pretended to be the possessor of it. Those proud words which
our father Adam uttered when he sought to screen himself from the guilt
of his treason against his Maker, laying the blame apparently on Eve, but
really upon God who gave him the woman, were virtually a claim to
blamelessness. It was but a fig leaf he could find to cover his nakedness,
but how proud was he of that fig-leaf excuse, and how tenaciously did he
hold to it. As it was with our first parents so is it with us: self-
righteousness is born with us and there is perhaps no sin which has so
much vitality in it as the sin of righteous self. We can overcome lust itself,
and anger, and the fierce passions of the will better than we can ever
master the proud boastfulness which rises in our hearts and tempts us to
think ourselves rich and increased in goods, while God knoweth we are
naked, and poor, and miserable. Tens of thousands of sermons have been
preached against self-righteousness, and yet it is as necessary to turn the
great guns of the law against its walls today as ever it was. Martin Luther
said he scarcely ever preached a sermon without inveighing against the
righteousness of man, and yet, he said, “I find that still I cannot preach it
down. Still men will boast in what they can do, and mistake the path to
heaven to be a road paved by their own merits, and not a way besprinkled
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by the blood of the atonement of Jesus Christ.” My dear hearers, I cannot
compliment you by imagining that all of you have been delivered from the
great delusion of trusting in yourselves. The godly, those who are
righteous through faith in Christ, still have to mourn that this infirmity
clings to them; while as to the unconverted themselves, their besetting sin
is to deny their guiltiness, to plead that they are as good as others, and to
indulge still the vain and foolish hope that they shall enter into heaven from
some doings, sufferings, or weepings of their own. I do not suppose there
are any who are self-righteous in as bold a sense as the poor countryman I
have heard of. His minister had tried to explain to him the way of salvation,
but either his head was very dull, or else his soul was very hostile to the
truth the minister would impart; for he so little understood what he had
heard, that when the question was put, “Now then, what is the way by
which you hope you can be saved before God?” the poor honest simpleton
said, “Do you not think sir, if I were to sleep one cold frosty night under a
hawthorn bush, that would go a great way towards it?”’ conceiving that his
suffering might, in some degree at least, assist him in getting into heaven.
You would not state your opinion in so bold a manner; you would refine
it, you would gild it, you would disguise it, but it would come to the same
thing after all; you would still believe that some sufferings, repentings, or
believings of your own might possibly merit salvation. The Romish Church
indeed, often tells this so very plainly, that we cannot think it less than
profanity. I have been informed that there is in one of the Romish chapels
in Cork, a monument bearing these words upon it, “I. H. S. Sacred to the
memory of the benevolent Edward Molloy; a friend of humanity, the father
of the poor, he employed the wealth of this world only to procure the
riches of the next, and leaving a balance of merit in the book of life, he
made heaven debtor to mercy. He died October 17th, 1818, aged 90.” I do
not suppose that any of you will have such an epitaph on your tombstones,
or ever dream of putting it as a matter of account with God, and striking a
balance with him your sins being on one side and your righteousness on
the other, and hoping that a balance might remain. And yet the very same
idea, only not so honestly expressed — a little more guarded, and a little
more refined — the same idea, only taught to speak after a gospel dialect
— is inherent in us all, and only divine grace can thoroughly cast it out of
us.

The sermon of this morning is intended to be another blow against our self-
righteousness. If it will not die, at least let us spare no arrows against it; let
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us draw the bow, and if the shaft cannot penetrate its heart, it may at least
stick in its flesh and help to worry it to its grave.

I. Endeavoring to keep close to my text, I shall start with this first point —
that THE PLEA OF SELF-RIGHTEOUSNESS CONTRADICTS ITSELF. “If I justify
myself, mine own mouth shall condemn me.”

Come, friend, thou who dost justify thyself by thine own works, let me

hear thee speak. “I say that I have no need of a salvation by the blood and
righteousness of another, for I believe that I have kept the commands of
God from my youth up, and I do not think that I am guilty in his sight, but 1
hope that I may be able in my own right to claim a seat in paradise.” Now,

sir, your plea and this declaration of yours is in itself a condemnation of
you, because upon its very surface it is apparent that you are committing
sin while you are pleading that you have no sin. For the very plea itself is

a piece of high and arrogant presumption. God hath said it, let Jew and
Gentile stop his mouth, and let all the world stand guilty before God. We

have it on inspired authority, that “there is none righteous, no, not one.”

“There is none good, save one, that is God.” We are told by the mouth of
a prophet sent from God, that “all we like wandering sheep have gone

astray; we have turned every one to his own way.” And thou, in saying

that thou art righteous, dost commit the sin of calling God a liar.

Thou hast dared to impugn his veracity, thou hast slandered his justice.

This boast of thine is in itself a sin, so great, so heinous, that if thou hadst

only that one sin to account for, it would be sufficient to sink thee to the

lowest hell. The boast, I say, is in itself a sin, the moment that a man saith,

“I have no sin,” he commits a sin in the saying of it, — the sin of

contradicting his Maker, and making God a false accuser of his creatures.

Besides, dost thou not see, thou vain and foolish creature, that thou hast
been guilty of pride in the very language thou hast used? Who but a proud
man would stand up and commend himself? Who, but one who was proud
as Lucifer, would in the face of God’s declaration declare himself to be
just and holy? Did the best of men ever speak thus? Did they not all of
them acknowledge that they were guilty? Did Job of whom God said that
he was a perfect and an upright man, claim perfection? Did he not say, “If
I justify myself, mine own mouth shall condemn me?” Oh! proud wretch,
how art thou puffed up! How hath Satan bewitched thee, how hath he
made thee lift up thine horn on high and speak with a stiff neck. Take heed
to thyself, for if thou hadst never been guilty before, this pride of thine
were quite
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sufficient to draw Jehovah’s thunderbolts out of the quiver, and make him
smite thee once for all to thine eternal destruction.

But further, the plea of self-righteousness is self-contradictory upon another
ground for all that a self-righteous man pleads for, is comparative
righteousness. “Why,” saith he, “l am no worse than my neighbors, in fact
a great deal better; I do not drink, or swear; I do not commit fornication or
adultery; I am no Sabbath breaker, I am no thief; the laws of my country do
not accuse, much less condemn me, I am better than the most of men, and
if I be not saved, God help those who are worse than I am; if I cannot enter
the kingdom of heaven, then who can? “Just so, but then all that you claim
is that you are righteous as compared with others. Do you not see that this
is a very vain and fatal plea, because you do in fact admit that you are not
perfectly righteous, — that there is some sin in you, only you claim there is
not so much in you as in another. You admit that you are diseased, but then
the plague-spot is not so apparent in you as in your fellow-man. You admit
that you have robbed God and have broken his laws, only you have not
done it with so desperate an intent, nor with so many aggravations as
others. Now this is virtually a plea of guilty, disguise it as you may. You
admit that you have been guilty, and against you the sentence comes forth
— "The soul that sinneth it shall die.” Take heed to thyself that thou find
no shelter in this refuge of lies, for it shall certainly fail thee when God
shall come to judge the world with righteousness and the people with
equity.

Suppose now for a moment that a command is issued to the beasts of the
forest that they should become sheep. It is quite in vain for the bear to
come forward and plead that he was not so venomous a creature as the
serpent, equally absurd would it be for the wolf to say that though stealthy
and cunning, and gaunt, and grim, yet he was not so great a grumbler nor
so ugly a creature as the bear, and the lion might plead that he had not the
craftiness of the fox. “It is true,” saith he, “I wet my tongue in blood, but
then I have some virtues which may commend me, and which, in fact, have
made me king of beasts.” What would this argument avail? The indictment
is that these animals are not sheep, their plea against the indictment is that
they are no less like sheep than other creatures, and that some of them
have more gentleness and more docility than others of their kind. The plea
would never stand. Or use another picture. If in the courts of justice, a
thief, when called up, should argue, “Well, I am not so great a thief as
some; there are to be found some living in Whitechapel or St. Giles’s who
have been thieves longer than I have, and if there be one conviction in the
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book against me, there are some that have a dozen convictions against
them.” No magistrate would acquit a man on such an excuse as that,
because it would be tantamount to his admission of a degree of guilt,
though he might try to excuse himself because he had not reached a higher
degree. It is so with you, sinner. You have sinned. Another man’s sins
cannot excuse you, you must stand upon your own feet. At the day of
judgment you must yourself make a personal appearance, and it will not be
what another man has done that will condemn, or acquit you, but your own
personal guilt. Take heed, then take heed, sinner, for it will not avail thee
that there are others blacker than thyself. If there be but a spot upon thee
thou art lost, if there be but one sin unwashed by Jesus’ blood, thy portion
must be with the tormentors. A holy God cannot look even upon the least
degree of iniquity.

But further, the plea of the self-conceited man is, that he has done his best,
and can claim a partial righteousness. It is true, if you touch him in a
tender place he acknowledges that his boyhood and his youth were stained
with sin. He tells you that in his early days he was a “fast lad,” that he did
many things which he is sorry for now. “But then,” says he, “these are only
like spots in the sun; these are only like a small headland of waste ground in
acres of fruitful soil; I am still good, I am still righteous, because my
virtues exceed my vices, and my good deeds quite cover up all the mistakes
that I have committed.” Well, sir, do you not see that the only
righteousness you claim is a partial righteousness? and in that very claim
you do in fact make an admission that you are not perfect; that you have
committed some sins. Now I am not responsible for what I am about to
state, nor am I to be blamed for harshness in it, because I state neither more
nor less than the very truth of God. It is of no saving avail to you that you
have not have committed ten thousand sins, for if you have committed
one you are a lost soul. The law is to be kept intact and entire, and the least
crack or flaw, or breakage, spoils it. The robe of righteousness in which
you must stand at last must be without spot or blemish, and if there be but
one microscopic stain upon it, which is supposing what is never true, yet,
even then the gates of heaven never can admit you. A perfect righteousness
you must have, or else you shall never be admitted to that wedding feast.
You may say, “I have kept such a commandment and have never broken
it,” but if you have broken another you are guilty of the whole, because the
whole law is like one rich and costly vase — it is one in design and
fashion. Though you break not the foot, and stain not the margin, yet if
there be any
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flaw or damage, the whole vessel is marred. And so if you have sinned in
any point, at any time, and in any degree, you have broken the whole law,
you stand guilty of it before God, nor can you be saved by the works of the
law, do what you may.

“It is a hard sentence,” says one, “and who can bear it!” Indeed, who can
bear it? Who can bear to stand at the foot of Sinai and hear its thunders
roar? “If so much as a beast touch the mountain it must be stoned or thrust
through with a dart.” Who can stand when the lightnings flash and God
descends upon Mount Paran and the hills melt like wax beneath his feet?
“By the deeds of the law there shall no flesh living be justified.” “Cursed is
every one that continueth not in all things that are written in the law to do
them.” Cursed is the man who sins but once, yea, hopelessly cursed so far
as the law is concerned. Oh! sinner, I cannot help turning aside from the
subject for a moment to remind you that there is a way of salvation, and a
way by which the law’s demands can be fully satisfied. Christ bore all the
punishment of all believers, so that they cannot be punished. Christ kept
the law of God for believers, and he is willing to cast about any and every
penitent sinner that perfect robe of righteousness which he himself has
wrought out. But you cannot keep the law, and if you bring up your self-
righteousness the law condemns both it and you; Out of your own mouth it
condemns you, inasmuch as you have not done all things and have not kept
all the law. A great rock lies in your path to heaven, a mountain
insurmountable; a gulf impassable; and by that road no man shall ever enter
into eternal life.

The plea of self-righteousness, then, is in itself self-contradicting, and has
only to be fairly stated to an honest man for him to see that it will not hold
water for a single moment. What need of labored argument to disprove a
self-evident lie? Why should we tarry longer? Who but a very fool would
maintain a notion which dies in its own face and witnesses against itself?

II. But now I pass to the second point, THE MAN WHO USES THIS
PLEA CONDEMNS THE PLEA HIMSELF.

Not only does the plea cut its own throat, but the man himself is aware
when he uses it that it is an evil, and false, and vain refuge. Now this is a
matter of conscience and therefore I must deal plainly with you, and if |
speak not what you have felt, then you can say Iam mistaken, but if I
speak what you must confess to be true, let it be as the very voice of God
to you. Men know that they are guilty. The conscience of the proudest
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man, when it is allowed to speak, tells him that he deserves the wrath of
God. He may brag in public, but the very loudness of his bragging proves
that he has an uneasy conscience, and therefore he makes a mighty din in
order to drown its voice. Whenever I hear an infidel saying hard things of
Christ, it reminds me of the men of Moloch, who beat the drums that they
might not hear the screams of their own children. These loud blasphemies,
these braggart boastings, are only a noisy way of drowning the shrieks of
conscience. Do not believe that these men are honest. I think all
controversy with them is time thrown away. I would never controvert with
a thief about the principles of honesty, or with a known adulterer
concerning the duty of chastity. Devils are not to be reasoned with, but to
be cast out. Parleying with hell serves no one’s turn except the devil’s. Did
Paul argue with Elymas? or Peter with Simon Magus? I would not cross
swords with a man who says there is no God, ke knows there is a God.
When a man laughs at Holy Scripture, you need not argue with him, he is
either a fool or a knave — perhaps both. However villainous he may be,
his conscience has some light; he knows that what he speaks is untrue. I
cannot believe that conscience is so dead in any man as to let him believe
that he is speaking the truth when he denies the Godhead; and much more I
am certain that conscience never did give assent to the utterance of the
braggart, who says he deserves eternal life, or has no sin of which to
repent, or which by repentance may be washed away without the blood of
Christ, he knows within himself that he speaks that which is false. When
Professor Webster was shut up in prison for murder, he complained to the
prison authorities that he had been insulted by his fellow-prisoners, for he
said that through the walls of the prison he could hear them always crying
out to him, “Thou bloody man! thou bloody man!” As it was not consistent
with law that one prisoner should insult another, the strictest enquiry was
made, and it was found that no prisoner had ever said such a word, or that
if he had said it, Webster could not have heard it. It was his own
conscience; it was not a word coming through the walls of the prison, but
an echo reverberating from the wall of his bad heart, as conscience shouted,
“Thou bloody man! thou bloody man!” There is in all your hearts
a witness who will not cease his testimony, it cries “Thou sinful man! thou
sinful man!” You have only to listen to it, and you will soon find that every
pretense of being saved by your good works must crumble to the ground.
Oh! hear it now, and listen to it for a moment. I am sure my conscience
says, “Thou sinful man! thou sinful man!” and I think yours must say the
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same, unless you are given up of God, and left to a seared conscience to
perish in your sins.

When men get alone, if in their loneliness the thought of death forces itself
upon them, they boast no more of goodness. It is not easy for a man to lie
on his bed seeing the naked face of death, not at a distance, but feeling that
his breath is breathing upon the skeleton, and that he must soon pass
through the iron gates of death — it is not easy for a man to plead his self-
righteousness then. The bony fingers thrust themselves like daggers into his
proud flesh. “Ah!” saith grim Death, in tones which cannot be heard by
mortal ear, but which are listened to by the mortal heart — “Where now
are all thy glories?” He looks upon the man, and the wreath of laurel that
was upon his brow fades and falls to the earth like blasted flowers. He
touches his breast, and the star of honor which he wore moulders and is
quenched into darkness. He looks at him yet again — that breast-plate of
self-righteousness which glittered upon him like golden mail, suddenly
dissolves into dust, like the apples of Sodom before the touch of the
gatherer, and the man finds himself to his own surprise naked, and poor,
and miserable, when most he needed to be rich, when most he required to
be happy and to be blessed. Ay, sinner, even while this sermon is being
uttered, you may seek to refute it to yourself, and say, “Well, I believe I am
as good as others and that this fuss about a new birth, imputed
righteousness, and being washed in blood, is all unnecessary,” but in the
loneliness of your silent chamber, especially when death shall be your dread
and grim companion, you shall not need me to state this, you shall see it
clearly enough yourselves, see it with eyes of horror; and feel it with a
heart of dismay, and despair, and perish because thou hast despised the
righteousness of Christ.

How abundantly true, however, will this be at the day of judgment. I think
I see that day of fire, that day of wrath. You are gathered as a great
multitude before the eternal throne. Those who are robed in Christ’s fine
linen, which is the righteousness of the saints, are caught up to the right
hand. And now the trumpet sounds, if there be any that have kept the law
of God, if there be faultless ones, if there be any that have never sinned,
let them stand forth and claim the promised reward, but, if not, let the pit
engulph the sinner, let the fiery thunder-bolt be launched upon the
impenitent offenders. Now, stand forth, sir and clear thyself! Come forth,
my friend, and claim the reward, because of the church you endowed, or
the row of almshouses that you erected. What! what! does your tongue lie
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dumb in your mouth? Come forward, come forward — you who said you
had been a good citizen, had fed the hungry, and clothed the naked —
come forward now, and claim the reward. What! what! is your face turned
to whiteness? Is there an ashy paleness on your cheek? Come forward, ye
multitudes of those who rejected Christ, and despised his blood. Come
now, and say, “All the commandments have I kept from my youth up.”
What! are you seized with horror? Has the better light of judgment driven
out the darkness of your self-righteousness? Oh! I see you, I see you, ye
are not boasting now; but you, the best of you, are crying, “Ye rocks, hide
me; ye mountains, open your stony bowels, and let me hide myself from the
face of him that sits upon the throne.” Why, why such a coward? Come,
face it out before your Maker. Come up, infidel, now, tell God there is no
God. Come, while hell is flaming in your nostrils; come, and say there is no
hell; or tell the Almighty that you never could bear to hear a hell-fire
sermon preached. Come now, and accuse the minister of cruelty, or say that
we love to talk on these terrible themes. Let me not mock you in your
misery; but let me picture to you how devils shall mock you. “Aha!” say
they “where is your courage now? Are your ribs of iron and your bones of
brass? Will you dare the Almighty now, and dash yourselves upon the
bosses of his buckler, or run upon his glittering spear?” See them, see them
as they sink! The gulf has swallowed them up; the earth has closed again,
and they are gone, a solemn silence falls upon the ear. But hark below, if
you could descend with them, you would hear their doleful groans, and
hollow moans, as they now feel that the God omnipotent was right and just,
and wise, and tender, when he bade them forsake their righteousness, and
flee to Christ, and lay hold on him that can save to the uttermost them that
come unto God by him.

I11. THE PLEA IS ITSELF EVIDENCE AGAINST THE PLEADER.

There is an unregenerated man here, who says, “Am I blind also?”’ I answer
in the words of Jesus, “But now ye say we see, therefore your sin
remaineth.” You have proved by your plea, in the first place, that you have
never been enlightened of the Holy Spirit, but that you remain in a state of
ignorance. A deaf man may declare that there is no such thing as music. A
man who has never seen the stars, is very likely to say that there are no
stars. But what does he prove? Does he prove that there are no stars? He
only proves his own folly and his own ignorance. That man who can say
half a word about his own righteousness has never been enlightened of God
the Holy Spirit; for one of the first signs of a renewed heart is, that it
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abhors itself in dust and ashes. If thou dost to-day feel thyself to be guilty,
and lost, and ruined, there is the richest hope for thee in the gospel but if
thou sayest, “I am good, 1 have merits,” the law condemns thee, and the
gospel cannot comfort thee, thou art in the gall of bitterness and in the
bonds of iniquity, and thou art ignorant that all the while thou art talking
thus, the wrath of God abideth on thee. A man may be a true Christian, and
may fall into sin, but a man cannot be a true Christian and boast in his self-
righteousness. A man may be saved, though infirmity may bespatter him
with much mire; but se cannot be saved who does not know that he has
been in the filth, and is not willing to confess that he is guilty before God.
There are, in one sense, no conditions of salvation on our part, for
whatever may be conditions God gives; but thus I know, there never was a
man yet who was in a state of grace who did not know himself, in himself,
to be in a state of ruin, a state of depravity and condemnation. If you do
not know this, then I say your plea of self-righteousness condemns you for
ignorance.

But then again, inasmuch as you say that you are not guilty, this proves
that you are impenitent. Now the impenitent can never come where God
is.  “If we confess our sins, he is faithful and just to forgive us our sins;”
“but if we say that we have no sins, we make God a liar, and the truth is
not in us.” God will pardon all men who confess their iniquity. If we weep
and lament, and take with us words, and say, “We have grievously sinned,
forgive us — we have greatly erred, have mercy upon us, through Jesus
Christ,” God will not refuse the cry; but if we, out of our impenitent and
hard hearts, put ourselves upon God’s justice, God will give us justice, but
not mercy, and that justice shall be the meting out to us of the full vials of
his indignation, and of his wrath for ever and ever. He that is self-righteous
is impenitent, and therefore he is not, and cannot be saved.

Further than this, the self-righteous man, the moment that he says he has
done anything which can recommend him to God, proves that he is not a
believer. Now, salvation is for believers, and for believers only “He that
believeth and is baptized shall be saved; he that believeth not shall be
damned.” Sir, you will be damned with all your self-righteousness, and
your self righteousness shall be like Dejanira’s tunic, which she gave to
Hercules, and which he put upon him, and, as the old fable hath it, it
became a robe of fire to him; he tried to drag it away, but he pulled away
pieces of his living, quivering flesh each moment, and perished miserably.
Such shall your self-righteousness be to you. It seems a pleasant draught,
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and intoxicates for the moment; it is deadly and damnable as the venom of
asps, and as the wine of Gomorrah. O soul! would that thou wouldst flee,
above all things, from self-righteousness; for a self-righteous man does not
and cannot trust Christ, and therefore he cannot see the face of God. None
but the naked man will ever go to Christ for clothing; none but the hungry
men will ever take Christ to be his food; none but thirsty souls will ever
come to this well of Bethlehem to drink. The thirsty are welcome; but
those who think they are good, are welcome neither to Sinai nor to
Calvary. They have no hope of heaven, no peace in this world, nor in that
which is to come.

Ah! soul, I know not who thou art; but if thou hast any righteousness of
thine own, thou art a graceless soul. If you have given all your goods to
feed the poor; if you have built many and many a sanctuary; if you have
gone about with self-denial among the houses of poverty to visit the sons
and daughters of affliction; if you have fasted thrice in the week; if your
prayers have been so long that your throat has become hoarse through
your crying; if your tears have been so many that your eyes have become
blinded through your weeping; if your readings of Scripture have been so
long that the midnight oil has been consumed in abundance; — if, I say,
your heart has been so tender towards the poor and the sick and the needy
that you would have been willing to suffer with them, to bear all their
loathsome diseases, nay, if adding all this you could give your body to be
burned, yet if you trusted in any one of these things your damnation would
be as sure as though you were thief or drunkard. Understand me, I mean
what I say. [ want you not to think I speak unguardedly now. Christ said of
the Pharisees of old the very thing that I have said of you. They were good
and excellent in their way; but, said he, the publicans and harlots enter the
kingdom of God before you, because they would go the wrong way, while
the poor publicans and harlots were led to go the right way. The Pharisee
who went about to make a righteousness of his own, did not submit to the
righteousness of Christ; the publican and the harlot, knowing that they had
nothing whereof to glory, came to Christ and took him as he was, and gave
their souls up to be saved by his grace. Oh! that we may do the same; for
until we get rid of self-righteousness we are in a state of condemnation, and
dying, the sentence must be executed upon us for ever and ever.

I'V. I close now upon the last point, namely, that this plea, if we retain it,
not only accuses the pleader now, but IT WILL RUIN THE PLEADER
FOREVER.
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Let me show you two suicides. There is a man who has sharpened a
dagger and seeking out his opportunity he stabs himself to the heart. There
he falls. Who shall blame any man for his death? He slew himself; his
blood be on his own head.

Here is another: he is very sick and ill; he can scarcely crawl about the

streets. A physician waits upon him; he tells him, “Sir, your disease is

deadly; you must die; but I know a remedy which will certainly heal you.

There it is; I freely give it to you. All I ask of you is, that you will freely

take it.” “Sir,” says the man, “you insult me; I am as well as ever I was in

my life; I am not sick” “But,” says the other, “there are certain signs which I
mark in your countenance which prove to me that you will have a deadly

disease about you, and I warn you.” The man thinks a moment; remembers

that there have been certain signs in him of this very sickness; a monitor
within tells him that it is so. He obstinately replies to the physician a second

time — ’Sir, if I want your physic I will send for it, and if I need it I will

pay for it.” He knows all the while there is not a farthing in his pocket, and
that he cannot get credit anywhere; and there stands the life-giving cup
before him which the physician at great expense has obtained, but which he
freely gives to him and bids him freely take. “No,” says the man, ‘I will not

take it; I maybe somewhat sick, but I am not worse than my neighbors; I
am not more ill than other people, and I shall not take it.” One day you go

to his bed and you find he has slept his last sleep, and there he lies stone

dead. Who slew this man? Who killed him? His blood be on his own head;

he is as base a suicide as the other.

Now I will show you two more suicides. There is a man here who says —
”Well let what will happen in the next world, I will have my fill in this. Tell
me where there are pleasures to be had and I will have them. Leave the
things of God to old fools, and such like; I shall have the things of the
present, and the joys and delights of time.” He drains the cup of
drunkenness, frequents the haunt of folly, and if he knows where there is
any vice pursued he rushes after it. Like Byron; he is a very thunderbolt,
launched from the hand of an arch-fiend; he flashes through the whole
firmament of sin, and blazes himself out, until decayed in body and soul, he
dies. He is a suicide. He defied God, he went against the laws of nature and
of grace, despised warnings, declared he would be damned, and he has got
what he richly deserved.
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Here is another. He says, “I despise these vices; I am the most upright,

honest, and commendable of men. I feel that I do not need salvation, and if I
did need it I could get it myself. I can do anything you tell me to do, I feel

I have mental force and manly dignity enough remaining in me to

accomplish it. Ttell you, sir, you insult me when you bid me trust in

Christ.” “Well,” he says, “I consider there is such dignity in manhood, and

so much virtue in me, that I need not a new heart nor will I succumb and

bend my spirit to the gospel of Christ on free-grace terms.” Very well sir,

when in hell you lift up your eyes, and you will do so as surely as the most

profligate and profane, your blood will be upon your own head; and you

will be as truly a suicide as he who wantonly and wickedly dashed himself
against the laws of God and man, and brought himself to a sudden and

hasty end by his iniquity and crimes.

“Well,” says one, “this is a sermon well adapted to self-righteous persons,
but I am not one.” Then what are you, sir? Are you a believer in Christ? “I
cannot say I am, sir.” Why are you not, then? “Well, I would be, but I am
afraid Imay not believe in Christ.” You are self-righteous, sir. God
commands you to believe in Christ, and you say you are not fit. Now what
does this mean but that you are waiting to make yourself fit, and this after
all is the spirit of self-righteousness; you are so proud that you will not take
Christ unless you think you can bring something to him — that is it “Ah!
no,” says one poor broken-hearted soul, “I do not think that is fair with
me, for I do feel as if I would give anything, if I might hope to be saved;
but oh, I am such a wretch! I am such a wretch! I cannot believe.” Now,
that after all is self-righteousness. Christ bids you trust him. You say, “No,
I will not trust thee, Christ, because I am such-an-one and such-an-one.”
So, then, you are wanting to make yourself somebody, and then Jesus
Christ is to do the rest. It is the same spirit of self-righteousness only in
another garb. “Ah!” saith one, “but if I did but feel my need enough, as you
just now said, sir, then I think I would trust Christ.” Self-righteousness
again, you want your sense of need to save you. “Oh! but, sir, I cannot
believe in Christ as I would.” Self-righteousness again. Let me just utter a
solemn sentence which you may masticate at your leisure. If you trust to
your faith and to your repentance, you will be as much lost as if you

trusted to your good works or trusted to your sins. The ground of your
salvation is not faith, but Christ; it is not repentance, but Christ. If I trust
my trust of Christ, I am lost. My business is to trust Christ; to rest on him,;
to depend, not on what the Spirit has done in me, but what Christ did for
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me, when he did hang upon the tree. Now be it known unto you, that when
Christ died, he took the sins of all his people upon his head, and there and
then they all ceased to be. At the moment when Christ died, the sins of all
his redeemed were blotted out. He did then suffer all they ought to have
suffered; he paid all their debts; and their sins were actually and positively
lifted that day from their shoulders to Ais shoulders, for “the Lord hath laid
on him the iniquity of us all.” And now, if you believe in Jesus, there is not
a sin remaining upon you, for your sin was laid on Christ; Christ was
punished for your sins before they were committed, and as Kent says:

“Here’s pardon for transgressions past,
It matters not how black their caste;
And oh! my soul with wonder view, For
sins to come here’s pardon too.”

Blessed privilege of the believer! But if you live and die unbelievers, know
this, that all your sins lie on your own shoulders. Christ did never make
any atonement for you; you were never bought with blood; you never had
an interest in his sacrifice. You live and die in yourselves, lost; in
yourselves, ruined; in yourselves utterly destroyed. But believing — the
moment you believe, you may know that you were chosen of God from
before the foundation of the world. Believing, you may know that the
righteousness of Christ is all yours; that all he did, he did for you; that all
he suffered, he suffered for you. You do in fact, in the moment you
believe, stand where Christ stood as God’s accepted Son; and Christ
stands where you stood as the sinner, and suffers as if he had been the
sinner, and dies as if he had been guilty — dies in your room, place, and
stead.

Oh! Spirit of God, give faith this morning. Win us all from self; knit us all
to Christ; may we be saved now by his free grace, and be saved in eternity.
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PLENTEOUS REDEMPTION.
NO. 351

A SERMON DELIVERED AT EXETER HALL, STRAND,
BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON.
“With him is plenteous redemption.” — Psalm 130:7.

REDEMPTION is a word which has gladdened many ears, when there was no
heavenly sound in its blessed chime. Apart from any theological use of it,
the word is a very sweet one, and has been melodious to many hearts. In
those days when piracy was carried on continually along the coast of
Africa, when our fellow Christian subjects were caught by corsairs, and
carried away captive, you can well understand how the burdened soul of
the manacled slave, chained to the oar of his galley, was gladdened by the
hope that possibly there would be redemption His cruel master, who had
forced him into his possession, would not willingly emancipate him; but a
rumor came, that in some distant nation they had raised a sum of money to
purchase the freedom of slaves — that some wealthy merchant had
dedicated of his substance to buy back his fellow-countrymen; that the king
himself upon his throne had promised to give a liberal redemption that the
captives among the Moors might return to their homes. Truly I can suppose
the hours would run happily along, and the dreariness of their toil
would be assuaged, when once that word “redemption had sounded in
their ears. So with our fellow-subjects and our fellow-men, who once were
slaves in our West India settlements. We can well conceive that to their lips
the word redemption must have been a very pleasing song. It must have
been well nigh as sweet to them as the marriage peals to a youthful
bridegroom, when they knew that the noble British nation would count
down the twenty millions of their redemption money; that on a certain
morning their fetters should be snapped asunder, so that they should no
more go out to the plantations to sweat in the sun, driven by the whip but
they should call themselves their own, and none should be their masters to
possess their flesh, and have property in their souls. You can conceive
when the sun of that happy morn arose, when emancipation was
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proclaimed from sea to sea, and the whole land was at liberty, how joyful
must their new-found freedom have appeared. O there are many sonnets in
that one word “redemption.”

Now, ye who have sold for nought your glorious heritage; ye who have
been carried bondslaves into Satan’s dominion; ye who have worn the
fetters of guilt and groaned under them; ye who have smarted beneath the
lash of the law; what the news of redemption has been to slaves and
captives, that will it be to you to-night. It will cheer your souls and gladden
your spirits, and more especially so when that rich adjective is coupled with
it — ”plenteous redemption”

This evening I shall consider the subject of redemption, and then notice the
adjective appended to the word.: “plenteous redemption.”

I. First, then, we shall consider the subject of REDEMPTION.

I shall commence in this way, by asking, What has Christ redeemed? And
in order to let you know what my views are upon this subject, I would
announce at once what I conceive to be an authoritative doctrine,
consistent with common sense, and declared to us by Scripture, namely,
that whatever Christ has redeemed, Christ will most assuredly have. I start
with that as an axiom, that whatever Christ has redeemed, Christ must
have. I hold it to be repugnant to reason, and much more to revelation, that
Christ should die to purchase what he never shall obtain; and I hold it to be
little less than blasphemy to assert that the intention of our Savior’s death
can ever be frustrated. Whatever was Christ’s intention when he died —
we lay it down as a very groundwork truth, which ought to be granted to
us by every reasonable man — that Christ will most certainly gain. I cannot
see how it can be that the intention of God in anything can be frustrated.

We have always thought God to be so superior to creatures, that when he
has once intended a thing, it must most assuredly be accomplished; and if I
have that granted to me, I cannot for a moment allow you to imagine that
Christ should shed his blood in vain; that he should die with an intention of
doing something, and yet should not perform it; that he should die with a
full intention in his heart, and with a promise on the part of God, that a
certain thing should be given to him as a reward of his sufferings, and yet
should fail to obtain it. I start with that; and I think that everyone who will
weigh the matter, and truly consider it, must see it to be so, that Christ’s
intention in his death must be fulfilled, and that the design of God,
whatever that may be, must certainly be carried out. Well then, I believe
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that the efficacy of Christ’s blood knows no other limit than the purpose of
God. Ibelieve that the efficacy of Christ’s atonement is just as great as
God meant it should be, and that what Christ redeemed is precisely what
he meant to redeem, and exactly what the Father had decreed he should
redeem. Therefore I cannot for one moment give any credence whatever to
that doctrine which tells us that all men are redeemed. Some may hold it, as
I know they do, and hold it very strongly, and even urge it as being a
fundamental part of the doctrine of revelation. They are welcome to it; this
is a land of liberty. Let them hold their views, but I must tell them solemnly
my persuasion, that they cannot hold such doctrine if they do but well
consider the matter; for if they once believe in universal redemption, they
are driven to the blasphemous inference that God’s intention is frustrated,
and that Christ has not received what he died to procure. If, therefore, they
can believe that, I will give them credit for being able to believe anything;
and I shall not despair of seeing them landed at the Salt Lake, or in any
other region where enthusiasm and credulity can flourish without the
checks of ridicule or reason.

Starting, then, with this assumption, I beg now to tell you what I believe,
according to sound doctrine and Scripture, Christ has really redeemed. His
redemption is a very compendious redemption. He has redeemed many
things; he has redeemed the souls of his people; he has redeemed the
bodies of his people; he has redeemed the original inheritance which man
lost in Adam; he has redeemed, in the last place, the world, considered in a
certain sense — in the sense in which he will have the world at last.

Christ has redeemed the souls of all his people who shall ultimately be
saved. To state it after the Calvinistic form, Christ has redeemed his elect;
but since you do not know his elect until they are revealed, we will alter
that, and say, Christ has redeemed all penitent souls; Christ has redeemed
all believing souls; and Christ has redeemed the souls of all those who die
in infancy, seeing it is to be received, that all those who die in infancy are
written in the Lamb’s book of life, and are graciously privileged by God to
go at once to heaven, instead of toiling through this weary world. The
souls of all those who were written before all worlds in the Lamb’s book of
life, who in process of time are humbled before God, who in due course are
led to lay hold of Christ Jesus as the only refuge of their souls, who hold on
their way, and ultimately attain to heaven; these, I believe, were
redeemed, and I most firmly and solemnly believe the souls of none other
men were in that sense subjects of redemption. I do not hold the doctrine
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that Judas was redeemed; I could not conceive my Savior bearing the

punishment for Judas, or if so how could Judas be punished again. I could
not conceive it possible that God should exact first at Christ’s hands the

penalty of his sin, and then at the sinner’s hands again. I cannot conceive

for a moment that Christ should have shed his blood in vain; and though I

have read in the books of certain divines, that Christ’s blood is fuel for the

flames of hell, I have shuddered at the thought, and have cast it from me

as being a dreadful assertion, perhaps worthy of those who made it, but

utterly unsupported by the Word of God. The souls of God’s people,

whoever they may be, and they are a multitude that no man can member

— and I could fondly hope they are all of you — are redeemed effectually.

Briefly, they are redeemed in three ways. They are redeemed from the guilt
of sin, from the punishment of sin, and from the power of sin. The souls of
Christ’s people have guilt on account of sin, until they are redeemed; but
when once redemption is applied to my soul, my sins are every one of them
from that moment for ever blotted out.

“The moment a sinner believes,
And trusts in his crucified
Lord, His pardon at once he
receives,

Salvation in full through his blood.”

The guilt of our sin is taken away by the redemption of Christ. Whatever
sin you may have committed, the moment you believe in Christ, not only
will you never be punished for that sin, but the very guilt of that sin is
taken from you. You cease to be in God’s sight any longer a guilty
person; you are reckoned by God as a justified believer to have the
righteousness of Christ about you; and therefore, you can say — to
recal<~?~> a verse which we often repeat —

“Now freed from sin I walk at large
My Savior’s blood’s my full discharge;
At his dear feet my soul I lay,

A sinner saved, and homage pay.”

Every sin, every particle of guilt, every atom of transgression, is by the
redemption of Christ, effectually taken away from all the Lord’s believing
family.

And mark, next: not only the guilt, but the punishment of sin is taken away.
In fact, when we cease to be guilty, we cease to be the objects of
punishment altogether. Take away the guilt; the punishment is gone; but to
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make it more effectual, it is as it were written over again, that
condemnation is taken away, as well as the sin for which we might be
condemned. “There is, therefore, now, no condemnation to them that are in
Christ Jesus.” None of those who were redeemed by Christ can ever be
damned; they can never be punished on account of sin, for Christ has
suffered their punishment in their stead, and therefore, they cannot, unless
God be unjust, be sued a second time for debts already paid, If Christ their
ransom died, they cannot die; if he, their surety, paid their debt, then unto
God’s justice they owe no longer anything, for Christ hath paid it all. If he
hath shed his blood, if he hath yielded up the ghost, if he hath “died, the
just for the unjust, to bring us to God,” how, then, would God be just and
yet the punisher of those whom he has already punished once in the person
of Jesus Christ their Savior? No beloved, through the plenteous redemption
of Christ we are delivered from all punishment on account of sin, and from
all guilt which we had incurred thereby.

Moreover the believing family of Christ — or rather, all for whom he died-
are most effectually delivered from the poor of sin. Oh! there are some who
suck in the two truths I have been mentioning, as if they were honey; but
they cannot endure this other point — Christ delivers us from the power
of sin. Mark you this, then — we affirm it very strongly — no man
can ever be redeemed from the guilt of sin, or from the punishment of sin,
unless he be at the same time delivered from the power of sin. Unless he is
made by God to hate his own sin, unless he is enabled to cast it to the
ground, unless he is made to abhor every evil way, and to cleave unto God
with full purpose of heart, walking before him in the land of the living, in
the strength of the Holy Spirit, such a man has no right to believe himself
redeemed. If thou art still under the dominion of thy lusts, O wicked sinner,
thou hast no right to think thyself a purchased heir of heaven. If thou canst
be drunk, if thou canst swear, if thou canst curse God, if thou canst lie, if
thou canst profane the Sabbath, if thou canst hate his people, if thou canst
despise his Word, then thou hast no right whatever, any more than Satan in
hell, to boast that thou art redeemed; for all the Lord’s redeemed are in due
time brought out of the house of bondage, out of the land of Egypt, and
they are taught the evil of sin, the horrible penalty of it and the desperate
character of it in the sight of God. Art thou delivered from the power of
sin, my hearer? Hast thou mortified it? Art thou dead unto it? Is it dead
unto thee? Is it crucified unto thee, and thou unto it? Dost thou hate it as
thou wouldst a viper? Dost thou tread on it as thou wouldst tread upon a
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serpent? If thou dost, albeit there be sins of frailty and infirmity, yet if thou
hatest the sin of thy heart, if thou hast an unutterable enmity to it, take
courage and comfort. The Lord hath redeemed thee from the guilt and
penalty, and also from the power of sin. That is the first point of
redemption. And hear me distinctly again, lest any should mistake me. I
always like to preach so that there can be no mistake about it. I do not
want so to preach that you will say in the judgment of charity, he could not
have meant what he said. Now, I mean solemnly again to say what I have
said — that I do believe that none others were redeemed than those who
are or shall be redeemed from the guilt, the punishment, and the power of
sin, because I say again, it is abhorrent to my reason, much less to my
views of Scripture, to conceive that the damned ever were redeemed, and
that the lost in perdition were ever washed in the Savior’s blood, or that
his blood was ever shed with an intention of saving them.

2. Now let us think of the second thing Christ has redeemed. Christ has
redeemed the bodies of all his children. In that day when Christ redeemed
our souls, he redeemed the tabernacles in which our souls dwell. At the
same moment when the spirit was redeemed by blood, Christ who gave his
human soul and his human body to death, purchased the body as well as
the soul of every believer. You ask, then, in what way redemption operates
upon the body of the believer. I answer, first, it ensures it a resurrection.
Those for whom Christ died, are ensured by his death a glorious
resurrection. “As in Adam all die, even so in Christ, shall all be made
alive.” All men are by virtue of the death of Christ quickened to a
resurrection, but even here there is a special property of the elect, seeing
that they are quickened to a blessed resurrection, whilst others are
quickened only to a cursed resurrection; a resurrection of woe, a
resurrection of unutterable anguish. O Christian, thy body is redeemed.

“What though thine inbred sins require
Thy flesh to see the dust,
Yet, as the Lord thy Savior rose,
So all his followers must.”

What! though in a little time I shall slumber in the tomb, though worms
devour this body, I know that my Redeemer liveth, and because he lives I
know that in my flesh I shall see God. These eyes which soon shall be
glazed in death, shall not be always closed in darkness; death shall be made
to give back his prey; he shall restore all that he has taken. Lo, I see him
there! He hath the bodies of the just locked up in his dungeons; they are
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wrapped up in their cerements, and he thinks they are secure: he has sealed
their tombs and marked them for his own. O death! foolish death! thy
caskets shall be rifled; thy storehouses shall be broken open. Lo, the
morning is come! Christ hath descended from on high. I hear the trump,
“Awake! Awake!” and lo! from their tombs, the righteous start; while
death sits in confusion howling in vain, to find his empire all bereft of its
subjects, to find all his dungeons rifled of their prey. “Precious shall their
blood be in his sight;” precious shall be their bones! their very dust is
blessed, and Christ shall raise them with himself. Think of that, ye that have
lost friends — ye weeping children of sorrow! your redeemed friends shall
live again. The very hands that grasped yours with a death clutch, shall
grasp them in paradise; those very eyes that wept themselves away in tears,
shall, with eye-strings that never shall be broken, wake up in the noon-day
of felicity. That very frame which thou didst sorrowfully convey, with
dread attire of funeral, to bury in its tomb — yes, that selfsame body, made
like the image of Jesus Christ, spiritualized and changed, but nevertheless
the selfsame body, shall rise again; and thou, if thou art redeemed, shalt see
it, for Christ has purchased it, and Christ shall not die in vain. Death will
not have one bone of the righteous — nay, not a particle of their dust —
nay, not a hair of their heads. It shall all come back. Christ has purchased
all our body, and the whole body shall be completed, and united for ever in
heaven with the glorified soul. The bodies of the righteous are redeemed,
and redeemed for eternal happiness.

3. In the next place, all the possessions of the righteous which were lost in
Adam are redeemed. Adam! where art thou? I have a controversy with
thee, man, for I have lost much by thee. Come thou hither. Adam! thou
seest what thou art now, tell me what thou once wast; then I shall know
what I have lost by thee, and then I shall be able to thank my Master that
all thou didst lose he has freely bought back to all believers. What didst
thou lose? “Alas!” cries Adam,” I had a crown once; [ was king of all the
world; the beasts crouched at my feet and did me reverence; God made me,
that I might have supreme command over the cattle upon the hills, and over
all fowls of the air; but I lost my crown. I had a mitre once,” said Adam,
“for Iwas apriest to God, and ofttimes in the morning did I climb
the hills, and sing sweet orisons of praise to him that made me. My censer
of praise hath often smoked with incense, and my voice has been sweet
with praise,
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‘These are thy glorious works, parent of good,
Almighty, thine this universal frame,
Thus wondrous fair; thyself how wondrous then;’

Oft have I bidden misty exhalations, sun, and moon, and stars, sing to his
praise; daily have I bidden the herds upon the hills low out his glories, and
the lions roar his honors, nightly have I told the stars to shine it out, and
the little flowers to blossom it forth: but ah! I lost my mitre, and I, who
was once a priest to God, ceased any longer to be his holy servant.” Ah!
Adam, thou hast lost me much; but yonder I see my Savior; he takes his
crown off his head, that he may put a crown on my head; and he puts a
mitre on his head, to be a priest, that he may put a mitre on my head too,
and on the head of all his people; for, as we have just been singing,

“Thou hast redeemed our souls with blood,
Hast set the prisoners free;
Hast made us kings and priests to God,
And we shall reign with thee.”

Just what Adam lost: the kingship and the priesthood of Christ, is won for
all his believing people. And what else didst thou lose, Adam? “Why, I lost
paradise.” Hush, man! say nothing upon that; for Christ hath bought me a
paradise worth ten thousand such Edens as thine. So we can well forgive
thee that. And what else didst thou lose? “Why, I lost the image of my
Maker.” Ah! hush, Adam! In Jesus Christ we have something more than
that; for we have the perfect righteousness of Jesus Christ, and sure that is
even better than the image of the Maker, for it is the very dress and robe
that the Maker wore. So, Adam, all that thou hast lost I have again. Christ
has redeemed all that we sold for nought. I who have sold for nought a
heritage divine, shall have it back unbought, — the gift of love, says Christ,
e’en mine. Oh! hear it, then! The trump of Jubilee is blown; Christ hath
redeemed the lost possessions of his people.

4. And now I come to the last thing that Christ has redeemed, though not
the last point of the discourse. Christ has redeemed this world. “Well,
now,” says one, “that is strange, sir; you are going to contradict yourself
flatly.” Stop a moment. Understand what [ mean by the world, if you
please. We do not mean every man, in it; we never pretended such a
thing. But I will tell you how Christ has redeemed the world. When Adam
fell God cursed the world with barrenness. “Thorns also and briars shall it
bring forth unto thee, and in the sweat of thy brow shalt thou eat bread.”
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God cursed the earth. When Christ came into the world they twisted a
crown made of the cursed thorn, and they put that on his head, and made
him king of the curse; and in that day he purchased the redemption of the
world from its curse; and it is my very belief, and I think it is warranted by
Scripture, that when Christ shall come a second time, this world will
become everywhere as fertile as the garden of Paradise used to be. I
believe that Sahara, the literal desert, shall one day blossom like Sharon,
and rejoice like the garden of the Lord. I do not conceive that this poor
world is to be a forlorn planetary wanderer for ever; I believe that she is
yet to be clothed with verdure, such as she once wore. We have evidences
in the beds of coal underneath the earth, that this world was once much
more fertile than it is now. Gigantic trees once spread their mighty arms,
and I had almost said one arm of a tree in that day would have builded
half a forest for us now. Then mighty creatures, far different from ours,
stalked through the earth; and I believe firmly that a luxuriant vegetation,
such as this world once knew shall be restored to us, and that we shall see
again a garden such as we have not known. No more cursed with blight
and mildew, with no more blast and withering, we shall see a land like
heaven itself —

“Where everlasting spring abides,
And never withering flowers.”

When Christ cometh he shall do even this.

In the day of the fall, too, it is currently believed that animals for the first
time received their ferocious temperament, and began to fall on each other;
of this we are not sure; but if I read Scripture rightly, I find that the lion
shall lie down with the kid, and that the leopard shall eat straw like the ox,
and that the weaned child shall put his hand on the cockatrice den. I do
believe that in millennial years that are coming, and coming soon, there
shall be known no more devouring lions, no blood-thirsty tigers, no
creatures that shall devour their kind. God shall restore to us again, and
even to the beasts of the field, the blessing which Adam lost.

And, my friends, there is a worse curse than that which has fallen on this
world. It is the curse of ignorance and sin: that, too, is to be removed.
Seest thou yonder planet? It is whirling along through space — bright,
bright and glorious. Hearest thou the morning stars sing together, because
this new sister theirs is made? That is the earth; she is bright now. Stay!
Didst remark that shadow sweep across her? What caused it? The planet is
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dimned, and on her trace there lies a sorrowful shadow. I am speaking, of
course, metaphorically. See there the planet; she glides along in ten-fold
night; scarce doth a speck of light irradiate her. Mark again, the day is not
come, when that planet shall renew her glory, but it is hastening amain. As
the serpent slips its slough, and leaves it behind it in the valley, so yon
planet hath slipped its clouds, and shone forth bright as it was before. Do
you ask who hath done it? Who hath cleared away the mist? Who hath
taken away the darkness? Who hath removed the clouds? “I have done it,”
says Christ, the sun of righteousness; “I have scattered darkness, and made
that world bright again.” Lo, I see a new heaven and a new earth, wherein
dwelleth righteousness. To explain myself, lest Ishould be mistaken, I
mean this. This world is now covered with sin, ignorance, mistake,
idolatry, and crime; the day is coming when the last drop of blood shall be
drunk by the sword; it shall be no more intoxicated with blood; God shall
make wars to cease unto the ends of the earth. The day is coming — oh
that it were now! — when the feet of Christ shall tread this earth. Then
down shall go idols from their thrones; down superstitions from their
pinnacles; then slavery shall cease; then crime shall end; then peace shall
spread its halcyon wings over all the world; and then shall you know that
Christ hath died for the world, and that Christ hath won it. “The whole
creation,” said Paul, “groaneth and travaileth in pain together until now;”
waiting for what? “waiting for the redemption;” and by the redemption, I
understand what I have just explained to you, that this world shall be
washed of all her sin; her curse shall be removed, her stains taken away and
this world shall be as fair as when God first struck her from his mind; as
when, like a glowing spark, smitten from the anvil by the eternal hammer
she first flashed in her orbit. This Christ has redeemed; this, Christ shall,
and most assuredly must have.

II. And, now, a word or two concerning the last thought — “PLENTEOUS
REDEMPTION.”

It is plenteous enough, if you consider what I have already told you Christ
has bought. Sure I should have made it no more plenteous, if I had lied
against my conscience, and told you that he had bought every man; for of
what avail is it that I am bought with blood, if I am lost? Of what use is it
to me that Christ has died for me, if I yet sink in the flames of hell? How
will that glorify Christ, that he hath redeemed me, and yet failed in his
intentions? Surely it is more to his honor to believe, that according to his
immutable, sovereign, and all-wise will, he laid the foundation as wide as
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he intended the structure to be, and then made it just according to his will.
Nevertheless, it is “plenteous redemption.” Very briefly, lend me your ears
just a moment.

It is “plenteous,” when we consider the millions that have been redeemed.
Think if ye can, how great that host who have already washed their robes
and made them white in the blood of the Lamb; “and then think how many
now with weary feet are plodding their way to paradise, all of them
redeemed. They all shall sit down at the marriage supper of the lamb. Is it
not “plenteous redemption,” when you reflect that it is a “multitude that no
man can number” that will be gathered in? Let us close that by saying,
“And why not you? “If so many are redeemed, why should not you be?
Why should you not seek for mercy on the strength of that, knowing that
all who seek will most assuredly receive, for they would not have sought
unless it had been prepared for them?

It is “plenteous,” again, if are consider the sins of all who are redeemed.
However great the sins of any redeemed soul, this redemption is enough to
cover it all to wash it all away —

“What though your numerous sins exceed
The stars that spread the skies,
And aiming at th’ eternal throne,
Like pointed mountains rise;”

Yet this plenteous redemption can take all your sins away. They are no
greater than Christ foresaw, and vowed to remove. Therefore, I beseech
you, fly to Jesus, believing that however great your guilt, his atonement is
great enough for all who come to him, and therefore you may safely come.

Remember, again, that this “plenteous redemption” is plenteous, because it
is enough for all the distresses of all the saints. Your wants are almost
infinite; but this atonement is quite so. Your troubles are almost
unutterable; but this atonement is quite unutterable. Your needs you can
scarce tell; but this redemption I know you cannot tell. Believe, then, that it
is “plenteous redemption.” O believing sinner, what a sweet comfort it is
for you, that there is “plenteous redemption,” and that you have a lot in it.
You will most certainly be brought safely home, by Jesu’s grace. Are you
seeking Christ? Or rather, do you know yourselves to be sinners? If you do,
I have authority from God to say to every one who will confess his
sins, that Christ has redeemed him. “This is a faithful saying, and worthy of
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all acceptation, that Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners, of
whom I am chief.” Are you a sinner? I do not mean a sham sinner; there
are lots of them about, but I have no gospel to preach to them just now. I
do not mean one of those hypocritical sinners, who cry, “Yes, Iam a
sinner,” — who are sinners out of compliment, and do not mean it, I will
preach another thing to you: I will preach against your self-righteousness
another day; but I shall not preach anything to you just now about Christ,
for he “came not to call the righteous, but sinners to repentance.” But are
you a sinner, in the bona fide sense of the word? Do you know yourself to
be a lost, ruined, undone sinner? Then in God’s name I urge you to believe
this — that Christ has died to save you; for as sure as ever he has revealed
to you your guilt by the Holy Ghost, he will not leave you till he has
revealed to you your pardon by his only Son. If you know your lost estate,
you shall soon know your glorious estate. Believe in Jesus now; then thou
art saved, and thou mayest go away happy, — blest beyond what kings
could dream. Believe that since thou art a sinner, Christ hath redeemed
thee — that just because thou knowest thyself to be undone, guilty, lost
and ruined, thou hast this night a right, a privilege, and a title, to bathe in
the fountain filled with blood, “shed for many for the remission of sins.”
Believe that, and then thou shalt know the meaning of this text —
“Therefore, being justified by faith, we have peace with God, through Jesus
Christ our Lord, by whom also we have received the atonement.” God
dismiss you with a blessing, for Jesus’ sake!
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A MERRY CHRISTMAS.
NO. 352

A SERMON DELIVERED ON SABBATH MORNING, DECEMBER
23RD, 1860,

BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,

AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.

“And his sons went and feasted in their houses, every one his day;
and sent and called for their three sisters to eat and to drink with
them. And it was so, when the days of their feasting were gone
about, that Job sent and sanctified them, and rose up early in the
morning and offered burnt offerings according to the number of
them all: for Job said, It may be that my sons have sinned, and
cursed God in their hearts. Thus did Job continually.” — Job 1:4, 5.

JOB was an exceedingly happy man before his great trial. He was as much
blessed in the fruit of his body as in his basket and in his store. Our text
gives us a very pleasing picture of Job’s family. He was a happy man to
have had so many children all comfortably settled in life; for you will
perceive that they all had houses; they had left his roof; they had all
established themselves, and had so prospered in the world that there was
not one of them who had not enough of the world’s goods to entertain all
the rest. So that it seemed as if Job’s prosperity in his business had
attended his children in the different places where they had settled To add
to his comfort, they were an undivided family: not like Abraham’s
household, where there was an Ishmael who mocked Isaac; nor like Isaac’s
household, where there was an Esau, and a Jacob who sought to supplant
him; nor like Jacob’s household, where there was a Joseph, and all the rest
of his brethren were envious and jealous of him; nor like David’s
household, where there was perpetual strife and bickering between the one
and the other. Job’s descendants were a large tribe; but they were all united
and knit together in bonds of perfect happiness; and moreover they seem to
have had a great desire to preserve their unity as a family. Perhaps Job and
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his family were the only ones who feared God in the neighborhood; they
wished therefore to keep themselves together as a little flock of sheep in
the midst of wolves, as a cluster of stars in the midst of the thick darkness;
and what a brilliant constellation they were, all of them shining forth and
proclaiming the truth of God! Isay it was their desire not only to enjoy
pleasantness and peace, but to maintain it; for I think that these annual
meetings at the different houses were intended to knit them together, so
that if any little strife had arisen, as soon as they met at the next brothers
house all might be settled, and the whole host might go on again shoulder
to shoulder, and foot to foot, as one phalanx of soldiers for God. I think
Job must have been a right happy man. I do not know that he always went
to their feasts; perhaps the soberness of age might have a little disqualified
him for joining in their youthful enjoyments, but I am sure he commended
their feasting; I[am quite certain he did not condemn it. If he had
condemned it he would never have offered sacrifice to God, lest they
should have sinned, but he would have told them at once it was a sinful
thing, and that he could give no countenance to it. I think I see the happy
group, so happy and holy that surely if David had been there, he would
have said. “Behold how good and pleasant a thing it is for brethren to dwell
together in unity.” But Job was a godly man, and so godly, that unlike
Eli, he brought up his household in the fear of God, and was not
only quick to observe any known sin, but was exceedingly jealous over his
children, lest secretly and inadvertently in their hearts, while they were at
their loaded tables, they might have said or thought anything which might
be termed blaspheming God. He therefore as soon as the feasting was over,
called them all together, and then as a preacher, told them of the danger to
which they were exposed, and as a priest, (for every patriarch before the
law was a priest) he offered burnt sacrifices, lest any sin should by any
possibility remain upon his sons and daughters. So saith the text. I pray that
now we may have grace to listen to it; and may what we shall now
hear abide with us during the coming week, when some of you shall meet
together in your own houses! May God grant that our parents, or we, if we
be parents, may be as Jobs, and when the feasting shall be over, may there
come the sacrifice and the prayer, lest we should have sinned and
blasphemed God in our hearts!

I shall divide my sermon thus. First, the fext, and that is festive: so we will
ring in a merry bell. Secondly, that which is in the text, and that is
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instructive: so we will ring the sermon bell. And, thirdly, that which
follows the text, and that is afflictive: so we will ring the funeral bell.

I. First, then, the text itself, and that is festive let us therefore, RING THE
MERRY BELL. I think I hear distinctly three notes in its merry peal. First,
the text gives a license; secondly, it suggests a caution; and thirdly, it
provides a remedy.

And, first, the text gives a licence. Now, ye souls who would deny to your
fellowmen all sorts of mirth, come and listen to the merry bell of this text,
while it gives a license to the righteous especially — a license that they
meet together in their houses, and eat and drink, and praise their God. In
Cromwell’s days, the Puritans thought it an ungodly thing for men to keep
Christmas. They, therefore, tried to put it down, and the common crier
went through the street, announcing that Christmas was henceforth no
more to be kept, it being a Popish, if not a heathenish ceremony. Now, you
do not suppose that after the crier had made the proclamation, any living
Englishman took any notice of it; at least, I can scarcely imagine that any
did, except to laugh at it; for it is idle thus to strain at gnats and stagger
under a feather. Albeit, that we do not keep the feast as Papists, nor even
as a commemorative festival, yet there is a something in old associations
that makes us like the day in which a man may shake off the cares of
business, and disport himself with his little ones. God forbid I should be
such a Puritan as to proclaim the annihilation of any day of rest which falls
to the lot of the laboring man. I wish there were a half-a-dozen holidays in
the year. I wish there were more opportunities for the poor to rest; though
I would not have as many saint’s days as there are in Romish countries;
yet, if we had but one or two more days in which the poor man’s
household, and the rich man’s family might meet together, it might
perhaps, be better for us. However, I am quite certain that all the preaching
in the world will not put Christmas down. You will meet next Tuesday, and
you will feast, and you will rejoice, and each of you, as God has given you
substance, will endeavor to make your household glad. Now, instead
of telling you that this is all wrong, I think the merry bell of my text gives
you a license so to do. Let us think a minute. Feasting is not a wrong thing,
or otherwise Job would have forbidden it to his children, he would have
talked to them seriously, and admonished them that this was an ungodly
and wicked custom, to meet together in their houses. But, instead of this,
Job only feared lest a wrong thing should be made out of a right thing, and
offered sacrifices to remove their iniquity; but he did by no means condemn
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it. Would any of you ask a blessing upon your children’s attendance at the
theater? Could you say, when they had been in such a place, “It may be
they have sinned?” No, you would only talk thus of a right thing. I think I
can prove to you that this was a good thing, for first you will notice, they
met in good houses; they did not go to an ale-house to feast; they had no
need to enter the tavern; but they met in their own houses; houses where
prayer and praise were wont to be made. How much better for the working
man to spend his money on his family than upon liquor sellers! And then it
was in good company. They did not scrape together all the ruffians of the
place to feast with them; but they kept to their own kith and kin; and
feasting is good when good men feast; especially when they spare for the
poor, as no doubt Job’s children did, or else they were quite unworthy of
their generous ancestor. They feasted in good houses, and in good
company. And they observed during their feasting, good behavior. Job
never heard of a wrong expression they had used; no one ever told him that
they had become riotous, or that they had uttered one wrong word, or else
Job could not have said, “It may be,” but he would have said, “It is so.” He
must be a good son of whom a father could say, “It may be he has erred.”
All that he had was a fear lest secretly they might have done wrong; but it
appears that openly their feasting had been such that even the busy tongue
of scandal could not find fault with them. And besides, their feasting was a
good thing, because it had a good intent; it was for amity, for cheerfulness
and family union. It was that they might be bound together as a bundle of
rods — strong and unbroken — that they might be as a strongly
intertwined cord, interwoven by these their family greetings and meetings.
Now, I say, that if in their case the thing was not wrong — and I think I
have proved in four respects that it was right, — it was in good houses, in
good company, with good behavior, and for a good purpose, — the text
gives a license for us to do the like, and to meet in our houses, in the
company of our kith and kin, provided we feast after a good sort, and do it
with the good intent of knitting our hearts the one towards the other.

But again: good men of old have feasted. Need I remind you of Abraham’s
making a great feast in his house, when his child Isaac was weaned? Shall I
tell you of Sampson and his feasts, or of David, or of Hezekiah, or of
Josiah, and of the kings who gave to every man a loaf of bread, and a good
piece of flesh, and a flagon of wine, and they cheered their hearts, and
made merry before God?
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But let me remind you, that feasting, so far from being evil, was even an
essential part of divine worship under the old law. Do you not read of the
feast of trumpets, the feast of tabernacles, the feast of the Passover, the
feast of the new moons, and how many other feasts besides? Come they
not over again and again? Now, if the thing were wrong in itself, God
would certainly never employ it as an emblem and token of the divine, the
pure, and the heavenly doctrines of his grace. It is impossible that God
should have taken a wrong thing to be the type of a right thing. He might
take a common good, and make it the type of a special favor, but not an
evil thing. It be far from us to suppose such a thing of our God.

Besides, did not the Savior himself countenance a feast, and help to
provide the guests with the wherewithal that they might have good cheer?
Do you think the Savior out of place, when he went to the wedding feast?
and suppose ye that he, went there and did not eat and drink? Was it not
said of him, “Behold a drunken man and a wine bibber, a friend of
publicans and sinners?” Not that he was either drunken or a wine bibber,
but that he “came eating and drinking,” to dash to pieces the Pharisaism
which says that that which goeth into a man defileth a man, whereas Christ
teacheth “not that which goeth into a man, but that which cometh out of a
man, that defileth a man.” Jesus Christ, I say, was at the feast; and suppose
ye that he bore a sad countenance? Did he sour with the vinegar of a
morose behavior the wine with which he had filled the watering pots? 1
trow not, but I believe that at that marriage feast he joined with the guests;
and if he were indeed ‘““a man of sorrows and acquainted with grief,” as he
certainly was, yet did he not keep his griefs to himself, for if he came to
suffer himself, he came to make others glad, and I doubt not that at the
feast he seemed the gladdest of the guests, most glad because he was really
the master of the feast, and because he saw in the wedding the type of his
own marriage, his own divine espousals with the Church, which is “the
bride, the Lamb’s wife.”

And, let me add once more, God has certainly made in this world provision
for man’s feasting. He had not given just dry bread enough for a man to
eat, and keep body and soul together, for the harvests teem with plenty,
and often are the barns filled to bursting. O Lord, thou didst not give
simply dry bread and water for mankind, but thou hast filled the earth with
plenty, and milk and honey hast thou given to us; and thou hast besides this
laden the trees with fruit, and given to men dainties. Thou art not illiberal,
thou dost not dole out with miserable hand the lean and scanty charity
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which some men would give to the poor, but thou givest liberally, and
thou upbraidest not! And for what purpose is this given? to rot, to mould,
to be trodden on, to be spoiled? no, but that men may have more than
enough, that they may have all they want, and may rejoice before their
God, and may feed the hungry, for this indeed is one essential and
necessary part of all true Christian feasting. My text, I say, rings a merry
bell, and gives us license for sacred feasting.

2. But now the same merry bell suggests a caution. Job said — “It may be
“They were good sons; good, godly young men, I am sure, or else Job
would not have said, “It may be.” But “it may be,” said he; “It may be that
my sons have sinned, and cursed God in their hearts;” or, as some translate
it, “have blessed God too little in their hearts.” They may not have been
grateful enough for their prosperity, and for the enjoyments which God had
given them. “It may be.” Well, hearken, brethren, “it may be,” too, that
you and I may sin, and blaspheme God in our hearts, and be as Job’s sons
may have been, too little thankful. If, though they were true men and true
women, though they all had a Job for their father, and though their feasting
was in their own houses, and after a right sort, and a commendable sort, yet
there was a “may be” that there might be sin; am I too superstitions or too
careful, when I say, brethren, “it may be,” it may be that in our
happiest gathering of our family together, it may be that we shall sin! I
think we could not prefer ourselves before the sons and daughters of Job
— that were self-righteousness indeed — we are surely not proud enough
to think ourselves better than the sons of that “perfect and upright” man,
“who feared God and eschewed evil.” I think I am not too severe and too
strict, when I say, “It may be; “it” may be; “look to it; take heed to
yourselves, be careful, be on your watch tower. Let me give you some
reasons and arguments why this caution is not unnecessary.

And, first, remember there is no place free from sin. You may set bounds
about this mount, but the beast will touch the mountain. You may
endeavor as much as you will to keep out Satan; but wherever there were
two met together, Satan was ever the third. There was never a company
met, but the Evil One somewhere intruded. Does he not come into your
business? Do you not find him entering into your very closet? Yea, and the
very table of the Lord, has not Satan sat there and tempted Judas; ay, and
tempted you too? How, then, can you hope that when your family are met
together, Satan shall not be there? Is it not written, “The sons of God came
together, and Satan came also among them? “I am sure they never invited
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him; but he does not stay for that. And you will find it so. Never invite him
by anything ungodly or unchristian-like. But since there are temptations
everywhere, however pure and upright your intentions may be, however
excellent your company, think you hear my little bell ringing — “It may be,
it may be, it may be; “and” it may be “a blessed check to you.

Beside this, remember that there is many a special temptation where there
is a loaded table. Old Quarles said, “Snares attend my board;” and certainly
they do. More men have perished by fullness of bread than ever died by
hunger. Hunger may break through stone walls, but I have known feasting
leap over golden walls — the golden walls of grace. Some men cut their
throats with their teeth, and many a man has swam to hell down his own
throat. More have been drowned in the bowl, ‘tis said, than ever were
drowned in the sea. I trust I need not say aught of that to you. I hope not.
If there be a man here who falls into drunkenness, in God’s name, let him
tremble, for there is no admittance for the drunkard into the kingdom of
heaven. I am speaking now to Christian men — not to men who fall into
these vices — and I say to them, where you use the most proper
moderation in receiving the things which God gives you, where you even
totally abstain from that which might be a temptation, yet even there your
table may be a snare unto you. Therefore, take heed to yourself, believer,
lest Satan lie in ambush beneath the family table.

Remember also, that they who sit at the table are but men, and the best of
men are but men at the best, and men have so little grace, that if they be
not on the watchtower, they may soon be overtaken, and they may say or
do that which they will have to repent of afterwards. I have heard say that
there are men who swallow mouthfuls of earth which they will have to
digest in hell, and I do not doubt it. There have been times when a happy
company have gathered together, and the conversation has become trifling,
then full of levity; perhaps it has gone so far, that afterwards, when they
retired to their homes, they would have recalled their words, if it had been
possible. Let this caution, then, sound in all our ears, “It may be — it may
be — it may be!” — and let us so act, that if Christ were at the feast, we
should not be ashamed to see him; let us so speak that if Christ sat at our
table, we should not count it a hindrance to our joy, but rather that we
should be the more free, joyous, and glad, because of such thrice-blessed
company. Oh! tell me not that Christianity curbs our joy. My brethren, it
shuts up one of its channels — that black and filthy kennel into which the
sinner’s joy must run; but it opens another channel, wider, broader, deeper,
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purer, and fills it to the very banks with joy, more lustrous and more full of
glory. Think not that we who follow Christ, and seek to walk strictly in our
integrity, are miserable. We tell you that our eyes sparkle as much as yours,
and that we have not the redness of the eyes in the morning. We can say to
the worldlng that our heart, despite its sometimes heaviness, does rejoice in
the Lord, and we have peace which is like ariver, and a righteousness
which is like the waves of the sea. O Christian men! let not the world think
of you that you are shut out /ere from anything like happiness; but so act
and so live, at all times, that you may teach men that it is possible to be
happy without sin, and to be holy without being morose. This, then, is the
caution which our merry bell rings out to us.

But, then, in the third place, having given a license and suggested a
caution, the merry bell provides a remedy. “It may be * — it may be we
have done wrong. What then? Here is a remedy to be used, by parents,
and heads of families, and by ourselves.

Job sent for his sons as a father; he sanctified them as a preacher; he
sacrificed for them as a priest; by all which I understand, that he first bade
them come together, and then he sanctified them: that is, he first spoke to
them; commended them for the excellent and admirable manner in which
they had met together, told them how pleased he was to see their love,
their union; but then he said, “It may be, my sons, you are like your father;
there is some sin in you, and it may be you have sinned; come, let us
repent together;” and so, being, as I believe, all godly persons, they sat
down and thought over their ways. Then no doubt the good old man bade
them kneel down, while he prayed with them; and then he expressed his
faith in the great coming Mediator, and so, though one man’s faith cannot
prevail for another, yet the faith of the father helped to quicken the faith of
the sons, and the prayer of the father was the means of drawing forth the
prayer of the sons, and so the family was sanctified. Then after that he
would say, “There is no putting away of sin, except by the shedding of
blood; so they fetched the bullocks, a bullock for every son and for every
daughter: the old patriarch slew the victims, laid them on the altar, and as
the smoke ascended, they all thought if they had sinned against God, yet
the blood shed, and the victim offered could, as the type of Christ, take
away their sin. I think I see the good old man, after the sacrifice was all
complete. “Now, my children,” he says, “return to your homes; if you have
sinned, your sin is put away; if you have transgressed, the atonement made
has
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cancelled your transgression; ye may go to your habitations, and take a
father’s blessing with you.”

Call to your recollection, that Job is said to have seen to his sacred work
“early in the morning.” It is ill lying in bed when we have sin on the
conscience. He that hath a sin unforgiven should never travel slowly to the
cross, but run to it. So Job would sleep in the morning not an hour, till he
had seen his sons and his daughters sanctified, and the sacrifice made
Mark well, that “he offered according to the number of his sons “He did
not leave out one. If he prayed for the eldest, he prayed for the youngest
too; and if he made supplication for the sons, he did not forget the
daughters Ah! parents, never forget any of your children; carry them all
before God; let them all be consecrated to him, and let your earnest prayer
go up for them all, from your Reuben down to your Benjamin; leave not
one of them out, but pray God to grant that they may all be bound up
together in the bundle of life.

And notice once again, “So did Job continually.” As often as they visited,
so often was there the sacrifice. I suppose they had ten feasts in the year;
and it is supposed by the old commentators that they assembled on their
birth-days. They were not always feasting: that were sinful. In fact, that
was the sin of the old world, for which God drowned it. “They ate and they
drank, they married and they were given in marriage,” all which things are
right enough in themselves; but if we are wholly immersed in them, always
eating, always drinking, always feasting, then they become sins, and indeed
at all times they become sin, unless, like Job’s feasts they are sanctified by
the Word of God and prayer. If our meetings be thus sanctified, we can in
everything give thanks, then “he that eateth, eateth to the Lord, and giveth
God thanks,” and being accepted in his thankfulness, the eating is to God’s
glory. Isay, then, my dear friends, that Job did this continually, which
teaches to the parent his duty of continually pleading for his sons and
daughters.

The aim of my remarks is just this. You will most of you meet together
next Tuesday, and keep the household feast. I beg you to imitate Job on
the morrow, and make it your special and peculiar business to call your
children together, and sanctify them by prayer, and by pleading the
precious sacrifice of Christ Jesus. So “it may be” there has been sin; but
there will be no “may be” as to the putting away of the sin; for pleading
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with prayer, and laying hold on the sacrifice by faith, you shall stand
accepted still, both you and your households.

Now, some may think that what I have said upon this point is unnecessary,
and that we ought not to speak about such common things as these. Do
you suppose that the Christian pulpit was set up by God that we might
always talk to you about the millennium, or the antediluvians, or the things
that are to happen in Ethiopia or Palestine? I believe that the Christian
ministry has to do with you in your daily life, and the more the preacher
delivers that which is practically suggestive of profit to our souls, the more
closely does he keep to the Master. I am sure, if my Lord Jesus Christ were
here, he would say somewhat in these words to you, “Go your way, and
eat your bread with a joyous heart, for God hath accepted you through my
blood, but watch, and be ye as men that look for their Lord. Still keep your
lamps trimmed and your lights burning, and your loins girt about, and be ye
stedfast and watch unto prayer, that should I come in the morning, or at
cock-crowing, I may find you ready for my appearing.”

As for you young men and women, who will be separated on that day from
your own parents, having no family circle in which to join, yet perform this
pleasant privilege yourselves. Set apart a season the next morning, in which
by prayer and supplication you shall make confession of sin; and whenever
the feast-time comes round, whenever you are invited to a social meeting,
or the like, look upon it as a necessary successor of the social gathering,
that there be private supplication, private confession of sin, and a personal
laying hold anew upon the great sacrifice. If this be done, your meetings,
instead of being unprofitable, shall be the beginning of better days to you,
and you shall even grow in grace through that prayer, that repentance, and
that faith, which have been suggested by your gatherings together.

I think all this is most fairly in my text; and if I ought not to preach from
such a passage, then the text ought not to be in the Bible.

I1. And now let us turn to the second head, or what is in the text, and that
is instructive; we must, therefore, ring the SERMON BELL.

Well, it will be a short sermon. My sermon shall not be like the bell and
preacher of St. Antholin’s church, which were said to be both alike, the bell
was pulled along while, and was exceeding dreary in its tone, and the
preacher was precisely the same. The sermon which is fairly in my text is
this. If Job found it right with a holy jealousy to suspect lest his sons might
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have sinned, how much more do you think he suspected himself? Depend
on it, he who was so anxious to keep his children clean was himself more
anxious that he might always fear his God, and eschew evil. God said he
was a perfect and an upright man; and yet was he jealous. How much
more, then, shall you and I be jealous of ourselves? Say not in thine heart,
Christian, “I may go hither and thither and may not sin;” you are never
out of danger of sinning. This is a world of mire; it will be hard to pick
your path, so as not to soil your garments. This is a world of pitch; you
will need to watch often, if in handling it you are to keep your hands
clean.

There is a robber in every turn of the road to rob you of your jewels; there
is a thief behind every bush; there is a temptation in every mercy; there is a
snare in every joy; there is not a stone on which you tread under which
there is not a viper’s nest; and if you shall ever reach heaven it will be a
miracle of divine grace; if you shall ever come safely home to your Father’s
house, it will be because your Father’s power brought you there. If Job’s
sons were in danger at their own tables, how much more are some of you
in danger, Christians, when you have to go among the ungodly? It may be
that some of you are called to do business where you hear oaths and
blasphemy; your way of life is such that you cannot help being exposed to
many temptations. Be on your guard. It was said of a certain great man,
that he was so afraid of losing his life, that he always wore armor under his
clothes. Take care you always wear armor. When a man carries a bomb-
shell in his hand, he should mind that he does not go near a candle; and you
too must take care that you do not go near temptation. But if you are
called to go through the temptation, how watchful, how anxious, how
careful, how guarded should you be! Brethren, I do not think that we are
any of us watchful enough. I have heard of a good woman, who would
never do anything till she had sought the Lord in prayer about it. Is that
over custom? If we do even a common thing without seeking the Lord’s
direction, we may have to repent it as long as we live. Even our common
actions are edged tools; we must mind how we handle them. There is
nothing in this world that can foster a Christian’s piety, but everything that
can destroy it. How anxious should we be, then, to look up — to look up
to God, that He may keep us! Let your prayer be, “Hold thou me up, and I
shall be safe” let your daily cry be, you young Christians especially, ay, and
you old Christians too, be, “Lord, keep me! Keep my heart, I pray thee, for
out of it are the issues of my life.” Do not expose yourselves unnecessarily
but if called to exposure, if you have to go where the darts are flying, never
go abroad without your shield; for if once the devil catches you abroad,



75

and your shield at home, then he will say, “Now is my time,” and he will
send an arrow which may rattle between the joints of your harness, and
you may fall down wounded, even though you cannot be slain. The Lord
grant, then, that this sermon bell of my text may ring in your ears during
the next week, and as long as ever you live, may you hear it saying to you,
“Be careful; be watchful, be vigilant; danger may be in an hour when all
seemeth securest to thee.” Inspect the vessel, see to her keel, look to the
sails; look to the rudder bands, watch every part of the ship, for the storm
may be coming though the calm rule at present, and the rocks may be
ahead though the breakers roll not, and the quicksands may underlie thy
keel, though thou thinkest all is well. God help thee then, Christian, to
watch unto prayer! What we say unto you, we say unto all: Watch!

I11. But now what follows the text — and that is afflictive: and here let us
ring the FUNERAL BELL.

What follows the text? Why hear ye this, “Thy sons and thy daughters
were eating and drinking wine in their eldest brother’s house; and behold
there came a great wind from the wilderness, and smote the four corners of
the house, and it fed upon the young men and they are dead, and I only am
escaped alone to tell thee.” Between the table and the coffin there is but a
step, between the feast and the funeral there may be but a day, and the very
bell that rings the marriage peal tolls the funeral knell. Here is a death’s
head for you to put on your table. The old Egyptians set a corpse among
the guests, that all might know that they must die: I set the bodies of Job’s
sons and daughters at your table, to make you think that you will die. Our
very eating is the grave of God’s mercies, and should remind us of our own
graves. What do we when we eat, but patch the old tenement, put fresh
plaister on the delapidated and naked rafters? So, then, we should
remember, that the time will come when we can no more do this, but when
the tenement itself shall be shaken and be blown down. Sinner! let no joy
cross thy face, till death and thou art friends. Saint! let no joy be in thine
heart either, till thou canst say, “Welcome, death; I gladly go with thee.”
Do nothing that you would not willingly die doing; be found in no position
in which you would be unwilling to stand for ever. Be you to-day what you
would wish to he in eternity; and so live, and so act, and so sit at the table,
that if the wind should come and smite the four corners of the house, and
you should die, yet you fall asleep at one feast, to wake up at another feast,
where there would be no “may be,” about sin, but where you should eat
bread in the kingdom of God, and drink the new wine of which Jesus
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Christ spoke, when he rose from the supper, and left his disciples. Ah! my
spirit rises on wings of delight at the solemn tones of that funeral knell, for
it has more music in it after all than my merry bell. There is a pleasing joy
in sorrow, and mirth is akin to sadness. Hearken, friends, the bell is
speaking, “GONE, GONE, GONE, GONE. “Who is that for? Who is dead in
this parish? “That is poor So-and-so.” My God, when it shall be my turn,
may my soul behold thy face with joy. O may my spirit, when it receives
the last summons, cry with delight, “Blessed be God for that sound! It was
the merriest sound my soul could have desired, for now I sit with Jesus,
and eat at his table, and feast with angels, and am satisfied and have the
privilege of John, to lean my head upon my Savior’s breast.” Christian! I
say never let the thought of dying plague thee; let it be a comfort to thee,
and stand thou so, ready, that when the Master shall say, “Arise!” thou wilt
have nothing to do but to rise at his bidding, and march to heaven, leading
thy captivity captive.

But thou, sinner, when thou art sitting at thy table, think thou hearest my
funeral bell tolling in thy ears, and if thou shouldst step aside, and the rest
should say, “What ails you?” — if you should be compelled to rise while
they are laughing, and go up stairs to pray, I shall not mind, though some
may say | have made thee melancholy and have marred thy feast, for,
sinner, it is no time for thee to be feasting, while God’s sword is furbished,
and sharp, and ready to divide soul from body. There is a time to laugh, but
it is not till sin is pardoned there is a time to dance, but it is not till the heart
stands with joy before the ark, there is a time to make merry, but it is not
till sin is forgiven. Your time is a time to weep and a time to rend your
garments, and a time to sorrow, and a time to repent. May God’s Holy
Spirit give you the grace! The time is now. And the grace being given, may
you fan before the cross, and find pardon and mercy there, and then we
may say, in the words of Solomon — ’Go thy way, eat thy bread with joy,
and drink thy wine with a merry heart; for God now accepteth thy works.”
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THE CLEANSING OF THE
LEPER.

NO. 353

A SERMON DELIVERED ON SABBATH MORNING, DECEMBER
30TH, 1860

BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON.

AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.

“And if aleprosy break out abroad in the skin, and the leprosy
cover all the skin of him that hath the plague from his head even to
his foot, wheresoever the priest looketh; then the priest shall
consider; and behold, if the leprosy have covered all his flesh, he
shall pronounce him clean that hath the plague: it is all turned
white: he is clean.” — Leviticus 13:12, 13.

THIS is a singular paradox, but not a paradox to him who understandeth
the gospel. We have great reason to thank God that the terrible disease,
leprosy, which was one of the demons of the East, is so little known in our
own land; and even in the few cases where leprosy has broken out in our
climate, it has always assumed a far more mild and mitigated shape than it
did with the Jews in the land of Canaan. Yet since they had so frightful a
disease, God, in his infinite mercy, made use of it as a sort of sermon to the
people. Leprosy is to be considered by us as being the type of sin; and as
we read the chapters in Leviticus, which concern the shutting up or putting
apart, and the purification of a cleansed leper, we are to understand every
sentence as having in it a gospel sermon to us, teaching us what is the
condition of a sinner in the sight of God, how that sinner is to be cured,
and how he can be restored to the privileges from which the leprosy of sin
had utterly shut him out.

I shall need no preface, for the subject is deeply interesting, and will be
found especially so by many of us who can use the language of David, in



78

the psalm which we have just read. If we have come up here conscious of
guilt, laden with iniquity, I am quite certain, and I speak positively and
confidently, there will be somewhat in the discourse of this morning to
cheer our hearts, and to send us home rejoicing in the Lord our God. Carry
in your thoughts the one key to our text, namely, that leprosy is the great
type of sin; and I shall want you, first of all, to see the leper, and to see in
the leper the sinner. After we have well looked to him we shall bring him
before the priest and stand still while the priest examines him. This done,
and the sentence being pronounced, we shall listen attentively to the
announcement of the rites and ceremonies which were necessary in order
to cleanse this leper which were but representations of the way whereby
we too must be cleansed. And then we shall have a little time to notice
certain after-rites which follow cleansing, which were not the cause of the
cleansing itself, but necessary before the man could actually enjoy the
privileges which the cleansing really gained for him.

L. First, then, let me ask you to turn your eyes to the LOATHSOME AND
GHASTLY SPECTACLE OF A LEPER.

A leper was extremely loathsome in his person. The leprosy broke out, at
first almost imperceptibly, in certain red spots which appeared in the skin.
They were painless, but they gradually increased. Perhaps the man who
was the subject of the complaint scarcely knew that he had it at all, but it
increased, and further, and further, and further it spread. The perspiration
was unable to find a vent, and the skin became dry, and pealed off in scales.
The withering of the skin was too true an index of what was going on
within, for in the very marrow of the bones there was a most frightful
rottenness, which in due time would utterly consume the victim. The man
would eat and drink, he would perform, what is called by the physician, the
naturalia, all the functions would be discharged as if in health. All things
would go on as before, and he would be subject to very little pain; but by
degrees the bones would rot, in many cases the fingers would drop off, and
yet without any surgical operation the rest of the body was healed, so that
there was no bleeding. When it came to its very worst phase, the body
would drop together, all the strings being loosened, and the whole house of
manhood would become a horrible mass of animated rubbish rather than
the stately temple which God originally made it. Icould not in your
presence this morning describe all the loathsomeness and ghastliness of the
aggravated cases of Jewish leprosy; it would be too sickening, if not
disgusting. But let me remind you that this, fearful as it seems to be, is a
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very poor portrait of the loathsomeness of sin. If God could tell, or, rather
if we could bear to hear what God could tell us of the exceeding
wickedness and uncleanness of sin. I am sure we should die. God hides
from all eyes but his own the blackness of sin. There is no creature, not
even an angel before the throne, that ever knew the intolerable wickedness
of rebellion against God. Yet that little of it which God the Holy Ghost
taught you and me when we were under conviction of sin was enough to
make us feel that we wished we had never been born. Ah! well must I
confess, though my life was kept and preserved as a child from outward
immorality, when I first saw myself as [ was by nature, and in the
thoughts, and intents, and imaginations of my heart, I thought that even
devils in hell could not be baser than myself. Certain I am that, whenever
the Spirit of God comes into the soul, our good opinion of ourselves soon
vanishes. We thought we were all that heart could wish, but when once
taught of God the Holy Ghost, we think that we are vile and full of sin,
that there is no good thing whatsoever in us. Loathsome, I say, as was the
leper, it is not more so in the type than is sin in the estimation of every
enlightened mind.

Think again. The leper was not only loathsome in his person, but was
defiled in all his acts. If he drank out of a vessel, the vessel was defiled. If
he lay upon a bed, the bed became unclean, and whosoever sat upon the
bed afterwards became unclean too. If he touched but the wall of a house
the wall became unclean, and must be purged. Wherever he went he tainted
the atmosphere, his breath was as dangerous as the pestilence. He shot
baneful glances from his eyes. All that he did was full of the same
loathsomeness as was himself, Now this may seem to be a very humiliating
truth, but faithfulness requires us to say it, all the actions of the natural man
are tainted with sin, Whether he eats, or drinks, or whatsoever he does, he
continues to sin against his God. Nay, if he should come up to God’s house
and sing and pray, there is sin in his songs for they are but hypocrisy: there
is guilt in his prayers, for the prayers of the wicked are an abomination
unto the Lord. Let him attempt to perform holy actions, he is like Uzziah
who laid hold upon the censer of the priest while the leprosy was on his
brow till he was glad enough to retire from the sacked place, lest he should
be struck dead. Oh! when we saw or thought we saw the sinfulness of sin,
this was one of the darkest parts of it that we discovered, all our actions to
be stained and tainted with evil. I know not whether I have any in this
congregation, who are prepared to deny what I assert. If there are, it is my
duty solemnly to assure them that they are unclean, and covered with an
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incurable leprosy. They are hopeless lepers who cannot be cleansed, for no
man can be cleansed of sin till he is ready to confess that he is all unholy
and unclean. Submission to this truth is absolutely necessary to salvation. I
am not to condemn any man but still I must speak God’s word, and speak
it in loving faithfulness. If thou dost not confess that all thy actions before
thou wast regenerate were full of sin and abominable in the sight of God,
thou hast not yet learned what thou art, and it is not likely that thou wilt
wish to know what a Savior is.

Think of the leper yet again. Being thus the medium of contagion and
defilement wherever he went, the Lord demanded that he should be shut
out from the society of Israel. There was a spot outside the camp, barren,
solitary, where lepers were confined. They were commanded to wear a
covering over the mouth and upon the upper lip, and if any passed by they
were compelled to cry “Unclean! Unclean! Unclean!” a sound which being
muftled by reason of the covering which they wore, must have sounded
more ghastly and deathlike than any other human cry. Some of the Rabbi
translate the cry, “Avoid! Avoid! Avoid!” One of the American poets has
put it “Room for the leper! room! “But certainly the sense of it is generally
understood to be, “Unclean! Unclean! Unclean!” Living apart from their
dearest friends, shut out from all the pleasures of society, they were
required never to drink of a running stream of water of which others might
drink; nor might they sit down on any stone by the roadside upon which it
was probable any other person might rest. They were to all intents and
purposes, dead to all the enjoyments of life, dead to all the endearments
and society of their friends. Ay, and such is the case with the sinner with
regard to the people of God. Dost not thou feel, poor convicted sinner that
thou art unfit to join Christ’s Church. Thou canst go and find such mirth as
the company of thy fellow-lepers can afford. But where God’s people are,
thou art out of place. Thou feelest in thyself that thou art shut out from the
communion of saints. Thou canst not pray their prayer nor sing their
hymns. Thou knowest not their joys. Thou hast never tasted of their
perfect peace. Thou hast never entered into the rest which remaineth for
them, but which remaineth not for thee whilst thou art such an one as thou
art now. This, however, is the fearful part of the leprosy of sin, that many
who are shut out from goodness become contented with the exclusion.
There be some who even pretend to despise the privileges which they
cannot enjoy. Since they cannot be holy, they make holiness the theme of
ridicule. Since they must not envy the delights of piety they turn their heel
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upon them, and say, “That there are no joys in religion, nor bliss in love to
Christ.” This is perhaps one of the most fearful parts of this leprosy of sin,
that it deceives the man himself, makes him think himself to be healthy
whilst he is full of disease, makes him imagine the healthy ones to be
diseased, whilst he who is the true leper, thinks himself to be the only sane
person in the camp.

Once more, the leper was wholly unable to come up to the house of God.
Other men might offer sacrifices but not the leper, others had a share in
the great High Priest’s sacrifice, and when he went within the vail he
appeared for all others; but the leper had neither part nor lot in this matter.
He was shut out from God, as well as shut out from man. He was no
partaker of the sacred things of Israel, and all the ordinances of the
tabernacle were as nothing to him. Think of that, sinner! As a sinner full
of guilt, thou art shut out from all communion with God. True, he gives
thee the mercies of this life as the leper had his bread and water, but thou
hast none of the spiritual joys which God affords to his people. Thou
canst not stand in his presence, for he is adevouring fire and would
consume thee. Thy prayers are shut out from him, thy words are unheard.
Thou art a prodigal son, and thy father is far from thee. Thou hast spent
thy substance in riotous living, and no man will give to thee, Thou hast
become the companion of the swine, and thou wouldst fain fill thy belly
with the husks which the swine do eat. No father’s eye greets thee; at no
father’s table dost thou sit. Thy father’s hired servants have bread enough
and to spare, but thou dost perish with hunger. Oh, sinner! thou who dost
not feel thyself to be what I describe thee as thou art now, thou wilt one
day find it to be a very awful thing to be denied all fellowship with God,
for at last thou mayest seek in vain to cross thy father’s threshold. After
death thou wilt long to enter within the pearly gates, and thou shalt be
thrust back, for lepers and defiling ones can never stand in the sanctified
presence of the holy God. Where angels veil their faces, lepers shall not
exhale their putrid breath. God drove Satan out of Paradise because he
sinned, and will he suffer sin a second time to intrude into his presence?
No, thou shalt find that as long as thou and thy sins are one, God will
always be at war with thee. As long as thou art at peace with thy guilt, the
Eternal God draws his sword and vows eternal warfare with thee.

Now I wish I could more forcibly put the position of a sinner in God’s
sight this morning. Let me just recapitulate for a moment. Every man by
nature is like a leper, loathsome in his person, infected in all his actions
and
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in all that he does; he is incapable of fellowship with God’s people, and he
is shut out utterly and entirely by his sin from the presence and acceptance
of God.

I1. Having thus described the leper and the sinner, I shall now BRING THE
LEPER UP TO THE HIGH PRIEST.

Here he stands; the priest has come out to meet him. Mark, whenever a
leper was cleansed under the Jewish law — the leper did nothing — the
priest did all. I invite you to read over this chapter when you are at home,
and you will see that previous to his being pronounced clean, the leper was
passive — the priest did everything. Well, the priest comes out from the
sanctuary, comes to the place of the lepers, where no other man might go,
but he in his priestly office. He calls up one leper before him; he looks at
him, and there is a spot on that leper which is not leprous — quick, raw,
healthy flesh; the priest puts him aside, he is an unclean leper. Here is
another, and he has but one or two red spots appearing beneath the skin;
all the rest of his body is perfectly sound, the priest puts him aside, he is an
unclean leper. Here is another, he is from head to foot covered with a
scaly whiteness of the filthy disease; the hair is all turned white, owing to
the decay of the powers of nature, which are unable now to nourish the
roots of the hair. There is not a single speck of health in him from the
crown of his head to the sole of his foot, but all is pollution and filth. But
hark! the high priest says to him, “Thou art clean.” And after certain
necessary ceremonies he is admitted into the camp, and afterwards into
the very sanctuary of God. My text asserts that if there was found any
sound place in him, he was unclean. But when the leprosy had covered
him, wheresoever the priest looked, then the man became by sacrificial
rights a clean leper.

Now let me bring up the sinner before the Great High Priest this morning.
How many there are, who, as they come up hither, are ready to confess
that they have done many things which are wrong, but they say, “though
we have done much which we cannot justify, yet there have been many
good actions which might almost counter balance the sin. Have we not
been charitable to the poor, have we not sought to instruct the ignorant, to
help those that are out of the way. We have some sins we do confess but
there is much at the bottom which is still right and good, and we therefore
hope that we shall be delivered.” Iput you aside in God’s name, this
morning, as unclean lepers. For you, there is no hope, and no promise of
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salvation whatever. Here comes a second. He admits with candour that he
has a very great measure of guilt — perhaps, not open immorality, but he
confesses that his thoughts, and the imaginations of his heart, have been
evil, and evil frequently. “But, still,” saith he, “though I have not one good
work of which to boast, nor any righteousness in which to glory, yet I do
hope that by repentance I may amend; I trust that by a resolute persistence
in good works I may yet blot out my past life, and so may enter into
heaven.” Iset him aside again, as being an unclean leper, for whom
cleansing rites are not provided. He is one who must still be kept without
the camp; he has not arrived at that stage in which it is possible for him to
be made clean. But here comes another. Probably he is a really better man
than either of the other two; but not in his own opinion. He stands before
us, and with many a sigh and tear, confesses that he is utterly ruined and
undone. “Sir, a month or two ago I would have claimed a righteousness
with the very best of them. I, too, could have boasted of what I have done;
but now I see my righteousness to be as filthy rags, and all my goodness is
as an unclean thing. I count all these things but dross and dung. I tread
upon them and despise them. I have done no good thing. I have sinned and
come short of the glory of God. If ever there was a sinner that deserved to
be damned, sir, that soul am I; if ever there was one who had not any
excuse to make, but who must plead guilty, without any extenuating
circumstances, that man am I. As for the future, I can make no promise, I
have often promised, and so often lied. I have so often trusted in myself
that I would reform, so often have I hoped the energy of my nature might
yet heal my disease, that I renounce, because I cannot help renouncing all
such desires. Lord, if ever I am made whole, thy grace must make me so. |
do desire to be rid of sin, but I can no more rid myself of sin than I can
pluck the sun from the firmament, or scoop the waters from the depth of
the sea. I would be perfect, even as thou art perfect, but I cannot change
my heart. As well might the viper lose his will to poison, the Ethiopian
change his skin, or the leopard his spots, as I cease to do evil. Lord, at thy
feet I fall, full of leprosy from head to foot; nothing have Ito boast of,
nothing to trust to except thy mercy.” My brother, you art a clean leper;
your sins are forgiven you, your iniquities are put away. Through the blood
of Jesus Christ, who died upon the tree, you are saved. As soon as ever the
leprosy had come right out, the man was clean, and as soon as ever your
sin is fully manifest, so that in your conscience you feel yourself to be
really a sinner, there is a way of salvation for you. Then by the sprinkling
of blood and the washing of water, you may be made clean. As long as a
man
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has anything to boast of, there is no Christ for him, but the moment he has
nothing of his own, Christ is his. Whilst thou art anything, Christ is nothing
to thee: but when thou art nothing, Christ is everything. All the warrant that
a sinner needs in coming to Christ is to know that he is a sinner. For
“Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners.” Do I know myself to be
a sinner? Then he came to save me, and there I rest and there I trust. If I
have any good feelings or good works which take away from me the power
to call myself a sinner, or if they diminish the force and emphasis which I
put upon the word when I use it, then may I fear that I have no right to
come to Christ. Christ died “the just for the unjust, to bring us to God.”
Am I unjust? Must I honestly declare I am? “Christ died for the ungodly.
“Am I ungodly, is this my grief and sorrow that I am ungodly? Then Christ
died for me.” Ido not know, said Martin Luther, when men will ever
believe that text in which it is written Christ died for our sins. They will
think that Christ died for our righteousness, whereas he died for our sins.
Christ had no eye to our goodness when he came to save us, but to our
badness. A physician, when he comes to my house, has not an eye to my
present health; he does not come there because I am healthy, but because I
am sick, and the more sick I am, the more call for the physician’s skill, and
the more argument does my sickness yield why he should exercise all his
craft and use his best medicines on my behalf. Your only plea with Christ
is your guilt; use it, sinner, use it as David did when be said, “Lord have
mercy upon my iniquity, for it is great!” If he had said “Have mercy upon
my iniquity, for it is little,” he would have been a legalist and would have
missed his mark. But when he said, “Have mercy, for it is great!” he
understood the Gospel riddle, that strange paradox at which Pharisees
always kick and which worldlings always hate — the glorious fact that
Jesus Christ came into the world “not to call the righteous, but sinners, to
repentance.”

IT1. Having thus brought the man before the priest, we shall now briefly
turn our attention to THE CEREMONIES WHICH THE PRIEST USED IN THE
CLEANSING OF THE LEPER. I will read the verses quickly, and expound
them briefly. “And the priest shall go forth out of the camp, and the priest
shall look, and, behold, if the plague of leprosy be healed in the leper, then
shall the priest command to take for him that is to be cleansed two birds
alive and clean, and cedar wood, and scarlet, and hyssop: and the priest
shall command that one of the birds be killed in an earthen vessel over
running water: as for the living bird, he shall take it and the cedar wood,
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and the scarlet, and the hyssop, and shall dip them and the living bird in the
blood of the bird that was killed over the running water: and he shall
sprinkle upon him that is to be cleansed from the leprosy seven times, and
shall pronounce him clean, and shall let the dying bird loose into the open
field.” You will perceive, first, that the priest went to the leper, not the
leper to the priest. We go not up to heaven, first, till Christ comes down
from his Father’s glory to the place where we as lepers are shut out from
God. Oh! glorious High Priest, methinks I see thee this morning coming
out from the tabernacle of the Most High, where thou hast offered thy
complete sacrifice and thou comest down to us loathsome and abhorred
sinners. Thou dost take upon thyself the form of man. Thou dost not
disdain the Virgin’s womb; thou comest to sinners, thou eatest and drinkest
with them! But the coming of the tiniest was not enough, there must be a
sacrifice, and on this occasion, in order to set out the two ways by which a
sinner is saved, there was sacrifice mingled with resurrection. First, there
was sacrifice. One of the birds was taken, and his blood was shed in a
vessel which was full, as the Hebrew hath it, of “living water,” — of water
which had not been stagnant, but which was clean. Just as when Jesus
Christ was put to death, blood and water flowed from his side to be “of sin a
double cure,” so in the earthen vessel there was received, first, the “living
water,” and then the blood of the bird which had just been slain. If sin is
put away it must be by blood. There is no way of putting sin from before
the presence of God except by the streams which flow from the open veins
of Christ. It was nothing that the leper did. You notice he does nothing
whatever in the whole affair but stand still and humbly partake of the
benefits which are given to him through the mission of the priest, and
through the slaughter of the bird. And then the second bird was dipped into
the blood until all its feathers were red and dropping with gore. It was
doubtless tied round the cedar stick at the end of which was the hyssop to
make a kind of brush. The birds wings were tied along the stick, and the
whole was dipped in the blood of the bird that was slain; and when this had
been done seven times, the strings were cut, and the living bird allowed to
fly away. This is a lively picture of Christ. As a living bird he ascends on
high, after being slain for us, — scattering the red drops of atonement he
rises above the clouds, which receive him out of our sight, and there before
his Father’s throne, he pleads the full merit of the sacrifice which he offered
for us once for all.
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The leper was made clean by sacrifice and by resurrection, but he was not
clean till the blood was sprinkled on him. Christians, the cross does not
save us till Christ’s blood is sprinkled on our conscience. Yet the virtual
salvation was accomplished for all the elect when Christ died for them
upon the tree. It is the joy of every Christian to stand here saved by
another. He knows that he is full of leprosy, that in himself there is no
reason whatever why he should be cleansed, but that the reasons are all the
other way, for there is every reason why he should continue to be shut out
for ever from the presence of God. But there stands the High Priest, the
great Melchisedec, the Son of the Virgin, and the Son of God. He has
offered his own blood for us. He who offered it, applies it to the
conscience, and with this application —

“The Christian walks at large,
His Savior’s blood, his full discharge,
At his dear feet his soul he’ll lay,
A sinner saved and homage pay.”

But the saving of your soul rests not with yourself, but with Christ Jesus,
just as the cleansing of the leper was not with the leper, but with the priest.
How many there are among God’s people, who say, “I know that Christ
died for sinners, but I don’t get any comfort from it because 1 do not feel
as if I were saved.” That is self-righteousness in a very deceitful shape.

You will not be saved by feeling that Christ died for you, but by his dying
for you. If he died for you, you were saved when he died. If he took your
sins, he took them in very deed, and they are not yours. If Christ was your
substitute at all, then God can never punish two for one offense — first the
substitute, and then the sinner himself. If Christ really died for you, then
your sins are pardoned, whether you feel that they are pardoned or not.
“Yes,” says one, “but I want to realize that. “It is a very blessed thing to
realize it; but it is not the realizing that saves. It is the death of Christ that
saves, not your realizing the death. If there be a life boat, and some poor
man be ready to drown, and some strong hand rescues him, when he comes
to himself he realizes that he is in the boat but it is not the realizing that he
is in the boat that saves him, it is the life boat. So it is Christ that saves the
sinner, not the sinner’s feelings, or willings, or doings, and in heaven the
whole glory of salvation will be to the wounds of Jesus, and nothing else.
“But,” says one, “how am I to know that Christ died for me?” You will
never know it until you are willing to stand in the leper’s place full of
leprosy, if you know this day that you are full of sin, if you are conscious
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that in you, that is, in your flesh, there dwelleth no good thing, then it is
written that Christ died for our sins, according to the Scriptures — not
according to our feelings, but according to the Scriptures. How do I know
that I am full of sin? Because I believe I am, because God tells me so —
not merely because I feel it, but because God tells me so. How do I know
that Christ died for me? Not because I feel it, but because God tells me so.
He says Christ came into the world to save sinners. I am a sinner, I feel it, |
know it. God forbid that I should be such a liar to myself as to deny it.
Then he came to save me. “Come now, let us reason together. Though
your sin be as scarlet” — that is my case — “they shall be as wool, though
they be red like crimson” — that is my case — “they shall be as snow.” It
is just this — if you are willing to stand to-day condemned as a sinner, and
nothing more than a sinner, then Christ died for you. Your business is to
trust your soul on the fact that Christ did hang on the tree for sinners; for
mark — faith is trusting Christ, and having done with self. Put your finger
on any sound place in your flesh, you are a lost man. Point to any good
thing that you can trust to, and there is no heaven for you. Rely on
anything that you have felt, or thought, or said, or done and you rely on a
broken reed; but trust in Christ, and Christ alone; cast your arms around his
cross, and cling to that, you are saved, yet it will not be your clinging,
it will be the cross that will save you. Do not trust to your clinging; trust to
the cross. Still to the cross flee away, ye poor, lost, ruined ones; for under
its shadow there is safety for the defenceless, there is hope even for the
despairing.

I'V. But pardon me while I keep you a minute or two longer, to observe
that AFTER THE LEPER WAS CLEANSED, THERE WERE CERTAIN THINGS
WHICH HE HAD To Do. Yet, until he is cleansed, he is to do nothing. The
sinner can do nothing towards his own salvation. His place is the place of
death. Christ must be his life. The sinner is so lost that Christ must begin,
and carry on, and finish all, but when the sinner is saved, then he begins to
work in right good earnest. When once he is no more a leper, but a leper
cleansed, then for the love he bears his master’s name, there is no trial too
arduous, no service too hard, but he spends his whole strength in
magnifying and glorifying his Lord. I want to call your attention to the
further cleansing of the leper. Mark, he was wholly cleansed by the priest,
and what was done afterwards, was done by a cleansed man. “He that is to
be cleansed shall wash his clothes, and shave off all his hair and wash
himself in water.” Blood first, water afterwards. No cleansing from evil
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habits until there has been cleansing from sin. There is no making the
nature clean till the guilt is put away. “He shall wash his clothes and
shave off his hair, and wash himself in water, that he may be clean, and
after that he shall come into the camp, and shall tarry abroad out of his
tent seven days.” He did not tell him to wash first. It would have been of
no use to him whatever. He did not tell him to wash his clothes and shave
his hair first.

“No outward forms could make him clean,
The leprosy lay deep within.”

No, the Priest must do all the work at first. After that, then the leper must
he washed. So sinner, if you are to saved Christ must do it all; but when
once you have faith in Christ, you must be washed; then must you cease
from sin, and then by the Holy Spirit’s power you shall be enabled to do
so. What was ineffective before shall become mighty enough now, through
the life which God has put into you. The washing with water by the word,
and the cleansing of yourself from dead works, shall become an effectual
and mighty duty. You shall be made holy, and walk in white in the purity
wherewith Christ hath endowed you. The shaving off of his hair was fitly
to represent how all the old things were to pass away, and everything was
to become new. All the white hair was to be cut off, as you read in the 9th
verse — “He shall shave all the hair off his head, and his beard, and his
eyebrows.” There was not a remnant or relic left of the old state in which
the hair was white, all was to be given up. So it is with the sinner. When he
is once pardoned, once cleansed then he begins to cut off the old habits, his
old prides, his old joys. The beard on which the hoary Jew prided himself
was to come off, and the eyebrows which seem to be necessary to make
the countenance look decent, were all to be taken away. So it is with the
pardoned man. He did nothing before, he does everything now. He knew
that good works were of no benefit to him in his carnal state, but now he
becomes so strict that he will shave off every hair of his old state. Not one
darling lust shall be left, not one iniquity shall be spared, all must be cut
away. “He shall wash his clothes also, he shall wash his flesh in water, and
he shall be clean.” There is one thing I want you to notice in the eighth
verse, namely, that he was not allowed to go into his own tent. He might
go in with the people, but he might not go into his “tent.” Now though the
sinner has to trust in Christ just as he is, yet that sinner will not at once be
able to go into his own tent, that is, he will never be able to realize that
Christ is personally his own, until there has been something more than
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faith, namely, the cleansing purification of the Spirit’s power. As to full
assurance I do not think that is to be attained by immediate faith in Christ;
full assurance is an after-result. Faith groweth by the influence of the Spirit
till it comes to assurance. Yet, mark though for seven days the man might
not go into his own house, he was clean, and so, if you as a sinner full of
sin, trust Christ to be your all, though no joy may follow for seven days,
yet you are a pardoned man. Though you may not be able to go into your
house and say, “I know I am forgiven,” yet you are forgiven. The very
hour when sin abounds is the hour when grace abounds. When sin has cut
the throat of all your hopes, then Jesus Christ, the great hope and solace of
his people, comes into your heart, and though you may scarce be able to
see him, yet he is there and you are a saved man. What a glorious salvation
is this, and its after-results how pure and how heavenly!

I will not detain you further than to notice that this man, before he might
further enjoy the privileges of his healed estate, was to bring an offering,
and the priest was to take him to the very door of the tabernacle. He never
dare come there before but he may come now. So the pardoned man may
come right up to God’s mercy-seat and may bring the offering of holiness
and good works. He is a pardoned man now. You ask me how? Not by
anything he did, but by what the priest did, and that alone. Read the
fourteenth verse, “The priest shall take some of the blood of the trespass
offering, and the priest shall put it upon the tip of the right ear of him that
is to be cleansed.” Here the Lord puts away the sins of the ear, which are
very many. The sin of the ear — when thou used to hear lascivious songs,
malignant words, and idle little. “He shall put it upon the tip of the right ear
of him that is to be cleansed, and upon the thumb of his right hand.” Have
you read that? How many times has the right hand sinned against God!
How have your actions defiled you! “He shall put it upon the tip of the
right ear of him that is to be cleansed, and upon the thumb of his right
hand, and upon the great toe of his right foot.” How have your feet run
after wickedness? How greatly you need to be cleansed! But mark, when
this blood had been put on, the priest did more, for he anointed him. Read
the seventeenth verse: “and of the rest of the oil that is in his hand shall the
priest put upon the tip of the right ear of him that is to be cleansed, and
upon the thumb of his right hand, and upon the great toe of his right foot,
upon the blood of the trespass offering.” This was telling him again very
plainly that which he might have seen already in the type of the two birds.
As soon as ever a man is pardoned, there elapses a time before he
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completely understands the plan of salvation. When he does, he perceives
that he is first cleansed with blood all his sins, of ear, of hand, of foot, or
whatever they may be, are all put away by blood. But next, that he may
become God’s servant, he is anointed by the influence of the Holy Spirit
with the sanctifying oil. That oil is put on his ear, so that his ear hears his
Master’s voice, and listens to the Word of God.

That oil is put upon his hand that he may be a consecrated man to serve his
God. That oil is put upon his foot that his feet may run in the way of God’s
commands, even to the end. But, do mark, for I fear lest I should spoil that
which [ want to convey. All this was an after-piece, after the leper was
cleansed. He could not have done any of this himself until the first part had
been done for him.

To sum up the whole sermon in one or two short sentences. Sinner, if thou
art this day unrenewed and unregenerate, thou art loathsome to thyself;
thou art incapable of fellowship with God; thou art preparing thyself for
the pit of hell. But the way of salvation is simply this: If thou art to-day full
of sin, laden with iniquity, if thou art ready to confess there is no good
thing in thee, if thou art willing to take the place of a prisoner who has
been tried, condemned and cast, then Christ has died for thee. Christ has
shed the blood, Christ has risen up on high, and thy salvation is finished.

Say not in thy heart, “I do not feel this, I do not feel that.” It is not thy
feeling or doing; it is what Christ has done. He must do all for thee, and all
he asks of thee is simply to stand in the place of the unjust that he may
come to thee in the place of the just, while he stands in thy room and stead.
Is this too easy for you? Are you too proud to be saved by such a system
as this? Then, what can I say to you, but that you deserve to die if you
neglect a plan of salvation so simple and so admirably adapted to your
case? But instead thereof if you say, “That suits me, for I have nothing to
trust to, I am lost,” why, man, do you not see that inasmuch as it suits you,
it is yours? For whom was the wedding garment made — for those who
had fine robes of their own? No — for the naked. For whom was the hath
open? for the clean? No — for the filthy. Step in filthy man, thy filth is thy
warrant. For whom is medicine provided? for the healthy? No, it were an
insult. For the sick. Thy sickness is thy warrant; come to Mercy’s hospital
and be thou healed. Whom dost thou think Christ came to carry on his
shoulders to heaven? Those that can walk there themselves? No, let them
trudge their weary way: if they think they can go to heaven with their good
works let them do so. One of two things, either you must be saved without
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deserving to be saved — saved by the works of another — or else you
must keep the whole law, and so inherit heaven of your own right and
patent. If, then, you are willing to come to Christ, just as you are without
any preparation, but just simply as asinner, then Christ has made
atonement for you; your guilt is put away: God accepts you: you are a
pardoned man. You may go out at yonder door and say in your heart,
“Therefore being justified by faith, we have peace with God through our
Lord Jesus Christ. And not only so, but we also joy in God through our
Lord Jesus Christ, by whom we now have received the atonement.” As for
holiness and good works, these shall come afterwards. Having believed in
Christ, his Spirit shall be given, and you shall be zealous for good works.
While the legalist is talking about them, you shall do them. What you
could not do before, you shall do now. When you have given up all trust
in yourself you shall become holy and pure, and the Spirit of God shall
enter into you, and shall renew you. You shall be kept by the power of
God till, without spot, or wrinkle, or any such thing, you shall be
presented before your Father’s face saved — saved eternally.

God add his blessing! I have sought to preach to you the gospel as plainly
as possible. I may still have been misunderstood. If so, I trust that is not my
fault. I have repeated myself, over and over again, that the sinner, near
despairing, may now come and put his trust in Christ and find life in Jesu’s
death, and healing in Jesu’s wounds.
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A SERMON FOR THE WEEK
OF PRAYER.

NO. 354

A SERMON DELIVERED ON SABBATH MORNING, JANUARY 6TH,
1861,

BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON.

AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.

“Continue in prayer, and watch in the same with thanksgiving.”
-Colossians 4:2.

THOSE of you who constantly listen to my voice, are aware that on the first
Sabbath of the year I always receive of a venerable Clergyman, a veteran
warrior in the Lord’s hosts, a verse of Scripture which I accept as my New
Year’s text, and which after being printed becomes the motto of my
congregation for the following year. It is somewhat singular that my
venerable friend should have sent me in the envelope about a month ago
this text. He knew nothing of the proposition for a week of prayer; I do not
know that it had been even determined upon at that date, certainly neither
to his knowledge nor to mine, and I could not but help thinking when I
opened my envelope, and saw what was to be my text, that he had been
directly and specially guided of God, that my text might be in keeping with
the engagements of the week. “Continue in prayer, and watch in the same
with thanksgiving.” How greatly do I rejoice that the Churches are aroused
to prayer. My honored and venerable brother, will this morning stand up in
his village Church, lift up holy hands, and bid his people join in the
common supplication, and I feel but too happy as his younger brother in
Christ — as but a babe compared to so experienced a pastor — to follow
his example in stirring you up that you too as a great host may join with
the general company of the faithful, and besiege the throne of grace till you
carry the gates of heaven by storm and obtain the mercy which both you
and the world so much require.
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Without further preface, let me observe that there are three exhortations in
the text connected with prayer. The first is continue; the second is watch;
and the third is give thanks. “Continuance” sits like Moses on the top of
the hill, while Watching and Thanksgiving, like Aaron and Hur, hold up its
hands.

I. And first, in regard to prayer, the apostle saith “CONTINUE.”

Be ye not, O ye intercessors with God for men — be ye not as those whose
goodness is as the morning cloud and as the early dew. Do not begin to
pray, and then suddenly cease your supplications. That will prove an
ignorance as to the value of the mercy which you seek, and a want of
earnestness as to your obtaining it. How many there be who, under a
powerful sermon or during a trying providence, have bent their knees
suddenly in hasty prayer! They have risen from their knees, and they have
forgotten what manner of men they were. Take away the whip from them
and they have ceased to run, remove from them the tempest and they have
ceased to fly before it. They have ceased to pray when God has ceased to
smite. O Church of God! imitate not these heathen men and publicans;
wake not thyself up to a sudden fit of prayer and then return again to thy
sloth; stir not thyself a moment from thy bed to throw thy heavy head back
again upon thy pillow, but continue in supplication; cease not to pray.

There is a great distinction between the prayer of the real convert and the
merely convinced sinner. The merely convicted sinner, termed by the law,
calls but once; the awakened heart, renewed of the Holy Spirit, never
ceases to cry until the mercy comes. A few days ago, by the seaside, on
the coast of the Isle of Wight, a woman thought she heard, in the midst of
the howling tempest, the voice of a man. She listened; it was repeated; she
strained her ear again, and she caught, amid the crack of the blast and the
thundering of the winds, another cry for help. She ran at once to the
beachmen, who launched their boat, and some three poor mariners who
were clinging to the mast were saved. Had that cry been but once, and not
again, either she might have doubted as to whether she had heard it at all,
or else she would have drawn the melancholy conclusion that they had
been swept into the watery waste, and that help would have come too late.
So when a man prays but once, either we may think that he cries not at all,
or else that his desires are swallowed up in the wild waste of his sins, and
he himself is sucked down into the vortex of destruction. If the Church of
God shall offer prayer this week, and then shall cease to be in earnest, we
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shall think her never to have meant her prayers. If she shall but now and
then start up and make her supplications, we shall write her down a
hypocrite intent for a moment upon keening appearances, but afterwards
relapsing into her lukewarm Laodicean condition. The exhortation of my
text, I think, stands in contrast, then to the transient prayer which is often
offered by ungodly men. Continue in prayer; do not pray once and have
done with it, but continue in it.

I think further, that the exhortation to continue may be put in opposition to
the common dealings of many with God, who pray and pause, and pray
and pause — are earnest and then cool, earnest and colder still. There is a
sharp frost — a rapid thaw, and then a frost again. Their spiritual state is
as variable as our own weather; a shower, sunshine, mist, shower, sunshine
again. They are everything by turns, and nothing long. There are too many
Churches which are just of this character. See them one week, you would
believe they would carry all before them, and convert the town or village in
which they are located. See them next week, and they are “As sound asleep
as a church,” which is a common proverb, a church being too often the
sleepiest thing in all the world. Sometimes they ran, and they did run well;
what did hinder them? But they stopped, they paused, they looked about
them, and after a while they ran again, but they moved not swiftly enough
to be able to make up the time lost when they were standing still.

Now I am afraid our Churches have for a considerable period been just in
this state; have been sometimes hot and sometimes cold. Look at our
revivals everywhere — the American revival, it is a great wave and then
dry sand. Look at the Irish revival; I fear that in the end it will come to the
same amount. Almost everywhere there have been great stirrings. As if a
holy fire had fallen, and was about to burn up all the stubble, all men stand
in wonder at it, but it ceases, and a few ashes remain. The fact is, the
Church is not healthy, she has intermittent fits of health, she has starts of
energy, she has paroxysms of agony; but she does not agonize for souls,
she is not always earnest, she is not always busy. Well did Paul need to
say to this age as to his own, “Continue in prayer,” not one week, but
every week, not for such a season, but at all seasons. Be ye always crying
out unto the Lord your God.

In the black country of England, you who have traveled will have observed
fires which never in your recollection have been quenched. I believe there
are some which have been kept burning for more than fifty years, both
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night and day, every day in the year. They are never allowed to go out,
because, we are informed that the manufacturers would find it amazingly
expensive again to get the furnace to its needed red heat. Indeed, the blast
furnace, I suppose would all but ruin the proprietor if it were allowed to go
out once every week, he would probably never get it up to its right heat
until the time came for letting the fire out again. Now, as with these
tremendous furnaces which must burn every day, or else they will be
useless, they must be kept burning or else. It will be hard to get them up to
the proper heat, so ought it to be in all the Churches of God, they should
be as flaming fires both night and day, chaldron after chaldron of the coal
of earnestness should be put to the furnace, all the fuel of earnestness
which can be gathered from the hearts of men should be cast upon the
burning pile. The heavens should be always red with the glorious
illumination, and then, then might you expect to see the Church prospering
in her divine business, and hard hearts melted before the fire of the Spirit.

Continue, then, in prayer. Never let your fire go out. But why? Why should
the Church always be in prayer? Understand, we do not mean by this that
men ought to leave their business, forsake their shops and neglect their
household, to be always supplicating. There were some fanatics in the early
Church who gave up everything that they might be always praying; we
know what the apostle would have said to them for did he not say, “If any
man will not work, neither let him eat? “There are some lazy people who
like praying better than working, let them learn that the Lord accepteth not
this at their hands. Did not the Master, even when he was on earth, after he
had preached a sermon in Simon Peter’s boat — did he not as soon, as
ever he was done, say to Peter, “Launch out into the deep, and let down
your nets for a draught?” to show that work, hard work, the hardest of
work is quite in keeping with the hearing and the preaching of the Word
and that no man has any right to forsake his calling to which God has
appointed him in his providence, under pretense of seeking the Lord. Never
stain one duty with the blood of another. It is quite possible that you may
continue in your labor and yet continue in prayer. You may not always be
in the exercise but you may always be in the spirit of prayer. If there shall
not always be iron in the furnace to melt, yet let there always be the fire to
melt it, if not always shooting the arrow up to heaven, yet always keep the
bow well stringed, so shall you always be archers, though not always
shooting; so shall you always be men of prayer, though not always in the
exercise of praying.
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1. But why should the Church — to come to the question — why should
the Church continue in prayer? For several reasons, and the first is, God
will answer her. It is not possible that God should refuse to hear prayer. It
is possible for him to bid the sun stand still, and the moon to stay her
monthly march, it is possible for him to bid the waves freeze in the sea,
possible for him to quench the light of the stars in eternal darkness, but it is
not possible for him to refuse to hear prayer which is based upon his
promise and offered in faith. He can reverse nature, but he cannot reverse
his own nature, and he must do this before he can forbear to hear and
answer prayer. The prayers of God’s Church are God’s intentions — you
will not misunderstand me — what God writes in the book of his decree,
which no eye can see, that he in process of time writes in the book of
Christian hearts where all can see and read. The book of the believer’s
desire, if those desires be inspired of the Holy Spirit is just an exact copy
of the book of the divine decree. And if the Church be determined to-day
to lift up her heart in prayer for the conversion of men, it is because God
determined from before all worlds that men should be converted; your
feeble prayer to-day, believer, can fly to heaven, and awake the echoes of
the slumbering decrees of God. Every time you speak to God, your voice
resounds beyond the limits of time, the decrees of God speak to your
prayer, and cry, “All hail! brother, all hail! thou, too, art a decree!”

Prayer is a decree escaped out of the prison of obscurity, and come to life
and liberty among men. Pray, brother, pray, for when God inspires you,
your prayer is as potent as the decrees of God. As his decrees bind the
universe with spells and make the suns obedient to him — as every letter of
his decree is as a nail, pinning together the pillars of the universe, so are
your prayers, they are the pivots on which earth rests; they are the wheels
on which providence revolves; your prayers are like God’s decrees,
struggling to be born, and to become incarnate like their Lord.

God will, God must answer the prayers of his Church. Methinks I can see
in vision in the clouds, God’s register, his file on which he puts the prayers
of his Church. One after another they have been deposited, he has cast
none of them away, and consumed none of them in the fire, but he has put
them on his file, and smiled as the heap accumulated; and when it shall
reach a certain mark which he has set and appointed in his good pleasure,
and the last number of the prayers shall be completed, and the blood of
Christ shall have bedewed the whole, then will the Eternal speak, and it
shall be done he shall command and it shall stand fast. “Let there be light,”
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saith he, and there shall be light at once, “Let the kingdom come;” and the
kingdom shall come, he that letteth shall be put out of the way, he that
hindereth shall be cast down and trodden as the mire of the streets. Up,
Church of God, in all the glory of thy prayer, put on thy vestments and
begin to plead through Jesus Christ thy Great High Priest, enter thou
within the vail to-day, for God heareth thee, and he will surely answer
thee.

2. There is a second reason why the Church should continue in prayer,
namely, that by her prayers the world will most certainly be blessed. The
other evening in visiting the sick, I saw at the distance, down a long street,
the bright light of a fire. In a moment or so the flames seemed to yield, but
again it sprang up and lit the heavens, again it became dim, and dimmer
still. As we walked along, we said, “They have got the fire under. The
engines have been at work, how soon it is out! “I compare this to the
Church’s work upon the world. The world is as it were wrapped in flames
of the fire of sin, and the Church of God must quench those flames.
Whenever we meet together and are more earnest in prayer, angels might
well see in the distance the flames dimmed and the fire giving way.
Whenever we cease our exertions and become languid in our efforts, the
flame gets the upper hand of us, and once more spirits from the far-off
world can see the fiery mantle surrounding our globe. Hand up your
buckets, sirs, every man to the pump; now strip to it every one of you,
work while you have life and strength. Now each man to his knee, for it is
on our knees that we overcome; each man to his station and to his work,
and let us continue to pass from hand to hand the quenching water, till
every spark shall be put out, and there shall be a new heaven and a new
earth wherein dwelleth righteousness. To stop while but one part of the
fabric is on fire, would be to condemn the whole; to pause until the last
spark shall be extinct, would be to give up the world to the devouring
element. Continue, then, in prayer, till the world be wholly saved, and
Christ be universal King.

3. Thirdly, continue in prayer, because souls shall be saved as the result of
your entreaties. Can you stand on the beach a moment, — you can
scarcely see, but yet you may discern by the lights of lanterns sundry brave
men launching the lifeboat. It is out — they have taken their seats;
helmsman and rowers, all strong hearts, determined to save their fellows or
to perish. They have gotten far away now into the midst of the billows and
we have lost sight of them, but in spirit we will take our stand in the midst
of the boat. What a sea rolled in just then! If she were not built for such
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weather, she would surely have been overset. See that tremendous wave,
and how the boat leaps like a sea-bird over its crest. See now again, it has
plunged into a dreary furrow, and the wind, like some great plough, turns
up the water on either side as though it were clods of mould. Surely the
boat will find her grave, and be buried in the sheet of foam, — but no, she
comes out of it, and the dripping men draw a long breath. But the mariners
are discouraged, they have strained themselves bending to yonder oars, and
they would turn back, for there is small hope of living in such a sea, and it
is hardly possible that they will ever reach the wreck. But the brave captain
cries out, “Now, my bold lads, for God’s sake, send her on! A few more
pulls of the oar and we shall be alongside, the poor fellows will be able to
hold on a minute or two longer, now pull as for dear life.” See how the
boat leaps, see how she springs as though she were a living thing, a
messenger of mercy intent to save. Again, he says “Once more, once again,
and we will do it,” — no, she has been dashed aside from the ship for a
moment, that sea all but stove her in, but the helmsman turns her round,
and the captain cries, “Now, my boys, once more,” and every man pulls
with lusty sinews, and the poor shipwrecked ones are saved. Ay, it is just
so with us now. Long have Christ’s ministers, long have Christ’s Church
pulled with the gospel life-boat, let us pull again. Every prayer is a fresh
stroke of the oar, and all of you are oarsmen. Yes, ye feeble women, ye
confined to your beds, shut up in your chambers, who can do nothing else
but pray ye are all oarsmen in this great boat. Pull yet once more, and this
week let us drive the boat ahead, and it may be it will be the last
tremendous struggle that shall be required, for sinners shall be saved, and
the multitude of the redeemed shall be accomplished. Not we, but grace
shall do the work, yet is it ours to be workers for God.

4. But continue in prayer once more, because prayer is a great weapon of
attack against the error and wickedness of the world. 1 see before me the
strong bastions of the castle of Sin. I mark the host of men who have
surrounded it. They have brought the battering-ram, they have dashed it
many times against the gate; it has fallen with tremendous force against it,
and you would have supposed that the timbers would be split asunder the
first time. But they are staunch and strong, he who made them was a
cunning architect, he who depends upon them for his protection is one who
knew how to make the gate exceeding massive, — is one who knew the
struggle full well which he would have to endure — Prince of Darkness as
he is. If he knew of his defeat, yet well he knew how to guard against it if
it
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were possible. But I see this ponderous battering-ram as it has been hurled
with giant force again and again upon the gate, and has as often seemed to
recoil before the massive bars. Many of the saints of God are ready to say,
“Let us withdraw the instrument. Let us take away the besieging
armament, we shall never be able to storm this castle, we shall never effect
an entrance.” Oh, be not craven, sirs, be not craven. The last time the
battering-ram thundered in its course, I saw the timbers shake. The very
gate did reel, and the posts did rock to and fro; see now they have moved
the earth around their sockets. Hell is howling from within because it
knows how soon its end must come. Now, Christian warriors, use your
battering-rams once more, for the gates begin to shake, and the walls are
tottering. They will reel, they will fall ere long, — one more blow, and yet
another, and another, and another, and as Israel went up over the walls of
Jericho of old, so shall we soon go up over the fallen ruins of the walls of
the castle of Sin and Satan. The Church does not know how near her
victory is, we do not believe how much God is doing, but let the Holy
Spirit for once give us a little more faith, and in confidence that we are
nearing the victory, we shall continue in prayer. Turn not back when we
have all but overcome, continue still, even till the end shall be, and the
voice shall be heard! “Hallelujah, it is done; the kingdoms of this world
have become the kingdoms of our Lord and of his Christ.”

I1. The second exhortation is WATCH.

Watch, for you will soon be drowsy if you watch not. Joshua fought the
Amalekites, and I never read that his hand was weary, though the battle
occupied a very long day. Moses was on the mountain in prayer, and his
hands grew heavy, because prayer is such spiritual work, and we are so un-
spiritual that the tendency of prayer upon our nature will be to make us
drowsy, unless we watch. It is ill-praying, when we are drowsy. It is ill for a
Church that is not half-awake to be in supplication. All eyes must be
opened; the judgment, the imagination, the hope, the memory, all must be
in full vigor, or else we can scarcely hope that prayer shall be successful. I
think I see the Church as I fear she is now. There she is upon her knees,
with hands clasped; she mutters a few words; her head droops, for she is
weary; again she pleads, and yet again her head is well nigh fallen on her
bosom; she is a sleeping Church in prayer. Am I too severe in this my
picture? I believe it is true; I think there are some members of the Church
thoroughly awake, but they are few. There are multitudes of professors
who do not feel the value of souls. There are many who will meet in the
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room of this lower hall, and meet in our own chapels also, to pray, who are
nevertheless not awake, not awake to the world’s necessities, not awake to
Christ’s glory, not awake to the power of the gospel, nor awake to their
own responsibilities, so that they will pray, but pray and sleep. Here, then,
we see the value of the exhortation of the apostle — “Continue in prayer
and watch in the same.”

But watch for another reason: because as soon as ever you begin to pray
there will be enemies who will commence the attack. The Church never
was earnest yet without sooner or later discovering that the devil was in
earnest too. The devil has had an easy time of it up till the last six or seven
years, for the Church has been going on her old-fashioned way, doing
nothing at all. There was very little abuse of ministers, ministers were
getting to be very respectable men, and very little abuse of any section of
Christians — they were all getting to be very easy and loveable sort of
people. But as sure as the Church, or any section of the Church, shall be
right-down in earnest, they will be abused. Never think you are good for
anything till the world finds fault with you, never reckon that you have got a
success unless many begin to cry you down. I always think that an article
against you, if you have sought with an honest conscience to discharge
your duty in the sight of God, is one of the highest compliments the press
can pay you. Consider it as such. Never expect that the world will be
friends with the Church. Indeed the world will be friendly enough with the
Church, if the Church will not do her duty. If there were a sentinel set to
guard a post against surprise, if you knew him to be a very great friend of
those who meant to make the attack, I think you would suspect very soon
that he was in collusion with the enemy. No, sirs, they who fight Christ’s
battles, must be men who think as well of the world as the world thinks of
them, that is to say, who have no love to the world’s esteem, and the world
no love to them. Martin Luther used to say, “The world gives me a very
bad character, but there is no love lost between us, I can give to it as bad a
character as ever it gives to me.” The world says “Mountebank, pretender,
fanatic!” Be it so — be it so, O world, thou hast no power to honor
Christ’s ministers, except by upbraiding them. There is no power in the
wicked to honor Christ’s minister, except they are either trembling before
him, or else laughing at him. Either way we will gratefully accept the
honor, and write it down as being a proof of our success.

But watch, O Church of Christ, watch, a struggle awaits thee as sure as
ever thou art earnest in prayer. In riding, along the south coast of England
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you may have noticed the old Martello towers in constant succession very
near to each other. They are the result of an old scheme of protecting our
coast from our ancient enemies. It was supposed that as soon as ever a
French ship was seen in the distance the beacon would be fired at the
Martello tower, and then, across old England, wherever her sons dwelt,
there would flash the fiery signal news that the enemy was at hand, and
every man would seize the weapon that was next to him to dash the
invader from the shore. Now we need that the Church of Christ should be
guarded with Martello towers of sacred watchers, who shall day and night
look out for the attack of the enemy. For the enemy will come; if he come
not when we are prayerless he will surely come when we are prayerful. He
will show the cloven hoof as soon as ever we show the bended knee. If our
motto be “Prayer,” his watchword will be “Fierce attack.” Watch, then,
while ye continue in prayer.

But yet again; watch while ye pray for propitious events which may help
you in the answer to your prayer. 1 have known sea captains, when they
have got their ships loaded with coal, and they have wished to come up to
London with their cargo have been unable to get down the Tyne and out to
sea; if they could have got to sea, they could make their passage. And I
have once or twice known a wary captain, being well upon the watch,
manage to sail out of the river just while there was a little change of the
wind, and when his fellows have awakened in the morning, they have
missed him from his berth, and he has stolen a march upon them. He
watched and they did not, and having lost the wind, they have had to lie in
port till he has emptied out his cargo and returned. Now, the Church
should watch while she prays, to see if she cannot fulfill her own prayers,
look out for opportunities of doing good, and see if she cannot steal a
march upon her enemies. While she has one eye to heaven for help, she
must have the other eye on earth to look out for opportunities of doing
good. God doth not always send the Spirit to blow with the same force.
We cannot make the wind blow, but we can spread the sails; so, if we
cannot command the Spirit of God, when the Spirit of God does come, we
can observe his coming and avail ourselves of the glorious opportunity.
Watch, then, while ye pray.

Watch, too, for fresh arguments in prayer. Heaven’s gate is not to be
stormed by one weapon but by many. Spare no arrows, Christian. Watch
and see that none of the arms in thy armoury are rusty. Besiege the throne
of God with a hundred hands, and look at the promise with a hundred eyes.



102

You have a great work on hand for you have to move the arm that moves
the world; watch, then, for every means of moving that arm. See to it that
you ply every promise; that you use every argument; that you wrestle with
all might. When you are wrestling with an antagonist, you must keep your
eye on him, you must look to see what he means to do next, of where you
can get the next grip at him; see where you can get a hold, or plant your
foot, so that you can throw him down. So wrestle with the angel of mercy.
Watch while you pray. You cannot wrestle with your eyes shut, nor can
you prevail with God unless your own soul be in a watchful state. O Spirit
of God, arouse the Church, and help her to watch while she prays.

But one other remark; watch for the answers to your prayers. When you
post a letter to a friend, requesting a favor, you watch for an answer. When
you pray to God for a favor you do not expect him to hear you, some of
you. If the Lord were to hear some of your prayers, you would be
surprised. I do believe that if God should send to you what you have asked
for, you would be quite astonished. Sometimes when I have met with a
special answer to prayer and have told it, some have said — “1is it not
wonderful!” Not at all, it would be wonderful if it were not so. God says,
— “Ask, and ye shall receive;” if I should ask and not receive, it would be
wonderful. “Seek, and ye shall find;” if you seek and do not find, it is not
only wonderful, but I think it is contradictory to God’s Word. The Church
has but to ask, and she shall receive; she has but to knock, and the door of
mercy shall be opened. But we do not believe this. We fritter away God’s
promises, and clip the edge of them, and then we go to God in prayer, and
we think that prayer is a very holy exercise, but we do not think that God
really hears us. Too many professors believe it is their duty to pray but
really they are not so enthusiastic as to think that God actually listens, and
sends them what they ask for. A man who should say that he knew that
God heard his prayers, is in some quarters looked upon as an enthusiast.
And what is that but a proof that we do not believe this precious Book?
For let the most unprejudiced man be a judge, if this Book does not teach
that, “Whatsoever we ask in prayer, believing we shall receive,” then it
does not teach anything at all; and if it be not true that prayer is a power
which prevails with God, then shut this Book; it is not worthy of any
confidence, for it does plainly say that which you say it does not mean. The
fact is, my brothers and sisters, the answers to our prayers are always on
the way while we are asking. Sometimes they come while we are yet
speaking; sometimes they delay, because we have not prayed as we should.
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God keeps the mercy back at times, and puts it out at compound interest,
because he means to pay it to us interest and all; whereas if we had it at
once, we should miss the interest, which comes times doubles and trebles
the principal. We are never losers by his delays, but always gainers. We
ought never to say, even though providence should tell so, that God
forgets or is unmindful, we never ought to believe that God has been deaf
to our cries, or refused to answer our petitions. A true believer pleading
Christ’s name and sacrifice, and asking in faith, must and shall receive that
which he asks of God. Now, during the next week, the Churches will meet
together to ask for God’s blessing, and if that blessing were to come, we
should read the Missionary Herald, and it would begin, “There has been a
most surprising awakening throughout all the Churches in such-and-such a
country.” That word” surprising,” ought to be struck out. We should say,
“God has been as good as his word, we asked him to bless the world, and
he has done it; and if he does not do it, it will be because we have not
asked aright, for as sure as ever we had asked aright, God would have
heard us.” Ibelieve this to be as true as a mathematical proposition; if
twice two be four, then it is just as true that God hears prayer. I would not
look upon it as being a mere notion, a thought, a very fine imagining, or a
pretty idea; it is a fact, sirs; it is a fact. It is a fact which I could prove in
my own experience by a hundred instances if this were the time and place
to tell them. But I am sure that the people of God universally could prove
that God does hear prayer. As certainly as ever when you write to a friend
you get your answer, more surely and certainly still if you be pleading the
name of Christ, God will hear you. But oh! do open your eyes and look out
for the blessing. Do watch for it. Be not so simple as to sow the seed and
never to look for harvest; do not be planting and never looking for fruit.
Give up your prayers, or else expect them to be successful. When we were
little children we had a little plot of garden-ground, and we put our seeds
into it. I well recollect how the day after I had put in my seed I went and
scraped the soil away to see if it was not growing, as I expected it would
have been after a day or so at the very longest, and I thought the time
amazingly long before the seed would be able to make its appearance
above the ground. “That is childish,” you would say. I know it is, but I
wish you were childish too with regard to your prayers, that you would,
when you have put them in the ground, go and see if they have sprung up;
and if not at once — be not childish in refusing to wait till the appointed
time comes, always go back and see if they have begun to sprout. If you
believe in prayer at all, do expect God to hear you. If you do not expect,
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you will not have it. God will not hear you unless you believe he will hear
you, but if you believe he will, he will be as good as your faith. He will
never allow you to think better of him than he is; he will come up to the
mark of your thoughts, and according to your faith so shall it be done unto
you.

IT1. T have a third point, but my time is almost gone, therefore let me dwell
on it very briefly. The third point is, GIVE THANKS.

Prayer should be mingled with praise. I have heard that in New England
after the Puritans had settled there a long while, they used to have very
often a day of humiliation, fasting, and prayer, till they had so many days of
fasting, humiliation, and prayer, that at last a good senator proposed that
they should change it for once, and have a day of thanksgiving. It is of little
use to be always fasting; we ought sometimes to give thanks for mercies
received. Now, during this week, there are to be days of prayer; take care
that they are days of praise too. Why should we go to God as mournful
beings, who plead piteously with a hard master who loves not to give?
When you give a penny to a beggar in the street, you like to see him smile
at you — do you not? Is he a crossing-sweeper, and you have given him a
trifle, he looks extremely grateful and happy, and you think within
yourself, “What a small expense has made that man happy! I think I will
buy another pennyworth of joy the next time I pass by.” So you give him
all the more because of his thankfulness to you. Now, go not before God
with a rueful face, ye people of God, as though he had never heard you
before, and you were about to try a great experiment on one who was
exceedingly deaf and did not like to give you mercies. God is as pleased to
give you his blessing as ever you are to receive it. It is as much to his
honor as it is to your comfort. He takes more pleasure in your prayers than
you do in his answers. Come, therefore, boldly, come with thankfulness in
your heart and upon your lip, and join the hymn of praise with the cry of
prayer. Be thankful for what God has done, Look at the past year; I
commend it to your consideration when you meet for prayer. Has there
been for the last twenty years such a year as the last? If any man had said
seven years ago there would be preaching in St. Paul’s Cathedral and
Westminster Abbey, we should never have believed him. But is has been,
and is to be again. If any friends had said that nearly all the theatres in
London would be filled on the Sabbath-day, “Oh,” you would have said,
“it is ridiculous, it is an absurd notion.” But it is done, sirs, it is done. If
any had said to you seven years ago there would have been a congregation
of many thousands who,
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without any drawback in numbers, would always assemble every Sabbath
day to listen to one minister, you would have said, “Ridiculous! there is no
precedent for it; it is impossible; it is not at all possible that the Spirit of
God can incline a people’s heart so long to listen to one man.” It is done,
sirs, it is done. And what are we to do but to give God thanks for it? When
we come before him to ask him for fresh mercies, let us not be so foolish
as to forget the past. “Sing unto him, sing unto him, sing psalms unto him;
come into his presence with thanksgivings, and show thyself glad in him
with psalms, for the Lord is God and a great King above all gods.” So
thank him for the past and pray to him for the future. Thank him, too, for
the power to pray. Thank him for the privilege of taking the Church’s
wants before him. And do better still; thank him for the mercy which is to
come. Great God, I thank thee for Sinim, the land of China, which shall
come unto thee. I praise thee for India, which shall receive thee. I praise
thee for Ethiopia, which shall stretch out her arms unto thee. Great God,
today we bless thee for what thou wilt do. Thy promise is, in the estimation
of our faith, as good as the performance itself. We extol and glorify thee.
For thy right hand, O Lord! thy right hand, O Lord, hath dashed in pieces
the enemy. Thou hast broken the bow and cut the spear in sunder; thou
hast burned the chariot in the fire; thy right hand, O Lord, hath gotten thee
the victory. Oh come let us sing unto the Lord, for he hath triumphed
gloriously. Let us laud and extol him, for he is King for ever and ever! Say
unto Zion, “Thy God reigneth.” Behold, he cometh; he cometh to judge the
world in righteousness and the people with equity. Rejoice before him, O
ye hills, clap your hands, O ye cedars! Let the sea roar and the fullness
thereof; the world, and all that dwell therein! Praise him, ye heavens; and
ye heaven of heavens; ye spirits that stand before his throne, for he is God,
and beside him there is no God. The whole earth praises thee, O God, and
all thy creatures bless thee for ever and ever!

Thus with the censor of prayer and praise let us be this week like priests of
God; and thou great High Priest, take thou our sacrifice and offer it before
thy Father’s face.

I close my sermon. O that some here present may lay the subject of prayer
to heart this week! Get alone, dear friends, get alone this week! Pray for
your children this week, and groan with God over your ungodly sons and
daughters! Pray for your neighbors this week! Put God to the test! See if
he do not open the windows of heaven upon you. Be you much in prayer
and you shall be much blessed. And O poor sinner! thou who hast never
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prayed before, the year of God’s redeemed is come; this is the acceptable
day of the Lord. If you seek him, he will be found of thee. “Seek ye the
Lord while he may be found; call ye upon him while he is near.” Cry to
him now! Say —

“0 sovereign grace, my heart subdue!”

Trust Jesus with your soul, and unworthy though you be, your prayer shall
he heard, and you shall be able to join with the company of the faithful in
praying for others as well as for yourself. God bless you all, for Jesu’s
sake! Amen.
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PORTRAITS OF CHRIST.
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A SERMON DELIVERED ON SUNDAY MORNING, JANUARY 13TH,
1861,

BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,

AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.

“For whom he did foreknow he also did predestinate to be conformed to the
image of his Son.” — Romans 8:29.

IT is not so much predestination which will occupy our attention this
morning, as the fact that believers are predestinated fo be conformed to the
image of God’s dear Son.

Perhaps nothing in the world is a surer sign of littleness than a slavish
imitation of any man. Men lose that which is an honor to them,
individuality, and then they lose that which is a power to them, originality,
the moment they commence walking in another man’s track. When one
painter slavishly copies another, he is only known as the satellite of the
greater luminary, he himself is neither respectable nor respected. But this is
not the case when men select models which are confessed to be perfect.
You never hear a man accused of a want of originality because he studies
the models in sculpture of Ancient Greece. It is not usual to hear the
accusation of imitation brought against painters who have studiously
examined the works of Michael Angelo or of Raphael. These men are put
at the head of their respective schools, and the following of these masters
of the art is voted to be no folly but true wisdom. ‘Tis even so with the
imitation of Christ. To imitate other men is weakness; to copy Christ is
strength. Christ is the perfect type of manhood. He who should imitate him
the most nearly, would be the most original man upon earth. It may seem a
paradox, but it is one which nevertheless needs only to be tried to be
proved, no man will be looked upon as so strange, so singular a being
among his fellows, as the man who shall nearest approach to the image of
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the Lord Jesus. He imitates, we grant you; he copies, we confess it, but he
is himself, despite his copying, an original to other men, and he stands out
from the common herd as being a distinguished and celebrated individual;
he will be “known and read of all men.” If Ishould stand here this
morning, my hearers, to exhort you to imitate any one model in manhood
except Christ, I should feel that I had a difficult task with sensible men.
There is not in all the annals of our race, a single name which I could bid
you love and reverence so much as to shut your eyes to the faults
connected therewith. There is not a single biography truthfully written,
which I would have you read, and then say, “I will re-live this man’s life
precisely as he lived it.” You would make shipwreck if you should blindly
steer in the wake of the noblest of your brethren. You may take a virtue
here, and a virtue there, and then in God’s strength seek to imitate those
men, who excelled in those points, but to imitate an Abraham in all things,
would not make you an Abraham, nor would it make you what you should
be. To seek to follow a Job in all respects would not bring you to be
perfect, even as your Father which is in heaven is perfect. There remains
but one model we can ever commend to you, and only one which a man of
strong mind can accept as his copy in every jot and tittle. That I shall
endeavor to present to you this morning, while I preach the great doctrine
that all believers are predestinated to be conformed to the image of Christ
Jesus.

In what sense? Wherefore? and Is it possible? Three points each
interesting.

I. IN WHAT SENSE IS A BELIEVER TO BE CONFORMED TO THE IMAGE OF
CHRIST?

There are some views which would be taken of this subject, which I think
would be shallow and would not reach the full meaning of the Word of
God. Some men conceive that they are to bear the image of Christ to
warrant them as being his followers, although their works tell another tale.
They are to be called Christians, and then under the garb and cover of
Christianity, they are to make their vices appear like virtues, and their
crimes are to be dignified as though they were the highest morality. Now a
Christian is not to bear the image of Christ as apenny bears the
superscription of the Queen. That image is put there to make the coin
current among men; but a penny is not the image of the Queen, it is only
stamped with it. There are some Christians who think that they have the
seal of the Spirit upon them, the stamp of Christ’s warranty, and that they
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can claim to be accepted as Christians, because they imagine they have the
seal of the Spirit, and the stamp of Christ’s warranty upon then, Now, as
the penny is not conformed after all to the image of the person whose face
it bears, so such a man is not, by any pretended warranty he thinks he has,
really conformed to the image of Christ. There is something more required
of us, and something more will be bestowed upon us by the Spirit, than
having in some dark corner the name of Jesus tatooed into the skin of our
profession.

Nor, again; neither have they attained to a conformity to the image of
Christ, who are content with a cold morality. You have seen a statue so
exceedingly well chiselled, that it is the very image of the statesman or the
warrior whom it represents; you might dream that it looked from those
stony eyes; you might imagine that it would step from its pedestal. Is it
not put in the attitude of one who is about to lead the troops to battle?
Could you not conceive it crying, “On, comrades, on! “But it stands there
stiff and stolid, and its lips move not. It is dumb, and blind, and
motionless. I know some whose imitation of Christ is as if it were cut in
marble, there is no life in it. Now, this is not the conformity to Christ’s
image which the Spirit will give to us. We are not to be mere pictures of
Christ, dead and lifeless, but the very life-blood of Christ is to run in our
veins, our activity and our energy is to be consecrated and Christ-like, we
are to be like him as living men. Not as cold frozen things, or mummies
swathed in the bandages of law, but as living free-men we are to he
conformed to the image of Christ Jesus.

Some there be, too, who imagine that to be confined to the image of
Christ Jesus, it will be quite enough to act publicly as Christ would have
acted.

They are always talking about points of conscience: “Would Christ have
done this” or “that?” And then they answer it according to their own
fancies. They see some Christian man who walks under “the perfect law of
liberty,” and is not bound by the “touch not, taste not, handle not,” of the
old Mosaic spirit, and they cry over him. “Would Christ have done such a
thing?” They see a believer laugh, “Would Christ have done it?” If a
Christian man keeps a carriage, “Ah,” they say, “did Christ ever ride in a
carriage?” And so they think that by putting on a face that is more marred
than that of any other man, they shall become the very image of Christ
Jesus. You know that in the theatres men come forth as kings, “and strut
their little hour;” and for awhile they are the very image of Julius Caesar,
or of Richard III, and do you suppose that such is the intention of the Holy
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Spirit, that you and I should be so dressed, that in outward appearance we
should be the image of Christ, and yet not be like Christ really and truly?
God forbid we should indulge so idle a dream. The fact is, men and
brethren, while practically we must be like the Savior, yet the greatest
conformity to his image must be within; it must be that unseen spirit, that
essential holiness which dwells where only God can see it, which shall
constitute the main part of our likeness to Christ. You might put on to-
morrow, a garment without seam, woven from the top throughout; you
might put sandals on the soles of your feet; you might wear your beard
uncut, and so say, “In all this I seek to be like Christ,” and you might even
ride through the streets of Jerusalem upon” a colt, the foal of an ass,” but
you would be a great deal more the image of a fool, than you would be the
image of Christ. This imitation is not to be in mere externals, it is to be in
internals, in the very essence and spirit of your Christian character.

1. In what then is this conformity to be found? I reply, in three things. First,
the believer is to be conformed to the image of Christ in character. Now,
when we think of Christ, what thoughts arise at once? We think, in the first
place, of an humble one, of one who, “though he was rich, yet for our
sakes became poor.” We think of a man who was meek and lowly in heart,
who took no lordship over the sons of men, but was a servant of servants
and washed his disciples’ feet. If we would be like Christ we must be
humble, we must cast aside that self-conceit which is interwoven into our
nature, we must strive against that pride, which is, alas! too natural to us
all. When we think of Christ we always bring up before our minds the idea
of one who was diligent in his Father’s business; we see before us not an
idle sluggard, not one who sought his own rest, who slept upon the oar that
he ought to tug, or reclined upon the sword with which he should
fight. We find him one who went about doing good who knew no rest
except that wondrous rest which his holy toil afforded to his spirit. “I have
meat to eat,” saith he, “that ye know not of.” Now if we would be like
Christ, we must conquer our constitutional sloth, we must spurn all the
softnesses of ease, we must be good soldiers, and bear hardness. We must
spend and be spent, if we would bear his image. When we think of Christ,
again, we see one who was full of /ove — not that love which cants and
whines, but the love which is true and honest, and which for love’s sake
dare not flatter. We see a love which dwelt not in words, but in very deeds;
of love which gave its whole self up to the objects which it had chosen. If
we would be like Christ we must be pillars of love. We must not be so
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loving that we yield up everything that is masculine in our nature; our love
must be that faithful love which, in faithfulness, gives wounds even to a
friend; and yet must it be so deep, so true, that we would prefer to be
sacrificed and to be offered up in the most painful manner rather than the
objects of our affection should be made to suffer. Oh! we have never
come to be like Christ till love is legible upon our very face, till we have
got rid of our crabbed and stern visage, till we have had cast out of us that
seven- fold devil of intolerance and bigotry. We have never come to be
like Christ till we have arms that would embrace a world. We have never
come to be like him till we have a heart on which the name of the Church
is written, and a breast which bears the names of all the redeemed, as the
High Priest bore the breast-plate before the mercy-seat.

But yet, further, I think we always associate with the name of Christ not
simply humility, and service, and love, but devotion and prayerfullness.
We know that when he had ceased to preach he began to pray. When he
had left the mountain side which had been his pulpit, he went to another
mountain which became his silent oratory. The disciples might sleep, but
not the Master. They might sleep for sorrow, but he sweats great drops of
blood for agony.

“Cold mountains and the midnight air
Witnessed the fervor of his prayer”

We can never be like the Master, till not only in public but in private we
are God’s own; never till we know the power of knee-work, till we know
how to struggle with strong crying, and tears; never till we could almost
shed great drops of blood, when we are pleading for the souls of men;
never till our heart is ready to burst with a sacred agony, when we are
wrestling with God — never till then shall we be conformed to the image
of God’s dear Son. Ah, my brethren, I feel, in trying to describe what that
image is, like one who handles the brush with a shaking, palsied hand,
although he has the outlines of the most beauteous form sketched upon the
canvas of the age to paint. Lo! I have daubed where I ought to have been
skillful. T have but sought to paint one feature; but who among us can
describe the whole? We can but gather up all thoughts and say, one man is
admirable for his faith, another for his patience; one is distinguished for his
courage, and another for his affection; but he is altogether lovely! Christ is
not a mixture of many beauties, but he is a// beauty put together.
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“Nature, to make his beauties known,
Must mingle colors not her own.”

We must exhaust all the eulogies which were ever poured upon the heads
of the excellent, we must drain dry all the earnest strains of enthusiastic
song that were ever cast at the feet of the heroes of this world, and when
we have done all this, we have not begun to sing the song which is due to
our beloved, our perfect exemplar and covenant head. In moral virtues,
then, the Christian is to be conformed to Christ.

2. But, further, there is one thing which is so linked to Christ that you
cannot think of him without it, and that is, Ais cross. You do not see all of
Christ till you see his cross. By four nails was he fastened to it; by more
than four sure thoughts is he ever linked in the minds of his people with his
agony and his death. If we are ever conformed to Christ, we must bear his
cross. Do you see him, Christian? He is despised and rejected of men. Do
you see him passing through the midst of a crowd yelling and hooting at
him? Men whom he had blessed are cursing him; lame men whom he had
healed are using the power which he gave that they may run to scorn him;
lips that had been dumb if he had not given them speech are venting
blasphemies upon him, and he, the lovely one forsaken of all, goes without
the camp bearing his reproach. Do you see him, believer? The world counts
him to be the offscouring of all things. It cries, “Away with him, away with
him! It is not fit that he should live.” It awards him a slave’s death. He
must not only die, but die as a menial dieth; he must not simply so die, but
die without the camp, as a thing accursed and unclean. See there an image
of yourself, if you ever be conformed to his likeness; you must bear the
cross of suffering; you must bear the shame and spitting of ungodly men.
You, too, must become in your measure the song of the drunkard; you
must go without the camp, even of his professed followers, you must be
crucified to the flesh, and its affections and lusts, you must be dead to the
world, and the world must be dead to you, or else you will never
completely bear the image of Christ.

And while Italk on this subject I am smitten with grief, for, indeed, if I
wanted a living illustration of this, must I not rather find it in contrast than
in comparison? O, what multitudes of professors we have who have found
out a new way to shun the cross! We have ministers who could preach all
the year round, and no man would ever find fault with them. We have
some who can prophecy such smooth things, that none of their hearers
gnash
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their teeth in anger against them. We have Christian merchants who find it
not at all impossible to keep their profession and yet to be dishonest in
their trade. We find men who are first and foremost in all manner of
worldliness; they are the world’s men, and yet they are Christ’s men too,
they say. Where they shall stand in that day when the secrets of all hearts
shall be known I will not say; but I leave that text to declare it in which it is
written, “The love of this world is enmity against God.” If any man
professes to be a Christian, let him count the cost first if he means to be a
thorough Christian, and let him put down among the first items loss of
reputation, and if he means to be decisive in his convictions, let him put
down, loss of many friends, and let him think it no strange thing when the
fiery trial shall come upon him. God grant you, my brothers and sisters,
that you may have fellowship with Christ in his sufferings, and that in the
bearing of the cross you may be conformed to his image.

Once more only upon this first point. To-day we think of Christ not merely
as the bearer of the cross, but as the wearer of the crown.

“The head that once was crown’d with thorns,
Is crown’d with glory now;
A royal diadem adorns
The mighty Victors brow.
No more the bloody
spear,
The cross and nails no more;
For hell itself shakes at his name,
And all the heavens adore.”

And — blessed thought! — the believer is to be conformed to the image of
the Crowned One as well as of the Crucified One. If we be cross bearers
we shall be crown wearers. If the hand shall feel the nail, it shall grasp the
palm. If the foot shall be tightly fastened to the wood, it shall one day be
girt with the sandals of immortal bliss. Fear not, believer! It is necessary
that you should first bear the image of the sorrowful that you should
afterwards bear the image of the glorious. Christ himself came not to his
crown except by his cross, he descended that he might ascend, he stooped
to conquer, he went into the grave that he might rise above all principalities
and powers. As the man-Mediator, he earned his dignity by his sufferings,
and you, too, must fight if you would reign, you, too, must endure if you
would will, you must run the race if you would obtain the reward. O then
let your hears be cheered! As you have borne “the image of the earthy,”
you shall also bear “the image of the heavenly.” You shall be like him when
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you shall see him as he is, you shall be perfect, blessed, honored,
magnified, and glorified in him. Does he sit at the right hand of God, even
the Father? You, too, shall sit at his right hand. Doth the Father say to
him, “Well done,” and look on him with inexpressible delight? He shall
say, “Well done, good and faithful servant,” even to you, and you shall
enter into the joy of your Lord. Is he without a pain, without a fear? Is he
without anything to mar the splendor of his magnificence? So shall you be.
You are as he was in this world, you shall be in the world to come just
what he is there. Come, cross! I stoop my willing shoulders to thee, if |
may afterward bow my head to receive that crown. Come, earth! and lay
thy heaviest cross upon me. Come, ye adversaries of the truth! and bring
your hammer and your nails. Come, thou chief enemy! and bring thy
sharpest spear. My soul shall bare her breast, and hold out hands and feet
to receive the marks of the Lord Jesus, that in these she may afterwards
arise to claim the crown, to claim the image of the glorious, because she
has borne the image of the despised.

Now all this, I take it, is contained in my text. We are predestinated to be
God formed to the hinge of God’s Son in character, in suffering, and,
afterwards, in glory.

I1. But, secondly, and though it be a very extensive subject, hurriedly,
WHEREFORE SHOULD WE BEAR THE IMAGE OF THE HEAVENLY? Why
should we be transformed as unto the image of Christ?

Very many answers spring up, and each one of them claims the preference.
But to begin, well may we desire to bear the image of Christ, because it
was that which we lost in Eden. We look back to Paradise with many a
sigh, but well, I ween, the spiritual mind sighs not for the spice-groves,
nor for the verdant walks, nor for the trees luxuriant with fruit. If Eden
had been a Sahara, a howling desert, the truly spirituals mind would long
to have it back again for one reason, namely, that there man was in the
image of his Maker. “Let us make man in our own image,” said God,
“after our own likeness. “All the losses we sustained by Adam’s ruin were
very little, compared with that great loss of the likeness and image of the
immortal and immaculate Deity. Oh! if we had been spotless and undying,
like the God whose image Adam bore, we might well have endured to
have the earth sterile and barren; and all the pains and pangs which the
curse brought upon us, would have been light and trivial, if we had still
retained the image of our God.
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Now then, my brethren, it is this which Christ restores to us. He re-makes
us, takes away the sinful, rebellious visage, which our father bore when he
was expelled from the garden, re-stamps God’s own face on us, and makes
us in the image of the Most High again. Oh! if Eden were a sorrowful loss,
and if it be desirable to obtain its Paradise again, surely the inure of God
must be desirable first and foremost of all.

But, then, ought not that to be the object of other ambition, which is the
ultimate end of God’s decree? God, it is true, has predestinated believers
to heaven, but that is not all. I do not read in so many words, that this
saints predestinated to Paradise, but I do read that they are predestinated
to be conformed to the image of his dear Son. This is the end of the whole
predestination of God, to make his elect like their elder brother, that he
may be the first-born among many brethren. And that which God sees great
enough to be the object of all his acts in providence, and all his deeds in
grace, that which he makes the ultimate end of his predestination, ought
certainly never to be a trifle to you and to me; rather, we ought to pant and
long for it as the highest desire of our souls.

But again; the image of Christ is the Spirit’s latent work in us. In that day,
when we are regenerated, the new man is put into us; now in what image is
that new man? It is in the image of him that created him. The new man, we
are expressly told by Paul is renewed in the image of Christ Jesus. The
moment that a sinner believes, there is put into hill the first germ of a
perfect Christ; it needs but that it should be nourished by the Spirit and
continually fed, and it will grow into the perfect stature of a man in Christ.
Yet even now in a believer, who was converted but yesterday, there is the
image of Christ, though it has not come to the perfect stature. Just as the
new-born child is aman, and in acertain sense perfect, and bears
completely the image of manhood; yet is it true that that image is not fully
developed, so in the new-born believer there is Christ, the indwelling
Christ, but it is the Christ of the manger rather than the Christ of the
wilderness. There i1s an infant Christ in every Christian, that Christ is to
grow and to expand, and then at last in death, shaking off the coils, the
troublesome burden of the old man, this new man which has been growing
these years by grace, shed step out, and as the serpent casts off its old
slough, and comes out fresh and young covered with azure hues, so shall
the new man leave all corruptions behind, and we shall be discovered to be
made in the perfect image of Christ Jesus our Lord and Master. Now, if
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this be the Spirit’s work, certainly it ought to be our love, and we ought to
be ever seeking after it.

But further, my dear friends, I need not plead this case with you if you be
Christians, for there is not a believer alive who does not pant to be like
Christ. If 1 had but one prayer to pray, and might not pray another, it
would be this, “Lord, make me like Christ,” for that is to comprehend all
our other prayers in one. Like Christ, free from all corruptions should I be;
free from infirmity and passion. I might be tempted, but I could say, “The
Prince of this world cometh and hath nothing in me.” “Like Christ,” — O
if that prayer should involve the lion’s den, or the furnace fiery heat,
‘twere well. ‘twere well! We could take these encumbrances upon the
blessed estate if we could but once have the fair lands. To be like Christ,
— Oh! what trial would you not endure with it even though you had the
direst tribulation coupled therewith. Better to be like Christ in his poverty,
in his wanting a place whereon to lay his head; better to be like him as
despised and rejected of men, than to be like a Caesar, or the richest, and
in the world’s eye, the most happy of men. Better try be with Christ in his
worst estate than to be with an evil man in his best. If, then, this be the
universal prayer and cry of the Christian, shall not we, my brethren, as
part of the same family, join in it and say, “Lord, make me to be
conformed to the image of Christ, my Lord?”

And after all, if we need anything to whet our appetites and to stimulate
our desires once more — is not this our highest glory on earth, and is not
this our crowning privilege above? What more glorious for a man than to
be like Christ? Ido believe that if the spirit of envy could penetrate the
hierarchy of angels, Gabriel would envy the poorest man on earth, because
that anon has a possibility of being like Christ, while the angel, though he
may be like him in some respects, can never grow into the perfect stature
of a man in Christ. I do think, brethren, that if it cattle to the point to-day,
and the angelic spirits could have permission to exchange their robes of
light for our livery of rags; if they could lay aside their harps to take up the
tools of our toil, if they could relinquish their crowns to have their
immortal brows moistened with our sweat; if they could give up the golden
streets to tread earth’s mire and dirt, they would think it a high boon and a
matchless privilege to be allowed to make the exchange, with this proviso,
that thereby they might be recognized as being in the likeness of the Son of
God. Why this will make believers throughout eternity distinguished. Many
a man has thought that a few hour’s toil was but a mere trifle — a few
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minutes’ exposure of his life was a little thing only to be snapped at if he
might by that will years of honor and esteem among the sons of men. But
what must it be in comparison when these light afflictions, which are but
for a moment are working out for us a far more exceeding and eternal
weight of glory, because these light afflictions put us in the posture and
give us the possibility of becoming conformed to the image of Christ. I tell
thee, Gabriel, — if thou canst hear the voice of mortal now — that sinner
though I be, and groaning beneath the load of my imbred sin, mixed though
I be with the sons of men, and often groaning in the tents of Kedar; yet I
would that change with thee, for I have the hope, the hope to which thou
canst not aspire, that aft I have slept in death, Ishall wake up in his
likeness; and as I have borne” the image of the heavenly,” so shall I bear
“the image of the heavenly.” Thou wilt not scorn me, I know, bright spirit,
because I bear the broken and disfigured image of the earthy; they too,
wouldst be glad to try bear it if thou mightest afterwards, as the result
thereof, bear the irate of the heavenly, towards which thefts Arrest eyes of
ravishing delight and inexpressible admiration each hotter. To see the glee
of Christ is angels’ joy; to wear that face is ours. To bow before it is their
delight, but to be transformed into it is our privilege — a privilege, I dare
to say, which no other creature that God has ever made shall possess the
privilege of being like the Son of Man, and so, like the Son of God.

IT1. But, thirdly and lastly, IS IT POSSIBLE? IS IT POSSIBLE?

“I have tried,” says Belle, “to make myself like Christ, and I cannot.”
Indeed, thou canst not. This is art which excels all art. Ah! there is a skill
needed to make thee like Christ which thrift enlist never have. Why, sirs,
the most wondrous painters, who have never failed before, always fail in
the very portrait of Christ. They cannot paint the chief among ten
thousand, the altogether lovely. They fail entirely when they once come
there. They may labor, they may strive, but he is fairer than the sons of
men. And if so with the earthy image, what must it be with that within?
Orators, before whose eloquence men have been swayed to and fro as the
waves are tossed by the fourth wind, have confessed their utter inability, by
any figures of speech, ever to reach the excellencies of Christ. Divinest
poets, whose hearts have been pregnant with celestial fire, have been
compelled to lay down their harps, and relinquish all hope ever to sing the
song of songs concerning this fairest Solomon. And must it not be a vastly
harder task for a man to be made like Christ? If we can neither paint him
nor sing, him, nor preach him, how can we live him, how can we be like
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him? How can we bear his image if we cannot even paint it? Indeed, if this
were our work, it were impracticable, and we might dissuade you from the
task. But it is not your work, it is God’s work. ‘Twas God who
predestinated us to be conformed to the image of his son; and God who
“made the decree;” will fulfill it himself, am by his omnipotence, the same
power which created Christ in the virgin’s womb shall create a Christ even
in our sinful hearts, and cause our sins to die out before the indwelling of
the living Christ.

But wherein lies the hardness of our being made like Christ? I suppose it
lies first, in the material to be worked upon. “Oh,” saith one, “there is
never a possibility of making an image of Christ out of me. Sculptors
choose polished marble; I, indeed, am but a rough unhewn stone of the
quarry; friable, unworkable I know that the chisel will only blunt its edge
upon me; I never can be made like Christ. What! build a temple for God
out of bramble bushes? Make acrown for the King of kings out of
common pebbles of the brook?” “No,” say we, “it cannot be.” But, stop,
sir, what mattereth the material when you know the great artificer? God is
the great artist who has predestinated and decreed that he will make you,
who are to-day like a devil, one day to be like Christ. It is a daring task. It
is like God. It is an impossible task, it is only fit for one hand and that one
has undertaken it and will achieve it. For, sirs, when God decrees a thing,
what is to stand in his way? He can make pathways through the flood, he
can take the fiery power mat of the flame, he can take the drowning
influence out of the waters To him all things are possible. Can he not, then,
even in the charnel-house of your heart, put a Christ who shall bring a
glorious resurrection, put a new life in you, and transmute even the base
metal of your nature, till you shall become like the golden nature of him
who is God incarnate? Oh! when we have God to deal with, what
mattereth the material? He can overthrow your depravity, can cast off your
lust, and make you like your Lord.

“Ah! but,” saith one, “there is another difficulty, think want a world I live
in. How can I be like Christ? It is very well preaching this, sir, to us. If you
had a number of hermits’ cells for us all to live in, it might be done. If you
would build a large monastery, and let us all live as Christian brethren
together, it might be possible; but I tell you, sir, you do not know my
business. It cannot be done, sir. I have to mix with men that curse and
blaspheme, I cannot be like Christ. Besides, my business is so trying to the
temper, so irritating, it cannot be done, sir, I tell you. And then, you do not
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know we have so many tricks in trade, and our trade has so many
temptations in it, that it is very difficult for us to prevent ourselves being
decoyed. Sir, it is not possible for us to be like Christ while we have to mix
with this wicked world. We get one touch, as it were, put into the picture
on a Sunday, and we think we shall be like Christ one day, but the devil
puts six black touches in during the week, and spoils the whole, it cannot
be done, sir, it is not possible we should ever be like Christ “But God says
it shall be done. God has predestinated you if you be a believer to be
conformed to the image of his dear Son. Of course Satan will do his best to
stay God’s decrees; but what shall become of anything that stands in the
way of God’s decree? As the car of Juggernaut rolls remorselessly on, and
crushes any man, be he king or what he may, who dares to place himself in
its track so shall God’s decree. On, on it goes, and through blood and
bones of your carnal nature, and natural depravity, that triumphant chariot
of God shall grind. “A hideous figure,” say you. Indeed, sirs, you shall find
that there is something, hideous in your experience. You will have to suffer
for it. If you are in this world you will have to be as Jesus was in this
world. Rest assured that though God will make you like Christ, yet
inasmuch as you are in a world of sinners, it will necessitate your suffering
like him; it will not take from you the power to hear his image, but it will
bring about you, as a hornet’s nest, all those who hated Christ aforetime. I
was standing one day at my window, when living far from London, and I
saw on a house opposite a canary bird, which had by some means or other
got loose from its cage. It had no sooner rested upon the roof than about
twenty sparrows came round it, and began to pick and pull, and although
the poor thing resisted, and flew hither and thither, it stood but a very poor
chance in the midst of so many enemies. I remembered that text — “Mine
heritage is unto me as a speckled bird; the birds round about are against
her.” That will be your lot. Mark this! If you are to be like Christ, you will
be a speckled bird, and if you are not pecked upon by others, you may
question whether you are not one of their own kind, and therefore they let
you alone, and freely associate with you; but if you differ from them, and
prove you have another nature than theirs, you will surely be opposed and
maligned, even as your Master was.

Once more only and I have done. Many a Christian heart has said, “I think
the difficulty about the material is not so great when I think of the
omnipotence of God; and the difficulty about the associations is not so
very hard, for I can suffer and I am willing to suffer if I may but be like
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Christ, but the great and insurmountable obstacle is this — that image is so
perfect 1 can never reach it. It is high as heaven what can I know? It
surpasses my thoughts, I cannot conceive the ideal, how, then can I reach
the feet? If it were to be like David I might hope it, if it were to be made
like Josiah, or some of the ancient saints, I might think it possible; but to be
like Christ, who is without spot or blemish, and the chief among ten
thousand, and altogether lovely, I cannot hope it. I look, sir, I look, and
look and look again, till I turn away, tears filling my eyes, and I say, “Oh, it
were presumption for such a fallen worm as I, to hope to be like Christ.”
And did you know it, that while you were thus speaking, you were really
getting the thing you thought to be impossible? Or did you know that,
while you were gazing on Christ, you were using the only means which can
be used to effect the divine purpose? And when you bowed before that
image overawed, do you know it was because you began to be made like
it? When I come to love the image of Christ it is because I have some
measure of likeness to it. It was said of Cicero’s works if any man could
read them with admiration, he must be in a degree an orator himself. And if
any man can read the life of Christ, and really love it, methinks there must
be somewhat — however little — that is Christ-like within himself. And if
you as believers will look much at Christ, you will grow like him; you shall
be transformed from glory to glory as by the image of the Lord. I look at
you, I do not grow like you; you look at me, you grow not like me. You
look at Christ — Christ looks at you — he is photographed on you by his
own power of light. Without need of any light beyond himself, he
photographs his image on the face of those who live much in fellowship
with him, and who contemplate much his character. Now then believer, it is
true the image of Christ is sublime, but then it, by the Spirit, makes you
into itself, so that the difficulty supplies the means, and that which looks
like the obstacle becomes really the means to the attainment thereof. Go
again and look at Christ. Go and weep because you are not like him. Go
and bow before him with adoration. Go and strain upwards to that great
height. In doing so your very failures are successes; your fears are proofs
that you are beginning to be like him. Are you not beginning to sorrow as
he sorrowed? Your very agony, because you cannot be as he is, is a
beginning of the agony which he endured, because he would have had the
cup pass from him. I say, sirs, that the more you look at him though it may
tend to dispirit you, that very dispiriting is a part of the divine process it is a
chipping away from the block of marble an excrescence, which, if not
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removed, would have malted the image entirely. God help you to live near
to Christ, and so shall you be more and more like him every day!

To conclude; one thing is certain, and having mentioned that, I have done.
You will either bear the image of Christ, or the image of Satan. You will
be developed every one of you, sirs. Either those eyes will develop, till
they are the very eyes of fiends, and roll with the hellish leer of
blasphemy; that mouth will be developed till it gnashes its teeth in diabolic
scorn; that hand will be developed till it has itself as though it were iron,
and dares to defy the Eternal, that soul will be developed till it becomes a
living hell, a hell as full of pains as hell itself is full of demons; or else —
and God grant that you may have this last alternative! — or else those eyes
will shine till they become like the eyes of Christ, which are as flames of
fire that face will be transformed till it becomes like the face of Christ, as
though it glowed with heaven itself; that heart will be developed till it
becomes a heaven as full of songs as heaven itself is full of music. By faith
in Christ, or unbelief, your destiny may be known. Dost thou believe in
Christ? Thou art predestinated to be like him. Art thou an unbeliever?
Then if thou diest so, thou shalt be transformed into the image of darkness.
God save thee! Christ help thee! “Believe in the Lord Jesus Christ and
thou shalt be saved,” for “He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved;
but he that believeth not shall be damned.”

God add his blessing for Jesu’s sake!
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WORDS OF EXPOSTULATION.
NO. 356

A SERMON DELIVERED ON SUNDAY MORNING, JANUARY 20TH,
1861,

BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,

AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.

“And now what hast thou to do in the way of Egypt, to drink the
restore of Sihor? or what hast thou to do in the way of Assyria, to
drink the waters of the river?” — Jeremiah 2:18.

THE Jews had been chosen by God to be a special people separated to
himself for ever. By sundry miracles, by divers mercies, by strange
deliverances, he had proved himself to be to them a God worthy of their
trust. Yet, strange to say — and yet not strange when we know that they
were fallen men like ourselves — the Jews were constantly desirous to mix
with the nations. They broke down the hedges with which God had
enclosed them as a sacred garden; they desired to be laid like common
lands, and to be joined with other peoples. Nay, more than this; they
forsook their or a true and loving God who had never deserted them, and
they adopted sometimes the deities of Egypt, and at other times the false
gods of Assyria. They seemed never to be content with even the gorgeous
ceremonials of their own temple; they must needs build altars after the
fashion of Damascus; they must have Sitars on every high place, according
to the custom of the accursed nations whom the Lord their God had driven
out before them; and they seemed as if they had never reached the full
desire of their hearts till they had mingled with the rites of God all the filth
and the abominations with which heathens adored their gods. Constantly
did the Lord reprove them for this — for this infatuation of theirs which
made them turn aside from him the living water to hew out to themselves
broken cisterns which could hold no water. They were “often reproved,”
but they often “hardened their necks:” often were they chastened, and they
were smitten so often that” the whole head was sick and the whole heart
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was faint;” they had been chastened so sorely, that from the sole of their
foot even to the head, they were full of wounds, and bruises, and petrifying
sores. Yet they still went after evil; still they turned aside from the
righteous and true God. Our text contains one instance of God’s
expostulating with his people. He says to them, “What hast thou to do in
the way of Egypt, to drink the waters of the muddy river!” — for so it may
be translated — and, of course, that term is applied to the Nile by way of
contempt “Why needest thou go to drink of that muddy river; or, what hast
thou to do with Assyria to drink the water of Euphrates? Why dost thou
turn aside and leave thine own cool streams of Lebanon? Why dost thou
forsake Jerusalem to turn aside to Noph and to Tahapanes? Why art thou
so strangely set on mischief, that thou canst not be content with the good
and healthful, but wouldst even follow after that which is evil and
deceitful.”

Taking the text just as it stands, I intend, by God’s help, to make a
question of it to you. To myself and to you may God the Holy Ghost apply
it, and may this be a time to all God’s people, to every convinced soul, yea,
and to the careless too — a time of searching of heart. May God question
us, and may we be prepared honestly to answer. May the Holy Spirit push
home the solemn enquiries, and may we with truthful hearts search and
look, and give earnest heed thereunto.

I shall apply the text to three characters: first to the Christian: secondly, to
the awakened conscience,; and, thirdly, to the careless sinner. My sermon
is not intended to instruct your minds, but to stir up your hearts.

I. Addressing myself to the CHRISTIAN, I shall use the text in three senses,
while I expostulate wish you in regard to sin, to worldly pleasure, and to
carnal trust.

1. And first, O true believer, called by grace and washed in the precious
blood of Christ, “What hast thou to do in the way of Egypt, to drink the
waters of the muddy river?” What hast thou to do with the sins which once
delighted thee, and which now find happy pastime for the world? What
hast thou to do with thy deceitful lusts, with the indulgence of thine old
passions? What hast thou to do to follow the multitude which do evil?
Believer, answer these questions, especially if thou hast lately fallen into
sin, if thou hast backslidden in heart, and if thou hast been led to backslide
in thy ways. Answer me, what hast thou to do — what excuse hast thou
for what thou hast done? Do you see yonder a gang of men, dragging, like
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so many beasts of burden, a tremendous load? Hark to the cracking of the
whip of the overseer! Do you see how they pull and strain, till it seems as if
their every sinew would snap? Do you observe them as the hot sweat
stands upon their brow? Look at them! Let the gang stay awhile, while we
examine. | can understand why all these are oppressed with sore labor, for I
can see the brand of the slave-owner upon their backs; their flesh is
scarred; but what meaneth this? — there is one among them who is not a
slave — a man who is free! What meaneth this? How is it that he doeth the
slaves’ work — that he bends his back to the task masters’ yoke, when he
is a free man? Can you answer the question? Let me ask it in your own
case. | see the sinner burdened in the ways of evil; I see him pulling
iniquity as thigh it were with a cart rope, laying hold with both his hands
of everything that is full of iniquity; but what hast thou to do there? The
slaves of Satan are but acting out their condition; but what hast thou to do
to be his slave, since thou hast been redeemed with blood, and set free by
power? Why, man, thou art no slave now; thou art a son of God; thou art
an heir of all things; thou art joint-heir with Christ. What hast thou to do,
then, in the service of sin and of Satan? Why dost thou follow these menial
tasks? they will become a man who is to wear a crown in heaven, and who,
even now, can read his title to it. Answer, Christian, and be ashamed and
be confounded, because thou art demeaning thyself in thus sinning against
thine own soul.

A vision flits before my eye. The Lord God hath made a great feast: armies
have met together; terrible slaughter has been the consequence. Men’s
arms have been red up to the very elbow in blood; they have fought with
each other, and there they lay strewn upon the plain — thousands of
carcasses bleeding. The vultures sniff the prey from far-off desert wilds;
they fly, keen of scent. God hath made a great feast to the fowls of heaven,
and to the ravenous beasts of the earth. Hark to the whirring of their wings
as they come in multitudes, for where the body is, thither shall the eagles
be gathered together. But what is that I see? I see a dove flying with the
same speed as the vulture towards the carrion. O dove, what hath brought
thee there in dangerous connection with thy fierce enemies? Whither art
thou going? Is there anything in that bloody feast that can content thee?

Shall thy meek eyes glare with the fires of anger? Shall thy fair white
plumage be stained with gore, and wilt thou go back to thy dove-cot with
thy pinions bloody red? I appeal to you, my hearers. Can ye answer the
question? Can ye explain the strange vision? How is it, then, that I see you,
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Christian, going with sinners after evil? Is it your food? If you are a child of
God, sin is no more food for you than blood is for doves. If you have
been” begotten again unto a lively hope by the resurrection of Jesus Christ
from the dead,” your peaceful soul will be as much out of in element as a
dove upon a battle field; and the sight — the sight of sin will be as horrible
to you as the sight of slaughter to that timid dove which even now tries
itself with rapid wings to the cleft of the rock. Christian, I say if thou doest
as the worldling doeth, thou dost go against thy nature — against thy
newborn nature. To him it is not strange; should not the swine eat husks? is
it not his proper food? Should not the sinner love to sin? is it not his very
element? But what hast thou to do? what hast thou to do, quickened of the
Spirit and renewed in the image of Christ — what hast thou to do? You
have seen in Scripture adreadful picture of amadman, where
Nebuchadnezzar the king runs with oxen, and eats grass till his hair has
grown like eagles’ feathers, and his nails like birds’ claws. Is he not the
pitiful picture of a backslider; for what is a Christian when he plunges into
sin but as one who makes himself like the beasts that perish, and who herds
with the common, yea, and the unclean beasts of the earth? O believer! if it
be a pitiful thing to see a man make himself a beast, how much more
lamentable to see a Christian make himself a worldling! “Come ye out from
among them; touch not the unclean thing.” Why should the soul of my
turtle dove be given up to its enemies? Why should the lamb flock with the
wolves? Come out, I pray thee leave this stygian filth, and be thou clean
thou vessel-bearer of the Lord; come forth from the midst of that plague
land, where thou canst get nothing but the ashy hue of leprosy, and be thou
clean! To-day the Lord invites thee; refuse not his invitation, but return ye
backsliding children of men.

The question then cannot be answered, because when a Christian goes into
sin he commits an inconsistent act — inconsistent with the freedom which
Christ has bought for him, and inconsistent with the nature which the Holy
Spirit has implanted in him.

Let us press forward. Christian, what hast thou to do with sin? Hath it not
cost thee enough already? What, man! hast thou forgotten the times of thy
conviction? If thou hast, my brother, I have not. At the very mention of
that word I think I hear my chains rattling anew. Was there ever a bond-
slave who had more bitterness of soul than I, — five years a captive in the
dungeons of the law, till my youth seemed as if it would turn into
premature old age, and all the buoyancy of my spirit had been removed? O
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God of the spirits of all men! most of all ought I to hate sin, for surely most
of all have I smarted beneath the lash of thy law. And as I look round,
knowing the experience of some of you, I can recall to my mind the stories
you have told me; how when in this had you first felt your need of a
Savior, you could not endure yourselves. Ah! there are those among you,
who when you were under strong convictions of sin, were ready to commit
self-destruction. You prayed, but found no answer; you sought, but
obtained no mercy; there were not creatures out of hell more wretched
than you were then. What! and will you go back to the old curse? Burnt
child, wilt thou play with the fire? What, man! when thou hast already been
rent in pieces with the lion, wilt thou step a second time into his den? Hast
thou not had enough of the old serpent? Did he not poison all thy veins
once, and wilt thou play upon the hole of the asp, and put thy hand upon
the cockatrice den? Hast thou not seen enough of the leopards and of the
dragons, and wilt thou step a second time into their dens? Oh, be not so
mad; be not so foolish! Did sin ever give thee pleasure? Didst thou ever
find any solid satisfaction in it? If so, go back to thine old drudgery; go
back, I say, and wear the chain again if it delights thee. But inasmuch as I
know and thou knowest that sin did never give thee what it promised to
bestow; inasmuch as it did delude thee with lies and flatter thee with
promises which were all to be broken, I pray thee be not beguiled a second
time — be not asecond time led into captivity: be free, and let the
remembrance of thy ancient bondage forbid thee to wear the chain again!

There is yet another light in which to put the sin of the believer. Let me
repeat the question once again — “What hast thou to do in the way of
Egypt to drink the waters of the muddy river!” There is a crowd yonder.
They have evidently assembled for some riotous purpose. They are
attacking one man. There are very many them. Oh, how they howl I — oh,
how they yen! They give him no space to take his breath, no time to rest.
Let me press through the throng and look at the man. I know him at once.
He hath a visage more marred than that of any other man. ‘Tis he; it is the
Crucified One, it is none other than Jesus, the Son of Man, the Savior of
the world. Hark to the blasphemies which are poured into his ears! See
how they spit in his face, and put him to an open shame. Onward they bring
him, and you hear them cry, “Crucify him! crucify him! crucify him! “They
are doing it: they have nailed him to the tree: yonder is a man with the
hammer in his hand who has just now driven in the nail. Look round upon
the mob. I can well comprehend why yonder drunkard, why yonder
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swearer, why the whoremonger, and the like of infamous notoriety, should
have joined in this treacherous murder; but there is one man there —
methinks I know his face. Ay, I have seen him at the sacramental table,
eating the flesh and drinking the blood of Christ: I have seen him in the
pulpit saying, “God forbid that I should glory save in the cross of our Lord
Jesus Christ: “I have seen him on his knees in prayer, pleading what he
called “The precious blood.” What hast thou to do in this counsel of the
ungodly, this scene of sin without a parallel? “What doest thou here,
Elijah? “In the name of love’s own self and of every holy thing that can
ever pertain to a human heart, — what doest thou here? Are ye sickened at
heart at such a spectacle — a Christian crucifying Christ? That spectacle is
one in which you have had a share. You, too, when you have backslidden
and have sinned — you have “Crucified the Lord afresh, and put him to an
open shame.” Is there any other picture needed to set my text in the very
strongest light? “What hast thou to do, O Christian, in the way of Egypt to
drink the water of the muddy river?” Cry revenge against thyself, because
thou shouldst have murdered thy Lord and opened his wounds anew!

Have patience with me a moment while I turn my question over, and
revolve it yet again. Believer, thou hast rebelled against thy God; thou hast
done despite unto his Spirit; how wilt thou answer for this? What wilt thou
say to a scoffing world, when the quick eye of the sinner shall detect thee?
What wilt thou say, when he hisses out, “There’s your religion?” — how
wilt thou answer him? Thou mayest pretend to do so, but dost thou not
feel that he will get the best of the argument? If he goeth his way and saith
the religion of Christ is a lie and an hypocrisy, what wilt thou have to say?
Surely thou wilt have to hide thy face in confusion, and bemoan thyself
because by this act thou hast given the enemy cause to blaspheme. And
what will thou say to Christ’s Church, when the Church shall say to thee,
“What dost thou here? “How wilt thou excuse thyself for dishonest acts in
business, or for any lust into which thou hast fallen? Wilt thou tell the
Church it was thine old nature? But how wilt thou answer, when the
Church shall say, “They that are in Christ have crucified the flesh and its
affections and lusts? “More than this, how wilt thou answer thins own
conscience? Wilt thou use some Antinomian quibble, and apply that as a
plaster to thy wounds? No, if thou art a child of God, thou wilt have to
smart for it. The waters of the muddy river may be sweet to the Egyptians,
but they will be bitter to thee. Thou shalt have, as it were, a cauldron in
thy bowels, if thou dost drink thereof. Christians can never sin cheaply;
they
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pay a heavy price for all the pleasures that they ever find in evil. And what
wilt thou say to thy Lord and Master next time thou art at the sacramental
table? How wilt thou dare to eat that bread and drink that wine? And when
thou art alone on thy knees and seeking fellowship with him, how wilt
thou dare to seek it when thou hast just now been following his enemies
and imitating them thatehe top of Lebanon, from Amana.” Ah! well may
he say to thee, “I have withdrawn myself, Ihave gone, for thou hast
grieved my Spirit and vexed my soul.” Believer, if Jesus Christ were here,
what wouldst thou say to make an excuse for thy sin? Surely thou wouldst
be speechless as the dumb and silent as the grave. Thy tears might make
confession; thy shudders should deepen thy guilt; but thy lips could not
make an apology. What hast thou to do, O Christian, in the way of evil?
What doest thou here, O God’s Elijah?

I do not know whether there are any Christians here who have fallen into
any special sin during this last week. If there be; brother, open your heart to
this question. It may be, my Master has sent me to you to nip your sin in its
bud — to bring you back before you have backslidden very much. Turn
thee, my brother; he has not forgotten his love to thee. Turn thee; his grace
is still the same. With weeping and with bitter lamentation come thou to
his footstool, and thou shalt be once more received into his heart, and thou
shalt be set upon a rock again, and thy goings shall be established.

2. To take a different view of the subject. The pleasures of this world do
sometimes entice the people of God, and they find some degree of mirth
therein. To those Christians who can find pleasure in the common
amusements of men, this question may be very pertinently put — “What
hast thou to do to drink the water of that muddy river?”

I may be speaking to some believers who try if they can, to keep their
conscience quiet while they frequent places of amusement, they lend their
sanction to things which are not spiritual, and sometimes even not moral.
Now, I put this question to them. Christian, thou hast tasted of better drink
than the muddy river of this world’s plenums can give thee. If thy
profession be not a lie, thou hast had fellowship with Christ; thou hast had
that joy which only the blessed spirits above, and the chosen ones on earth
can know — the joy of seeing Christ and leaning thine head upon his
bosom. And do the trifles, the songs, the music, the merriment of this earth
content thee after that? Hast thou eaten the bread of angels, and canst thou
live on husks? Good Rutherford once said, “I have tasted of Christ’s own
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manna, and it hath put my mouth out of taste for the brown bread of this
world’s joys.” Methinks it should be so with thee. Again, believer, hast
thou not already learned the hollowness of all earth’s mirth? Turn to thy
neighbor and ask him. Does he frequent the play-house? Does he go from
one party of pleasure to another? Does he indulge in the common pleasures
of the world? Ask him whether they have ever satisfied him. If he be a
worldling, and be honest, he will say, “No.” He will tell thee that his soul
pants after something better than fashion and dissipation can afford him.
He will tell thee, too, that he has drained that cup and it is not the wine
which he thought it was; that it excites for the moment, but leaves him
weak and miserable afterwards. And I say, what wise men, according to the
discretion of this world, cast away, shall the yet wiser man, the
Christian, made to salvation wise, lay hold upon? What! shall the parings
and offals of this world’s joys, suit the heir of heaven? — You who profess
to be of nobler birth, and to be brother to the angels, nay, next akin to the
eternal Son of God himself — are you to wallow in this mire, and think it a
soft and downy couch fit for a royal resting” place? Get thee up, believer,
thou art not lost to every sense of shame. Betray not thyself in seeking
satisfaction wherein worldlings confess they have never found it. But, let
me ask thee, will these pleasures yield to thee any helps in thy growth in
grace? Thou sayest the world is crucified unto thee; will these pleasures
help to crucify it? Thou hast prayed that thou mayest be made like Christ;
will these things help to conform thee to his image? Often dost thou cry,
“Oh! Spirit of God, purge out the old leaven from me;” will these help to
purge out the old leaven? Unless thou wilt fling the lie into the face of all
thy prayers, I pray thee, shun these things. Fly at higher game than this. Let
the mere hawk fly at the sparrow; but the eagle needs something nobler to
be the object of its chase. If ye were of the world, it would be right for you
to love her. If she were your mother, ye might suck, but even then should
not be satisfied with the breasts of her consolation. But, ye confess that not
this world, but the next is the mother of your soul. I pray you then, be not
content with what this earth yields, lift up your eyes, and expect your
manna to spring not from the earth, but from heaven, and may it drop into
your hands.

I can never understand that Christianity which alternately goes out to find
joy in worldly amusements, and returns home to have fellowship with
Christ. In the life of Madame Guyon, who, though professedly a Papist, one
must ever receive as being a true child of God, I have read an anecdote
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something to this effect. She had been invited by some friends to spend a
few days at the palace of St. Cloud. She knew it was a place full of pomp,
and fashion, and, I must add, of vice also, but being over persuaded by her
friend, and being especially tempted with the idea that perhaps her example
might do good, she accepted the invitation. Her experience afterwards
should be a warning to all Christians. For some years that holy woman had
walked in constant fellowship with Christ, perhaps none ever saw the
Savior’s face, and kissed his wounds more truly than she had done. But
when she came home from St. Cloud, she found her usual joy was
departed, she had lost her power in prayer; she could not draw near to
Christ as she should have done. She felt in going to the lover of her soul as
if she had played the harlot against him. She was afraid to hope that she
could be received again to his pure and perfect love, and it took some
months ere the equilibrium of her peace could be restored, and her heart
could yet again be wholly set upon her Lord. He that wears a white
garment must mind where he walks when the world’s streets are so filthy
as they are. He that hath a thousand enemies must take care how he expose
himself. He who hath nothing on earth to assist him towards heaven should
take care that he goeth not where the earth can help towards hell. O
believer, shun, I pray thee, fellowship with this world for the love of this
world is enmity against God. Now some will say that [ am an ascetic and
wish you to become Puritans. I wish we were Puritans most certainly, but [
am no ascetic. I believe the Christian man ought to be the happiest man in
the world and I believe he is too. But I know that this world does not make
him happy, it is the next world. I say that the believer has a more sure and
certain right to be a happy and a cheerful man than any other man, but if in
this world only are had hope, we should be of all men the most miserable,
because this world yields no joy to us.

3. For one minute I shall now take my text with regard to the Christian in a
third sense. We are all tried with the temptation to put our trust in things
which are seen, instead of things which are not seen. The Lord hath said it

— “Cursed is he that trusteth in man and maketh flesh his arm,” but
“blessed is he that trusteth in the Lord.” Yet Christians often do trust in
man, and then our text comes home — “What hast thou to do in the way of
Egypt, to drink the water of that muddy river?” “Some trust in horses and
some in chariots, but we will stay ourselves upon the Lord God of Israel.”
Look at yonder believer; he trusts in Christ, and only in Christ, for his
salvation, and yet he is fretted and worried even though this be the day of
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rest, about something in his business. Why are you troubled, Christian?
“Because of this great care,” saith he. Care! hast thou care? I thought it
was written “Cast thy burden upon the Lord.” “Be careful for nothing, but
in everything by prayer and supplication make known your wants unto
God.” Cannot you trust God for temporals? “Ah!” says the believer, “I
wish I could.” Believer, if thou canst not trust God for temporals, how
darest thou trust him for spirituals? Surely if he be worthy to be trusted
with eternity, he must be fit to be relied upon in time. Can ye trust him for
your soul’s redemption, and yet not rely upon him for a few paltry pounds?
Then what are you trusting in? “Oh, I wish I had a good friend,” says one;
“I wish I had some one at my book to help me.” Indeed, sir, what hast thou
to do to go in the way of Egypt, to want to drink of that water? Is not God
enough? Dost thou want another eye beside that of him who sees all
things? Dost thou want another arm to help Him who

“Bears the earth’s huge pillars up,
And spreads the heavens abroad?”

Is his heart faint? Is his arm weary? Is his eye grown dim? If so, seek
another God; but if he be infinite, omnipotent, faithful, true, and all-wise,
why gaddest thou abroad so muck to seek another confidence? Why dost
thou rake the earth to find another foundation, when this is strong enough,
and broad enough, and deep enough to bear all the weight which thou
canst ever build thereon? Christian, be single in your faith; have not two
trusts, but one. Believer rest thou only on thy God, and let thine
expectation be from him. God bless thee believer. Let this question ring in
thy ears this week, and if thou be tempted to sin, or to worldly pleasure, or
to casual trust, think thou seest thy minister, and that thou hearest him
saying in thine ears — “What hast thou to do in the way of Egypt, to drink
the waters of the muddy river? or what hast thou to do in the way of
Assyria, to drink the waters of Euphrates?”

I1. T now come to the second part of my subject. Let not or friends grove
dreary. I shall be brief on the matters that remain, that the Word may be
felt.

CONVINCED SINNER, I hope I have some such here; some of those precious
ones of God, whose eyes are bejewelled with the tears of penitence, and
whose hearts are like the fragrant spices, which when broken, send out a
sweet perfume. And so, my friend, you feel you lost estate, God’s Holy
Spirit has kindly looked upon you, and begun a good work in your soul.
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And yet during the past week you have fallen into your old sin. Ah! ah!
smarting and yet sinning! wounded and yet rebelling! pricked with the ox-
goad, and yet kicking against the pricks! It is hard for thee! it is hard for
thee! To sin with a steeled conscience is easy, but to sin when conscience
is raw is hard indeed. You have a hard task, you have to go on in sin, and
tread its thorny path, when your feet are tender, having just been burned in
the fire. And what was the cause of your sin, after all? Was it worth sinning
for — to grieve your conscience and vex the Holy Spirit? I have heard of a
man who had just begun the Christian life, and he had some months of
sorrow, owing to a hasty temper. His neighbor had let some of his cattle
stray into the field; he asked him to fetch them out again and mend the
fence; his neighbor would not, and he flew into such a passion with him,
that afterwards he sat down and cried. Said he, “Why, if all the cows in the
field were sold, and I had lost the money, they were not worth the bother I
made about them, nor worth one moment of the grief which I have to
suffer.” Oh I what fools we all are! Let us, however, write ourselves fools
in capital letters, if when conscience is tender we yet go and do the very
thing which we hate, and choose the very cup which was so bitter to our
taste, so nauseous to us just now.

And then, convinced sinner, another question. You are under conviction of
sin and you have been lately — as it is a festive season — you have been
frequenting the dancing-room, or the theater. Now these are amusements
for worldlings; let them have them; I would not prevent them for a
moment; let every man have his own amusement and his own joy. But what
is this to you? What hast thou to do with it? Why you know you thought
the place would fall down while you were sitting there. What business had
you there? Suppose the devil had come in to take one of his own away and
had taken you; he might have been forgiven for his mistake, for he found
you on his grounds. You were trespassing, and therefore if the old Giant
Grim had taken you away to Despair’s castle, who could have blamed him?
Were you not for the time in his own limits? Had he not therefore a right to
do as he would with you! But you who have a tender conscience, how
could you be merry there, listening to light music while you had a heavy
heart? I never like to see a newly-made widow at a wedding, and I do not
like to see a convinced sinner where others are making merry. When you
have joy in your heart, ye may join with the kindred sympathy of other
men’s joys; but while your soul is bleeding, what a mockery, what a farce it
is for you to be pretending to find joy in the very thing which has given you
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the pain! You have heard the old and oft-repeated story of the celebrated
clown who was under conviction of sin. He went to a certain doctor and
told him he was exceeding melancholy and he wished that he could advise
him something that would cheer his spirits. The doctor prescribed for him
some remedies, but they failed. He went at last to a celebrated popular
preacher — who ought not to have been a preacher, for he did not
understand the gospel at all — and he, fool that he was, said to the poor
man, “Well, I do not know what will cheer you up, but I should say if you
were to go and see the tricks and antics of such-and-such a person, the
clown at such-and-such a theater, if anything would make you merry that
would.” “Alas, sir,” said he, “I am that man myself! “So strange must have
been his position, making others roar with laughter while he himself was
roaring with terror. And yet this is just your position, convinced sinner, if
you can find merriment in the world. Let other men have it; it is not the
place for you; stand aloof from it and go not there.

And then, again, take care, convinced sinner, that you do not trust in
yourself in any degree. What have you to do to go to Egypt to drink the
waters of the muddy river? Your works have ruined you; how can they
save you? Your works have damned you; how can they wipe out the
sentence of damnation? Fly to Christ, fly to the flowing wounds and to the
open heart. There is hope for you there. But at the foot of Sinai there is
thumper, and fire, and smoke; and if Moses did exceeding fear and quake,
how much more should you when the mountain seems as though it would
roll upon you and crush you, and bury your spirit in eternal destruction?
God help them convinced sinner, never to go in that way of Egypt, to drink
the Waters of Sihor, for these are not things for thee.

ITI. Lastly, to any here present who are CARELESS. I have a hard task, and
but a few moments for the attempt to bring a reasonable question to
unreasonable men. Ye tell me, sirs, that ye love the vanities of this world,
and that they content you. I look you in the face and remind you that there
have been many madmen in this world besides yourselves. Yet as there is
some spark of reason left, let me see if I can kindle a flame of thought
therewith. Sinner, God is angry with the wicked every day. What have you
to do with joy? you are condemned already because you believe not on the
Son of God. What have you to do with peace — a condemned man
dancing in his cell at Newgate with chains about his wrists? You’re a dying
man, you may drop down dead in this hall. What have you to do with
merriment? You! If you were sure you should live a week you might
spend
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six days if you would, in sin; but you are not sure you will live an hour.
What have you to do with sin and its pleasures? God is furbishing his
sword to-day; it is sharp and strong as the arm which shall wield it. That
sword is meant for you except you repent. What have you to do with
taking your ease, and eating, and drinking, and being happy? That man
yonder, with his neck in the noose, and his feet upon the treacherous drop
— 1s it fitting that he should sing songs and call himself a happy man? This
is your position, sir! Sinner, you are standing over the mouth of hell upon a
single plank, and that plank is rotten! Your hope is as the spider’s web;
your confidence is as a dream. Death follows you, not as the slow-paced
footman, but on horse-back, the skeleton rider on his pale horse is rattling
after you with speed tremendous! And ah! hell follows him! Hell follows
Death, the sure and certain consequence of sin! And what have you to do
with making merry? Have you made appointments for the next week? Keep
them if you dare, if in the name of God you can make it consistent; if you
can make it consistent with reason to be busy about the body and neglect
the soul, to fritter away that time on which eternity depends, then go and do
it. If it be a wise thing for you to leap before you look, if it be a prudent
thing to damn your soul eternally, for the sake of a few hours of mirth —
say so, go and do it like a honest man. But if it be unwise to forget for-
ever, and only think of fo-day, if it be the strongest madness to lose your
life to gain the mere apparel with which the body is to be covered; if it be
madness to fling away jewels and hoard up dust as you are doing, then I
pray you, I beseech you, answer the question, “What hast thou to do in the
way of Egypt, to drink the waters of Sihor? “Turn ye, turn ye,” for why
will ye die, O house of Israel? For I have no pleasure in the death of him
that dieth, saith the Lord God: wherefore turn yourselves, and love ye.”
“Let the wicked forsake his way, and the unrighteous man his thoughts: and
let him return unto the Lord, and he will have mercy upon him; and to our
God, for he will abundantly pardon “Lo, the cross is lifted up before
you. Jesus bleeds; his wounds are streaming with his life-blood ay, and with
yours too. Believe, sinner; trust him, with thy whole heart trust him. Come
to him, come to him. With weeping and supplication I pray you come.
Knowing the terrors of the Lord, I beseech you. As one that pleadeth for
his own life, I plead with you. By heaven; by hell; by time flying so swiftly;
by eternity approaching so silently; by death; by judgment; by the awful
soul-reading eye; by the rooks whose stony bowels shall refuse your prayer
to fall upon you; by the trumpet and the thunders of the resurrection-
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morning; by the pit and by the flame — I pray you think and believe in
him who is the Lamb of God which taketh away the sins of the world.

God bless my words to you through his Spirit’s energy, and he shall have
the praise for ever and ever. Amen.
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“And I turned to see the voice that spoke with me. And being
turned, Isaw seven golden candlesticks, and in the midst of the
seven candlesticks ogle like unto the son of man, clothed with a
garment down to the foot, and girt about the paps with a golden
girdle. His head and his hairs were white like wool, as white as
snow; and his eyes were as a flame of fire; and his feet like unto
fine brass, as if they burned it a furnace and his voice as the sound
of many waters. And he had in his right hand seven stars: and out
of his mouth went a sharp two edged sword: and his countenance
was as the sun shineth in his strength. And when I saw him, I fell at
his feet as dead.” — Revelation 1:12-17.

THE Lord Jesus Christ is the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever. Having
neither beginning of days, nor end of years, he is a priest for ever after the
order of Melchisedec. But the views which his people have of him are
extremely varied. According to our progress in grace, will be the stand-
point from which we view the Savior; and according to the position from
which we look at him, will be what we see of him. Christ is the same, but
believers do not all see him in the same clear light, nor do they an approach
to the same nearness of fellowship. Some only know his offices; others
only admire his character; far fewer commune with his person; but there be
some who have advanced still further, who have come to feel the unity of
all the Church with the person of Christ Jesus their Lord. Under the Old
Testament, the lesson to be taught was the same, but the capacity of the
learners differed, and hence the mode of teaching the lesson differed also.
A poor man, under the Jewish dispensation, was the type of an
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uninstructed Christian; the rich man was the picture of the well-taught
believer. Now, the poor Jew brought a turtle dove or two young pigeons.
(Leviticus 1:4-11.) The necks of these were wrung and they were offered.
The poor man in that was only taught this lesson, that it was only by death
and blood that his sin could be put away. The richer Israelite who had it
within his power brought a bullock. (Leviticus 1:3-9.) This bullock was
notary slain but it had to be cut in pieces; the legs, the fat, the inwards,
were washed in water, and all these were laid in special order upon the
altar, to teach him even as Christ now teacheth the intelligent and instructed
believer that there is within the mere act of bloodshedding an order
and a fullness of wisdom which only advanced believers can perceive.
The scape-goat taught one truth, the paschal lamb another, the shew-bread
set forth one lesson, the lighting of the lamps another. All the types were
intended to teach the one great mystery of Christ manifest in the flesh and
seen of angels; but they taught it in different ways, because men in those
times, as now, had different capacities, and could only learn by little at a
time. As it was under the Old Testament, it is under the New; all Christians
know Christ, but they do not all know him to the same degree and in the
same way. There are some believers who view Christ as Simeon did.
Simeon saw him as a babe. He took him up in his arms, and was so
overjoyed, that he said, “Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace
according to thy word.” You know how, in the Church of England, that
Song of Simeon is chanted every Sabbath-day, as if it were true that many
of the worshippers had never gotten further than that, to know Christ as a
babe, a Savior whom they could take up in their arms, whom they could
apprehend by faith and call their own. There is an advance, however, upon
that experience when not only can we take Christ up but we can see Christ
taking us up; when we can see not only how we apprehend him by faith,
but how /e apprehended us of old in the eternal covenant, and took up the
seed of Abraham, and was made in their likeness, that he might redeem
their souls. It is a great joy to know Christ, though it be but only the infant
consolation of Israel. It is a happy privilege to be permitted with the
Easterns to bring our gold, frankincense, and myrrh, and worship Christ,
the newborn King. This, however, is but a lesson for beginners; it is one of
the first syllables of the school-book of grace. To take Christ up in our
arms is the sure pledge of salvation, at the same time it is but the dawn of
heavenly light in experience.
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But, my dear brethren, the disciples of Jesus knew Christ in a higher
degree than Simeon, for they regarded him not simply as the Incarnate
One, but as their Prophet and Teacher. They sat at his feet; they heard his
words; they knew that never man spoke like that man Under his teaching
they were led on to high degrees of knowledge. He gave to them the divine
texts, from which, when the Spirit had descended, they drew sacred lessons
which they taught the multitude. They knew more, I say, of Christ than
Simeon — Simeon knew him as one whom he could take hold of by faith,
and who would make glad his eyes, but the disciples knew him as one who
taught them, not merely saved them, but instructed them. There are
hundreds of believers who have got as far as this. Christ is to then the great
teacher of doctrine, he is the great expositor of God’s will and law, and
they look up to him with reverence as the Rabbi of their faith. Ay! but
there was one of the disciples at least who knew Jesus Christ even better
than this. There was one chosen out of the twelve, as the twelve had been
chosen out of the rest, who knew Christ as a dear companion, and as a
sweet friend. There was one who knew his bosom as affording a pillow for
his weary head, one who had felt his heart beat close to his cheek, one who
had been with him on the mountain of Transfiguration, and had enjoyed
fellowship with the Father, through his Son Jesus Christ. Now [ fear that
those who advance as far as John did are not very many. They are doctrinal
Christians, and thus they have made an advance upon those who are only
trusting Christians and not more. But John had taken a wonderful stride
before his fellow men, when he could claim Christ as being dear to him, the
companion of his life, the friend of his days. May the Lord teach each of us
more and more how to walk with Jesus and to know his love!

But, brethren, there was one who comprehended Christ Jesus fully as well
as the beloved disciple. ‘“Twas Mary. She knew him as one that had been
born in her and born of her. Blessed is that Christian who can say that
Christ is formed in him the hope of glory, and who has come to look not at
Christ as only on the cross, but as Christ in his own soul, who knows that
he himself as truly bears the Savior within him as ever did his Virgin
Mother, — who feels that in him, too, by the Holy Ghost, Christ is
conceived, — that in him the nature of Christ, that holy thing which is born
of the Holy Spirit, is ripening and maturing till it shall destroy the old man,
and in perfect manhood shall be born into eternal life. This, I say, even
eclipses John’s knowledge, but it is not perhaps the highest of all. Further
than this we will not venture this morning, but at some other time, when
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our eyes are more enlightened, we may take a glimpse of ayet more
excellent glory.

Dear friends, you who love the Savior, wish for nothing so much as to see
more and more of him. Your desire is that you may see him as he is, yet I
can well conceive, if you might indulge your wishes, you would wish that
you had seen him as he was fransfigured. Do you not look back almost
with envy upon those three favored ones who went up to the top of Tabor,
and were there o’ershadowed when his garment became whiter than any
fuller could make it, and there appeared unto him Moses and Elisa talking
with him.? Ye need not envy, for you know how they were overpowered
with the sight, and “were heavy with sleep.” You, too, would sleep if you
had but the same strength as they, and had to gaze upon the same
surpassing glory. I know, too, you have wished that you could have seen
him in the garden of Gethesmane. Oh, to have seen that agony, to have
heard those groans; to have marked that bloody sweat as it fell in clots to
the frozen ground! Well might ye envy those who were chosen to keep the
sacred vigil, and to have watched with him one hour. But you will
remember that they slept. “He found them sleeping for sorrow.” With your
powers of endurance, if you had no more than they, you, too, would sleep,
for as in the transfiguration, so in that agony and bloody sweat, there was
a sight which eye can never see, because there was a glory and a shame
which man can never comprehend.

But peradventure some of you have longed and wished that you had seen
him on the cross. Oh! to have beheld him there, to have seen those hands
nailed “to fix the world’s salvation fast,” and those feet fast to the wood as
though he tried to be gracious, though the world waited long in coming.
Oh! to have seen that mangled naked body and that pierced side! John,
thou who didst see and bear witness, we might well envy thee! But, oh! my
brethren, why should we? why should we? For have we not seen by faith
all the of Christ, without that horror which must have passed over the
beholders, and which did pass over his mother when a sword pierced
through her own heart also, because she saw her son bleeding on the tree.
Oh! how delightful it must have been to have beheld the Savior on the
morning of the resurrection! — to have seen him as he rose with new life
from the chambers of the dead, to have beheld him when he stolid in the
midst of the disciples, the doters being shut, and said, “Peace be unto you!
“How pleasant to have gone to the top of the mountain with him, and to
have seen him as he ascended, blessing his disciples, a cloud receiving him
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out of their sight! Surely, we might well desire to spend an eternity in
visions like these. But permit me to say that I think the picture of our text
is preferable to any, and if you have desires after those I have already
mentioned, you ought to have far more intense longings to see Christ as
John did in this vision, for this is, perhaps, the most complete, the blest
wonderful, and at the same time, most important manifestation of Christ,
that was ever seen by human eye.

There will be two things which will take our attention this morning. The
first briefly, namely, the importance of this vision to us; and then, secondly,
the meaning of the vision.

I. THE VALUE OF THIS VISION To Us.

Some may be inclined to say, “The preacher has selected a very curious
passage of Scripture; one that may tickle our fancy, but that can be of no
spiritual benefit to us.” My friends, you labor under a very great mistake,
and I trust I may convince you of that in a minute or two. Remember that
this representation, this symbolical picture of Christ, is a representation of
the same Christ who suffered for our sins. “Strangely diverse as it may
seem to be, yet here we have the very same Christ. John calls him the Son
of man, that sweet and humble name by which Jesus was so wont to
describe himself. That he was the same identical person is very clear,
because John speaks of him at once as being /ike unto the Son of man, and
I think he means that he perceived in his majesty a likeness to him whom
he had known in his shame. There was not the thorn-crown; but he knew
the brow. There was not the mark of the wounds; perhaps the seven stars
had taken the position of the prints of the nails, but he knew the hand for
all that. As in our new bodies, when we rise from the tomb, we shall no
doubt know each other, though the body which shall rise will have but faint
resemblance to that which is sown in the tomb, for it will be a miraculous
and marvelous development in flower of the poor withered thing that is but
the buried seed, as I doubt not I shall be able to recognize your visage in
heaven, because I knew your countenance on earth; so did John discover,
despite the glories of Christ, the identical person whom he had seen in
abasement and woe. Christian, look with reverence there. There is your
Lord, the Christ of the manger, the Christ of the wilderness, the Christ of
Capernaum and Bethsaida, the Christ of Gethsemane, the Christ of
Golgotha is there, and it cannot be unimportant for you to turn aside to see
this great sight.
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Further, this picture represents to us what Christ is now, and hence its
extreme value. What he was when he was here on earth is all-important to
me, but what he is now is quite as much a matter of vital consequence.
Some set exceeding great store by what he shall be when he comes to
judge the earth in righteousness, and so do we. But we really think that
Christ in the future is not to be preferred to a knowledge of Christ in the
present; for we want to know to-day, in the midst of present strife, and
present pain, and present conflict, what Jesus Christ is now. And this
becomes all the more cheering, because we know that what he is now we
shall be, for we shall be like him when we shall see him as he is.

And yet a third consideration lends importance to the topic of our text,
namely, that Christ in the text is represented as what he is to the churches.
You will perceive he is pourtrayed as standing in the midst of the golden
candlesticks, by which we understand the churches. We love to know what
he is to the nations, what he is to his peculiar people, the Jews, what he
will be to his enemies, but it is best for us, as members of Christian
churches, to know what he is in the churches, so that every deacon, elder,
and church-member here should give earnest heed to this passage, for he
has here pictured to him that Christ to whom the Church looks up as her
great Lord and hope, that Messiah whom every day she serves and adores.

And I might add yet once more, I think the subject of our text is valuable
when we consider what an effect it would have upon us if we really felt
and understood it; we should fall at his feet as dead. Blessed position!

Does the death alarm you? We are never so much alive as when we are
dead at his feet. We are clever so truly living as when the creature dies
away in the presence of the all-glorious reigning. I know this, that the
death of all that is sinful in me is my soul’s highest ambition, all and the
death of all that is carnal, and all that savors of the old Adam. Would that it
would die. And where can it die but at the feet of him who hath the near
life, and who by manifesting himself in all his glory is to purge away our
dross and sin? I only would that this morning I had enough of the Spirit’s
might so to set forth my Master that [ might contribute even in a humble
measure to make you fall at his feet as dead, that he might be in us our All
in AlL

I1. WHAT IS THE MEANING OF THIS VISION?

“Put off thy shoes from off thy feet for the place whereon thou standest is
holy ground.” If God manifest in a bush commands solemnity what shall
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we say of God manifest in Christ, and manifest too, after the most
marvellous manner? The words of our text are symbols, they are not to be
understood literally. Of course, Christ does not appear in heaven under this
literal form, but this is the appearance under which he was set forth to the
intellect of John. John was not so benighted as to understand any of this
literally. He knew that the candlesticks were not meant for candlesticks,
but for the seven light-giving Churches, that the stars were not stars, but
ministers, and he understood right well, that all the whole description
through, it was the symbol, and the spirit of the vision he was to look to,
and not to the literal words.

But, to begin: — “And in the midst of the seven candlesticks, one like Into
the Son of man clothed with a garment down to the foot, and girt about the
paps with a golden girdle.” We have here then, first, in Christ as he is to-
day, a picture of his official dignity, and of his royal honors. Clothed with
a garment down to the feet. This was the robe constantly worn by kings the
garment which descended, and left only the feet apparent. This was also
the peculiar dress of the priest. A priest of the Jewish dispensation, had the
long flowing white robe which reached down to the ground, and covered
him entirely. Christ, then, in being thus clothed, asserts his kingship and
his eternal priesthood. It may indicate the fact, too, that he hath clothed
himself with righteousness. Though he was once naked, when he was the
substitute for naked sinners who had cast away the robe of their
righteousness, he is naked now no more, he wears that garment dipped in
his own blood, woven from the top throughout, by his own hands — he
wears himself that garment which he casts over the whole Church, which is
his body. However, the main idea here is that of official dignity and
position, and when you read of the golden girdle which was about the papa,
it is a representation of how the high priest was girt. He was girt with a
girdle that had gold in it. The girdles of the other priests were not of gold,
but that of the high priest’s was mainly made of that precious metal, and it
was girt about the paps, not at the waist, but across the breast, as if to
show that the love of Christ, or the place where his loving heart beat most,
was just the spot where he bound firmly about himself the garments of his
official dignity, as if his love was the faithful girdle of his loins, as if the
affection of his heart ever kept him fast and firm to the carrying out of all
the offices which he had undertaken for us. The picture is not difficult to
imagine before your eyes; I only want the Christian mind to stop a minute
and consider it. Come, believer, thou hast a
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Lord to worship who is clothed to-day with office. Come before him, he
can govern for thee, he is King; he can plead for thee, he is Priest. Come,
worship HIM, HE is adored in heaven; come, trust him; lo, at that golden
girdle hang the keys of heaven, and death, and hell. No more despised and
rejected of men, no more naked to his shame, no more homeless, homeless,
friendless. His royal dignity ensures the obedience of angels, and his
priestly merit wins the acceptance of his Father.

“Give him, my soul, thy cause to
plead, Nor doubt the Father’s
grace.”

Let his garment and his robe compel thy faith to trust thy soul, ay, and thy
temporal affairs too, wholly and entirely in his prevailing hands.

You will perceive that there is no crown upon the head as yet, that crown
is reserved for his advent. He comes soon to reign, even now he is King;
but he is a king rather with the girdle about his loins than with the crown
upon his head. Soon he shall come in the clouds of heaven, and his people
shall go forth to meet him, and then shall we see him “with the crown
wherewith his mother crowned him in the day of his espousals, and in the
day of the gladness of his heart.” Our soul longeth and watcheth for the
day when the many crowns shall be upon his head; yet, even now, is he
King of kings and Lord of lords; even now is he the High Priest of our
profession, and as such we adore and trust him.

“His head and his hairs were white like wool, as while as snow.” When the
Church described him in the Canticles, said “His locks are bushy and black
as a raven’s.” How understood we this apparent discrepancy? My brethren,
the Church in the Canticles looked forward, she looked forward to days
and ages that were to come, and she perceived his perpetual youth, she
pictured him as one who would never grow old, whose hair would ever
have the blackness of youth. And do we not bless God that her view of him
was true? We can say of Jesus, “Thou hast the dew of thy youth;” but the
Church of to-day looks backward to his work as complete; we see him now
as the Ancient of eternal days. We believe that he is not the Christ of 1800
years ago merely, but, before the day-star knew its place, he was one with
the Eternal Father. When we see in the picture his head and his hair white
as snow, we understand the antiquity of his reign. “In the beginning
was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God.”
When all these things were not, when the old mountains had not lifted their
hoary heads into the clouds, when the yet more hoary sea had never roared
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in tempest, ere the lamps of heaven had been kit, when God dwelt alone in
his immensity, and the unnavigated waves of ether, if there were such, had
never been fanned by wing of seraph, and the solemnity of silence had
never been startled by the song of cherubim, Jesus was of old in eternity
with God. We know how he was despised and rejected of men, but we
understand, too, what he meant when he said, “Before Abraham was, I
am.” We know how he who died when but a little more than thirty years
of age, was verily the Father of the everlasting ages, having neither
beginning of days nor end of years.

No doubt there is here coupled with the idea of antiquity, that of reverence.
Men rise up before the hoary head and pay it homage; and do not angels,
principalities, and powers bow before him? Though he was made a little
lower than the angels for the suffering of death, yet is he not crowned with
glory and honor? Do they not all delight to obey his behests, and lay their
borrowed dignities at his feet? O Christian! rejoice that thou servest one so
venerable, so worthy to be praised; let thy soul join now in the song which
rolls upward to his throne, “Unto him that in, and that was, and that is to
come, the Alpha and the Omega, unto him be glory, and honor, and
dominion, and power, for ever and ever. Amen.”

“His eyes were as a flame of fire.” This represents Christ’s oversight of his
Church, As he is in the Church the Ancient of Eternal Days, her
Everlasting Father, and her Head to be reverenced, so is he in the Church,
the Universal Overseer, the great Bishop and Shepherd of souls. And what
eyes he has! How penetrating! “Like flames of fire.” How discriminating!
“Like flames of fire,” which melt the dross and only leave the real metal,
“like flames of fire,” he sees, not by light without, but his own eyes supply
the light with which he sees. His knowledge of the Church is not derived
from the Churches prayers, nor from her experience of her wants, nor from
her verbal statements, he sees by no borrowed light of the sun, or of the
moon, his eyes are lamps unto themselves. In the Church’s thick darkness,
when she is trampled down, when no light shines upon her, he sees her, for
his eyes are” like flames of fire.” Oh! what sweet consolation this must be
to a child of God. If you cannot tell your Lord where you are, he can see
you, and though you cannot tell what you really want, or how to pray, yet
he can not only see, but he can see with filch discrimination that he can tell
precisely what your true wants are, and what are only fancies of an
unsanctified desire. “His eyes were as a flame of fire. “Why, you are in
darkness, and you see no light, but he is the light that lighteth every man
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that cometh into the world, and he sees by the light of his own person all
that goes on in you. I love that doctrine of Christ’s universal oversight of
all his Church. You know there is an idea sometimes held out that the
Church ought to have a visible head, that so all matters may come by
degrees through a hierarchy to some one man, that so one man knowing all
things, may be able to guide the Church bright. An absurd, because
impossible idea. What man could possibly say, “I keep the Church. I water
it, I watch it every moment.” No, no, it must be this, “I the Lord do keep
it, I will water it every moment: lest any hurt it, I will keep it night and
day.” There is ne’er a trial to the Church, there is ne’er a pang she feels, but
those eyes of fire discern. Oh! think not you would rather view the eyes
that once were fountains of tears, they wept for your sins, those sins are
put away, it is better for you now that you should have one whose eyes are
like flames of fire, not to perceive your sins, but to burn them up, not
merely to see your wants, but for ever to fulfill your desires. Bow before
him, lay bare your heart, hope not to conceal anything. Think it not needful
that you should explain aught, he seeth and he knoweth, for his eyes are
like flame of fire.

“And his feet like unto fine brass, as if they burned in a furnace.” The
head, you see, is reverent; the feet are blazing; the countenance is like the
sun for glory; the feet like burning brass for trial. Ithink we may
understand by this the Church of God on earth — those saints united to
Christ who are the last of the body, the lower part who are in these times
still treading the earth. Christ is in heaven, his head is like “the sun that
shineth in his strength.” Christ is on earth in the midst of his Church, and
where his feet walk among the golden candlesticks, they walk in fire, they
are like brass that burns in a furnace. Now, we think that wherever Christ
18, there will be the fire of trial to his Church. I would never believe that we
were on the Lord’s side if all men were on our side. If the words we speak
were not constantly misrepresented, we could not imagine we spoke the
words of God. If we were always understood, we should think that we
spoke not those things which the carnal mind cannot receive. Nay,
brethren, nay, expect not ease! Expect not that you shall attain to the
crown without suffering. The feet of Christ burn in the furnace, and you
belong to his body — you do not belong to his head, for you are not in
heaven; you do not belong to his loins, for you wear not the golden girdle

— but you belong to his feet and you must burn in the furnace. What a
wondrous picture is this of Christ! Can you conceive it? You know that the
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robe came down even to the feet; perhaps it covered them, but yet the
glowing heat was such that through the robe might be seen the burning of
the feet of brass. They were fine brass too; they were metal that could not
be consumed, a metal that would not yield to the heat. And so is Christ’s
Church. The old motto of the early Protestants was an anvil, because” the
Church” said they, “is an anvil that has broken many hammers.” The Evil
One smites her, she does not reply, except by bearing, and in that enduring
with patience is her kingdom; in that suffering is her victory; in the patient
possessing of her soul, in her glowing in the furnace and not yielding to
the fire, in her shining and being purified by its heat and not giving way
and being molten by its fury, in that is as greatly the triumph of Christ, as
in that bright countenance which is as “the sun shining in his strength.” I
rejoice in this part of my text; it comforts one’s soul when cast down and
deeply tried. “His feet were like unto fine brass, as if they burned in a
furnace.” Let us say to our souls —

“Must I be carried to the skies
On flowery beds of ease;
While others fought to will the prize,
And sail’d through bloody seas?

No, I must fight if I would reign;
Increase my courage, Lord!
1l bear the toil, endure the pain,
Supported by thy word.”

But I must pass on, having no time this morning to dwell long on any one
of these points. “His voice as the sound of many waters.” And what is the
voice of Christ? It is a voice which is heard in heaven. Ye angels, bow
before him! They hear the command — “And at the name of Jesus every
knee doth bow of things in heaven.” It is a voice that is heard in hell. Ye
fiends, be still! “Vex not mine anointed: do my prophets no harm.” And
there those hell-hounds champ their chains, longing to escape from their
imprisonment. It is a voice that is heard on earth too. Wherever Christ is
preached, wherever his cross is lifted up, there is there a voice that
speaketh better things than the blood of Abel. Sometimes we are apt to
think that Christ’s voice is not heard. We his ministers are such feeble
creatures. If we have some few thousands to listen to our voice, yet how
many forget! Amidst the storm of the battle cry, amidst political clamours,
who can hope that the still small voice of the ministry should be heard?
But it is heard. Across the Alleghanies the voice of God’s minister echoes.
No
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evil thing shall in the end stand against the protests of God’s servants. That
which has made slavery tremble to its very soul, has been the constant
protest of Christian ministers in England; and though the lying prophets of
the Southern States have sought to undo the good, yet must they fall
before the force of truth. There is not a humble village pastor, standing in
his pulpit to edify has feeble flock, who is not thereby exerting an influence
on all generations yet to come. The minister of Christ stands in the midst of
the telegraphic system of the universe, and works it according to Jehovah’s
will. All society is but a tremulous mass of jelly yielding to the influence of
Christ’s gospel. I say not, sirs, that there is any power in us; but there is
power in Christ’s word when it peals through us in trumpet tones. There is
power in Christ’s word to waken the dry bones that lie in full many a
valley. China shall hear; Hindostan must listen, the gods of though they
bear not, yet tremble; and feeble though we be in ourselves, yet doth God
make us mighty to the pulling down of strongholds, and he shall make us
conquerors through his grace. If you could stand upon some exceeding
high mountain, and could be gifted with enlarged ponders of vision, it
would be a wonderful thing to be able to see the Atlantic and Pacific, the
Indian ocean, and all the seas of the world at once. The supposition of
coterie could never be carried out, but if we could imagine a wide extended
plain, suppose we are standing on the loftiest summit while a tremendous
storm sweeps o’er the whole, the sea roars and the fullness thereof — yea,
all the seas roar at once — the Atlantic echoes to the Pacific; the Pacific
passes on the strain to the great Indian ocean, the Mediterranean cries to
the Red Sea, the Red Sea shouts aloud to the Arctic, and the Arctic to the
Antarctic. They clap their hands, and all at once there is a voice of many
waters. Such is the voice of Christ’s ministry on earth. It may seem to be
feeble, but it never is. There may be but a handful of men: they may be in
the glens of Piedmont they may be found upon the hills of Switzerland, and
they may be dying for Christ, but their tramp is the tramp of heroes, their
voice shakes the ages, and eternity itself trembles before it. Oh! how
consolatory to the heir of heaven and to the minister of Christ is the fact,
that Ais voice is as “the sound of many waters.”

“And he had in his right hand seven stars.” The Church should always see
Christ as holding up her ministers. Ministers are very much in danger.
Stars, or those things that seem to be stars, may be but shooting stars, they
may be but meteors and flash awhile right soon to melt away, but the
ministers of Christ, though they be in danger, yet, if they be Christ’s
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ministers, are perfectly safe. He keeps the seven stars. The celestial
Pleiades of the gospel are always in Christ’s hand; and who can pluck them
thence? Church of God! be it ever your prayer that Christ would keep his
ministers wherever they are: commend them to him, and remember you
have this as a kind of promise on which to ground your prayer. Brethren,
pray for us! We are but like twinkling stars at least, and he is as the sun that
shineth in his strength. Ask him to give us light, ask him to keep us ever
burning; ask him that we may be as the pole-star guiding the slave to
liberty, ask him that that we may be as the stars that make the southern
cross, that when the mariner seeth us, stars of Christ, he may see not each
star individually, but Christ manifested in beauteous form in the shinings of
all combined. This shall be my portion to-day. “The seven stars were in his
right hand.” How many would like to quench the light of God’s ministers!
Many criticize; some abuse, more still misrepresent. I can scarcely say a
sentence in which I am not misconstrued, and I do aver that I have often
taken Cobbett’s rule to speak not only so that I could be understood, but so
that I thought I could not be misunderstood. And yet I am. But what
mattereth it? What signifieth it? Still if the stars make not glad the eyes of
men, if they be in the Lord’s hand they ought to be satisfied: they should
rest content and not trouble themselves. Loud let the waves roar, and let
the envious sea send up her boisterous billows to quench the heavenly fires.
Aha, O sea! upon their tranquil couches sleep the stars, they look down
upon thy boisterous waves; and when thy stolen shall all subside in calm,
and the clouds that have risen from thy vapor have passed away, be it the
lone star or one of a constellation, it shall sluice out yet again, and smile on
thy placid waters till thou, O ocean, shalt mirror the image of that star, and
thou shalt know that there is an influence, even in that envied spark, which
thou hast sought to quench, to lead thy floods, and make them ebb, and
make them flow, so that thou shalt be servant to one whom thou thoughtest
to put out for ever. The seven stars are in Christ’s right hand.

I shall not detain you much longer, but we must finish this wonderful
description. “Qut of his mouth went a sharp two edged sword.” 1have
looked at one or two old pictures, in which the artists of the olden time
have tried to sketch this vision. Ithink it a moist ridiculous thing to
attempt. I conceive that this was never meant to be painted by any human
being; nor can it be, but one old artist seems to have caught the very idea.
He represents the breath of Christ in vapor, assuming the form of a two
edged sword, very mighty, and strong to cut in pieces his adversary. Now,
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as the gospel of Christ must be heard, because it is “the voice of many
waters,” so it must be felt, for it is” a two edged sword;” and it is
surprising how the gospel really is felt, too. It is felt by those who hate it;
they writhe under it; they cannot sleep after it, they feel indignant, they are
horrified, they are disgusted, and all that, but still there is a something
within which does not let them remain quiet. That two edged sword gets at
the marrow of their bones. They wish they had never heard the Word,
though they can never, heal themselves of the wound they have gotten by
it. And to those who are blessed under the Word — what a two-edged
sword it is to them! how it kills their self-righteousness! how it cuts the
throat of their sins! how it lays their lusts dead at the feet of Jesus! how all-
subduing is it in the son! No sword of Gideon was ever so potent against a
horde of Midianites as the sword that cometh out of Jesus’ lips against the
hosts of our sins. When the. Spirit of God comes in all his power into our
souls, what death it works, and yet what life! — what death to sin, and yet
what new life in righteousness! O holy sword! O breath of Christ! enter
into our hearts and kill thou our sins.

It is delightful to see each day how the preaching of the Word is really the
sword of God. I do sometimes retire from the pulpit sorrowing
exceedingly, because I cannot preach as [ would, and I think that surely the
Master’s message has had no speed among you. But it is perfectly
marvellous how many here have been called by grace. I am each day more
and more astonished when I see high and low, rich and poor, nobles and
peasants, moral and immoral, alike subdued before this conquering sword
of Christ. I must tell it to the Master’s honor, to the Master’s glory, “His
own right hand hath gotten him the victory,” and here the slain of the Lord
have been many, here hath he glorified himself in the conversion of
multitudes of souls.

But to conclude. “His countenance was as the seen shineth in his
strength.” How can I picture this? Go abroad and fix your eye upon the
sun if you can, select the day of the year in which he is most in the zenith,
and then fix your steady gaze upon him. Doth he not blind you, are you not
overwhelmed? But mark, when you can gaze at that sun with undimned
eye, you shall even then have no power to look upon the countenance of
Christ. What glory, what majesty, what light, what spotlessness, what
strength! — “His countenance is as the sun that shineth in his strength.”
Well may the angels veil their faces with their wings, well may the elders
offer vials full of odours sweet, that the smoke of their incense may be a
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medium through which they may see /is face; and well may you and I feel
and say, that

“The more his glories strike our eyes
The humbler we must lie.”

But, Jesus, turn thy face and look thou on us. ‘Tis midnight, but if thou
turnest thy face, it must be noon, for thy face is as the sun. Thick darkness
and long eights have overwhelmed our spirits, and we have said, “I am
shut out from the Lord for ever! “Jesu! turn thy face, and we are troubled
no more. Thou sea of love, where all our passions rod; thou circle, where
all our joys revolve; thou center of our souls, — shine thou, and make us
glad. This sun, if we look at it curiously to understand its glory, may blind
us; but if we look at it humbly, that we may receive its light, it will make
our  eyes stronger than they were, and shed sunlight into the thickest
darkness of our despair.

Oh, Church of God! what sayest thou to him who is thy husband! Wilt
thou not forsake thine own kindred and thy father’s house? Wilt thou not
long to know him more and more, and shall it not be thy cry to-day,
“Mount thy chariot Jesu! mount thy chariot! Ride forth, conquering and to
conquer! Show thy face and the darkness of superstition must melt before
thy countenance. Open thy mouth and let the two-eyed sword of thy Spirit
slay thy foes! Come forth, Jesus, bear the seven stars, and let them shine
where light was never seen before! Speak, Jesus, speak! and men must
hear thee, for thy voice is as ‘the sound of many waters.” Come, Jesus
come, even though thou bring the burning heat with thee, and we as thy
feet glow in the furnace! Come, look on us, and burn up all our sins with
those eyes of fire! Come, show thyself, and we will adore thee, ‘for thy
head and thy hair are white like wool!” Come, manifest thyself, and we
will trust thee, with thy garment, thy priestly garment, we will reverence
thee, and with thy golden girdle we will adore thee, King of kings, and
Lord of lords!

Come, then, that we may see thee, that thou mayest put the crown upon
thy head, and the shout may be heard — ‘Hallelujah! hallelujah! the Lord
God Omnipotent reigneth!””
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THE EARNEST OF HEAVEN.
NO. 358

A SERMON DELIVERED ON SUNDAY MORNING, FEBRUARY
3RD, 1861,

BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,

AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.

‘That holy Spirit of promise, which is the earnest of our inheritance.” —
Ephesians 1:13,14.

SO then, heaven, with all its glories, is an inheritance! Now, an
inheritance is not a thing which is bought with money, earned by labor, or
won by conquest. If any man hath an inheritance, in the proper sense of
that term, it came to him by birth. It was not because of any special merit
in him, but simply because he was his father’s son that he received the
property of which he is now possessed. So is it with heaven. The man who
shall receive this glorious heritage will not obtain it by the works of the
law, nor by the efforts of the flesh; it will be given to him as a matter of
most gracious right, because he has been “begotten again unto a lively
hope, by the resurrection of Jesus Christ from the dead;” and has thus
become an heir of heaven by blood and birth. They who come unto glory
are sons; for is it not written, “The captain of our salvation bringeth many
sons unto glory.” “They come not there as servants; no servant has any
right to the inheritance of his master; let him be never so faithful, yet is he
not his master’s heir. But because ye are sons — sons by God’s adoption,
sons by the Spirit’s regeneration — because by supernatural energy ye
have been born again — ye become inheritors of eternal life, and ye enter
into the many mansions of our Father’s house above. Let us always
understand, then, when we think of heaven, that it is a place which is to be
ours, and a state which we are to enjoy as the result of birth, — not as the
result of work. “Except a man be born again, he cannot see the kingdom
of God,” that kingdom being an inheritance, until he hath the new birth, he
can have no claim to enter it. But is it possible for us, provided that
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inheritance, and we are God’s sons — is it possible for us to know
anything what ever of that land beyond the flood? Is there power in human
intellect to fly into the land of the hereafter, and reach those islands of the
happy, where God’s people rest in the bosom of their God eternally? We
are met at the outset with a rebuff which staggers us. “Eye hath not seen,
nor ear heard, neither high entered into the heart of man, the things which
God hath prepared for them that love him.” If we paused here we might
give up all idea of beholding from our houses of clay that goodly land and
Lebanon, but we do not pause, for like the apostle, we go on with the text,
and we add “But he hath revealed it unto us by his Spirit.” It is possible to
look within the vail God’s Spirit can turn it aside for a moment, and bid us
take a glimpse, though it be but a distant one, at that unutterable glory.
There are Pisgahs even now on the surface of the earth, from the trip of
which the celestial Canaan can be beheld, there are hallowed hours in which
the mists and clouds are swept away, and the sun shineth in his
strength and our eye, being freed from its natural dimness, beholds
something of that land which is very far off, and sees a little of the joy and
blessedness which is reserved for the people of God hereafter. Our text tells
us, that the Holy Spirit is the earnest of the inheritance, by which I
understand, that he is not only the pledge, for a pledge is given for security,
but when the thing pledged is given, then the pledge itself is restored —
but he is an earnest, which is a pledge and something more. An earnest is a
part of the thing itself, it is not only a pledge of the thing, for security, but it
is a foretaste of it for present enjoyment. The word in the Greek has a
stronger force than our word pledge. Again I repeat it: if I promise to pay
to aman somewhat, I may give him land or property in pledge, but if
instead thereof I pay him a part of the sun which I have promised, that is a
pledge, but it is more, — it is an earnest, because it is a part of the thing
itself. So the Holy Spirit is a pledge to God’s people. Inasmuch as God
hath them the graces of the Spirit, be will give them the glory that results
therefrom. But he is more: he is a foretaste — he is a sweet antepast of
heaven, so that they who possess the Spirit of God possess the first tastes
of heaven; they have reaped the first-fruits of the eternal harvest; the first
drops of a shower of glory have fallen upon them, they have beheld the
first beards of the rising sun of eternal bliss; they have not merely a pledge
for security — they have an earnest, which is security and foretaste
combined. Understand, then, for this is what I am about to speak of this
morning: by the Holy Spirit there is given to the people of God even now,
experiences, joys, and feelings, which prove that they shall be in heaven —
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which do more, which bring heaven down to them, and make them already
able to guess in some measure what heaven must be. When I have enlarged
upon that theme, I shall take the black side of the picture, and remark that
it is possible for men on earth to have both a ledge and an earnest of
those eternal pains which are reserved for the impenitent: a dark subject,
but may God grant it may be for our profit and arousing.

I. First, then, THERE ARE SOME WORKS OF THE SPIRIT WHICH ARE
PECULIARLY AN EARNEST TO THE CHILD OF GOD, OF THE BLESSINGS OF
HEAVEN.

1. And, first, heaven is a state of rest. It may be because I[am
constitutionally idle, that I look upon heaven in the aspect of rest with
greater delight than under any other view of it, with but one exception. To
let the head which is so continually exercised, for once lie still — to have
no care, no, trouble, no need to labor, to strain the intellect, or vex the
limbs! I know that many of you, the sons of poverty and of toil, look
forward to the Sabbath-day, because of the enjoyments of the sanctuary,
and because of the rest which it affords you. You look for heaven as Watts
did in his song.

“There shall I bathe my weary soul
In seas of heavenly rest,
And not a wave of trouble roll
Across my peaceful breast.”

“There remaineth therefore a rest to the people of God.” “Tis not a rest of
sleep, but yet a rest as perfect as though they slept; it is a rest which puts
from them all carking care, all harrowing remorse, all thoughts of to-
morrow, all straining after a something which they have not as yet. They
are runners no more — they have reached the goal, they are warriors no
more — they have achieved the victory they are laborers no more — they
have reaped the harvest. “They rest, saith the Spirit, they rest from their
labors, and their works do follow them.”

My beloved, did you ever enjoy on certain high days of your experience, a
state of perfect rest? You could say you had not a wish in all the world
ungratified; you knew yourself to be pardoned, you felt yourself to be an
heir of heaven, Christ was precious to you; you knew that you walked in
the light of your Father’s countenance; you had cast all your worldly care
on him, for he cared for you. You felt at that hour that if death could smite
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away your dearest friends, or if calamity should remove the most valuable
part of your possessions on earth, yet you could say, “The Lord gave and
the Lord hath taken away, blessed be the name of the Lord.” Your spirit
floated along the stream of grace, without a struggle; you were not as the
swimmer, who breasts the billows, and tugs and toils for life. Your soul
was made to lie down in green pastures, beside the still waters. You were
passive in God’s hands; you knew no will but his. Oh! that sweet day!

“That heavenly calm within the breast,
Was the sure pledge of glorious rest,
Which for the Church of God remains,
The end of cares, the end of pains.”

Nay, it was more than a pledge; it was a part of the rest itself. It was a
morsel taken from the loaf of delights; it was a sip out of the wine vats of
immortal joy; it was silver spray from the waves of glory. So, then,
whenever we are quiet and at peace — “For we which have believed do
enter into rest,” and have ceased from our own works, as God did from his
— when we can say, “O God, my heart is fixed, my heart is fixed; I will
sing and give praise;” — when our spirit is full of love within us, and our
peace is like ariver, and our righteousness like the wave of the sea, —
then we already know in some degree, what heaven is. We have but to
make that peace deeper, and yet more profound, lasting, and more
continual, we have but to multiply it eternally, and we have obtained a
noble idea of the rest which remaineth for the people of God.

2. But, secondly, there is a passage in the book of Revelation, which may
sometimes puzzle the uninstructed reader, where it is said concerning the
angels, that “They rest not day and night,” and as we are to be as the angels
of God, it must undoubtedly be true in heaven, that in a certain sense,
they rest not day nor night. They always rest, so far as ease and freedom
from care is concerned; they never rest, in the sense of indolence
or inactivity. In heaven, spirits are always on the wing; their lips are always
singing the eternal hallelujahs unto the great Jehovah that sitteth upon the
throne; their fingers are never divorced from the strings of their golden
harps; their feet never cease to run in obedience to the eternal will, they
rest, but they rest on the wing; as the poet pictured the angel as he flew, —
not needing to move his wings, but resting, and yet darting swiftly through
the ether, as though he were a flash shot from the eye of God. So shall it be
with the people of God eternally, ever singing — never hoarse with music
ever serving — never wearied with their service. “They rest not day and
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night.” Have there never been times with you, when you have had both the
pledge and the earnest of this kind of heaven? — ay, when we have
preached once, and again, and again, and again, in one day, and some have
said, “But the constitution will be destroyed, the mind will be weakened,
such toil as this will bring the man low?” But we have been able to reply,
“We do not feel it; for the more toil has been cast upon us, the more
strength has been given.” Have you ever known what it is to have the
pastor’s work in revival times, when he has to sit hour after hour, seeing
convert after convert — when the time for one meal is past, and he has
forgotten it, and the time for another meal has come and gone, and he has
forgotten that, for he has been so busy and so happy with his feast of
ingatherings, that he has been like his Master, and has forgotten to eat
bread, and positively did not hunger and did not thirst, because the joy of
the service had taken away all fatigue? Just at this hour, our missionaries
are engaged throughout Jamaica, in a sweltering sun, preaching the Word.
Perhaps there has never been a more glorious revival than that which God
has sent to that island — an island which has often been blessed, but which
now seems to have received a sevenfold portion. One missionary in writing
home, says that he had not been in bed one night for a week, and he had
been preaching all day and all night long: and 1do not doubt but his
testimony to you would be, that at least, during the first part of the labor, it
seemed not to be labor. He could sleep on the wing; he could rest while he
worked, the joy of success took away from him the feeling of lassitude, the
blessed prospect of seeing so many added to the Church of God, had made
him forget even to eat bread. Well, then, at such a time as that, he had a
fore taste of the rest, and the service too, which remaineth for the people
of God. Oh, do not doubt, if you find comfort in serving God — and such
comfort that you grow not weary in his service — do not doubt, I say, but
that you shall soon join that hallowed throng, who “day without night
circle his throne rejoicing,” who rest not, but serve him day and night in his
temple! These feelings are foretastes, and they are pledges too. They give
some inklings of what heaven must be, and they make your title to heaven
clear.

3. But let us pass on. Heaven is a place of communion with all the people
of God. I am sure that in heaven they know each other. I could not perhaps
just now prove it in so many words but I feel that a heaven of people who
did not know each other, and had no fellowship, could not be heaven
because God has so constituted the human heart that it loves society, and
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especially the renewed heart is so made that it cannot help communing with
all the people of God. I always say to my Strict Baptist brethren who think
it a dreadful thing for baptized believers to commune with the unbaptized.
“But you cannot help it, if you are the people of God you must commune
with all saints, baptized or not. You may deny them the outward and
visible sign, but you cannot keep from them the inward and spiritual
grace.” If a man be a child of God I do not care what I may think about
him — if I be a child of God I do commune with him, and I must, for we
are all parts of the same body, all knit to Christ, and it is not possible that
one part of Christ’s body should ever be in any state but that of
communion with all the rest of the body. Well, in glory I feel I may say, we
know we shall converse with each other. We shall talk of our trials on the
way thither — talk most of all of him who by his faithful love and his
potent arm has brought us safely through. We shall not sing solos, but in
chorus shall we praise our King. We shall not look upon our fellows there
like men in the iron mask, whose name and character we do not know; for
there we shall know even as we are known. You shall talk with the
prophets, you shall have conversation with the martyrs, you shall sit again
at the feet of the great reformers and all your brethren in faith who have
fallen before you, or who have rather entered into rest before, these shall
be your companions on the other side the grave. How sweet must that be!
How blessed — that holy converse, that happy union, that general
assembly and Church of the first-born whose names are written in heaven!
Have we anything on earth like this? Ay, that we have, in miniature. We
have the pledge of this; for if we love the people of God, we may know
that we shall surely be with them in heaven. We have the earnest of it, for
how often has it been our privilege to hold the highest and sweetest
fellowship with our fellow Christians! Why, you and I have often said, “Did
not our hearts burn within us, while we talked together by the way, and
Christ was with us both? “When we have been together and the doors have
been shut, has not the Master said, “Peace be unto you? “When love has
gone from heart to heart, and we have all felt knit together as one man,
when party names were all forgotten, when all jealousies and bickerings
were driven out of doors, and we felt that we were one family, and all did
bear the same one name, having “one lord, one faith, and one baptism,”
then it was that we had the earnest, the foretaste, the first drinking of that
well of Bethlehem which is on the other side the pearly gate of the celestial

city.
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4.1 have to be brief on each of these points, for there are so many to
mention. Part of the bliss of heaven will consist in joy over sinners saved.
The angels look down from the battlements of the city which hath
foundations, and when they see prodigals return they sing. Jesus calleth
together his friends and his neighbors, and he saith unto then, “Rejoice with
me, for Ihave found the sheep which has lost.” The angels begin the
theme; the sacred fire runs through the host, and all the saints above take
up the strain. Hark, how they sing before the throne, for it has just been
whispered there of some Saul, “Behold, he prayeth! “Hark how their songs
get a new inspiration — how their eternal Sabbath seems to be Sabbatised
afresh, and” the rest” becomes more joyous far, while they sing of new-
born sons added to the family, and new names written in the register of the
Church below! Part of the joy of heaven, and no mean part of it, will be to
watch the fight on earth, to see the Conqueror as he marches on, and to
behold the trophies of his grace, and the spoils which his hands shall will. Is
there anything like this on earth? Ay, that there is, when the Spirit of God
gives to us joy over sinners saved. The other evening, when some of us sat
in Church meeting, what joy was there, when one after another, those who
had been plucked from the deepest hell of sin made avowal of their faith in
Christ! Some of us look back upon those Church meetings as the gladdest
nights we ever spent; when first one and then another has said, “/ have
been plucked as a brand from the burning,” and the tale of grace has been
told; and a third has stood up and said, “And I, too, was once a strange
wandering far from God, and Jesus sought me.” Why, we have some of us
gone home and felt that it was heaven below to have been there. We have
felt more joy over the conversion of others, we have sometimes thought,
than even over our own, It has been such bliss while we have taken the
hand of the convent, and the tear has been in both eyes, when the word of
gratitude has been spoken, and Jesus Christ has been magnified by lips that
once blasphemed him. My brothels and sisters, though the whole world
should censure me, I cannot help it; I must tell it, to the praise of God’s
free grace and boundless love. There are hundreds here that are the most
wonderful trophies of grace that ever lived on earth. My heart has been
gladdened, and your hearts have been gladdened too. I must not keep it
back; I will not. It was my Master’s work, it is to his honor, it is to his
praise. We will tell that on earth which we will sing in heaven. They have
washed their robes, and made them white in the blood of the lamb; and I do
believe that the joy we felt when sinners have been converted, has been an
earnest and a pledge that we shall be partakers of the like joy in heaven.
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5. But to proceed. Here is another earnest of heaven, which is rather a
personal matter than one which is drawn from others. Did you ever get a
knotty passage in Scripture, which repeated itself in your mind so many
times that you could not get rid of it? You borrowed some commentaries;
you opened them, and you found that you might enquire within, but get no
information whatever upon the particular subject you wished most to be
informed about. Commentaries generally are books which are written to
explain those parts of Scripture which everybody understands, and to make
these that are dark more mysterious than they wore before. At any rate, if
that was the aim of the different authors, they have most of them admirably
succeeded. I do not believe in great commentaries upon the whole Bible,
no one man can write such a book, so that all of it shall be valuable. When
a man gives his whole life-time to some one book, that one is worth
reading. When a man has taken up, as some have done; the Epistle to the
Romans, or the Book of Genesis, and gone on year after year toiling
through it, then such a book has been a monument of labor, and has been
valuable to the Christian student, but, generally, large commentaries give
little information where most it is needed. Well, disappointed, you have
gone back to your Bible, and have said, “I must not meddle with this text, it
is above me.” But it has repeated itself in your ears; you could not make
it out; it has followed you — dogged your steps, it would not go away
from you. At last you thought, “There was a message from God in that text
to you.” You prayed over it; while you were playing, some one word in the
text seemed to lift itself right out of the connection and shone upon you
like a star, and in the light of that one word you could see the meaning of
all the words that preceded and followed, and you rose up from your
knees, feeling that you knew the mind of the Spirit there, and had got a
step forward in Scriptural knowledge. You remember the day, some of you,
when you first learned the doctrines of grace. When we were first
converted, we did not know much about them, we did not know whether
God had converted us, or we had converted ourselves, but we heard a
discourse one day in which some sentences were used, which gave us the
clue to the whole system, and we began at once to see how God the Father
planned, and God the Son carried out, and God the Holy Spirit applied, and
we found ourselves on a sudden brought into the midst of a system of
truths, which we might perhaps have believed before, but which we could
not have clearly stated, and did not understand well the joy of that advance
in knowledge was exceeding great. I know it was to me. I can remember
well the day and hour, when first I received those truths in my own soul —
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when they were burnt into me, as John Bunyan says — burnt as with a hot
iron into my soul; and I can recollect how I felt I had grown on a sudden
from ababe into aman —that [had made progress in Scriptural
knowledge, from having got a hold once for all of the clue to the truth of
God. Well, now, in that moment when God the Holy Spirit increased your
knowledge, and opened the eyes off your understanding, you had the
earnest, that you shall one day see, not through a glass darkly, but face to
face, and by-and-bye you shall know the whole truth, even as you are
known.

6. But further than this — to put two or three thoughts into one, for
brevity’s sake: whenever, Christian, thou hast achieved a victory over thy
lusts — whenever after hard struggling, thou hast had a temptation dead at
thy feet — thou hast had in that day and hour a foretaste of the joy that
awaits thee, when the Lord shall shortly tread Satan under thy feet. That
victory in the first skirmish, is the pledge and the earnest of the triumph in
the last decisive battle. If thou hast overcome one foe, thou shalt overthrew
them all. If the walls of Jericho have been dismantled, so shall every fort be
carried, and thou shalt go up a conqueror over the ruins thereof; and when,
believer, thou hast known thy security in Christ — when thou hast been
able to say, “I know that my Redeemer liveth, and I am persuaded that he is
able to keep that which I have committed to him” — when you felt sure
that earth and heaven might revel, but Ais love could never pass away —
when you have sung out the strong lines of Toplady,

“My name from the Palms of his hands
Eternity will not erase;
Impress’d on his heart it
remains In marks of indelible
grace;”

when you could put your foot upon a rock, and feel that you stood
securely, knowing that you were safe in him, and because he lived, you
must live also, — in that hour you had the pledge and the foretaste of that
glorious security which should be yours, when you are beyond gunshot of
the infernal fiend, beyond even the howling of the infernal dog. O
Christian, there are many windows to heaven, through which God looks
down on thee; and there are some windows through which thou mayest
look up to, him. Let these past enjoyments be guarantees of thy future
bliss, let them be to thee as the grapes of Eshcol were to the Jews in the
wilderness, they were the fruit of the land, and when they tasted them, they
said, “It is a land that floweth with milk and honey.” These enjoyments are
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the products of Canaan, they are handfuls of heavenly flowers thrown over
the wall, they are bunches of heaven’s spices, brought to times by angel
hands across the stream. Heaven is full of joys like these. Thou hast but a
few of them, heaven is shown with then. There thy golden joys are but as
stones, and thy most precious jewels are as common as the pebbles of the
brook. Now thou drinkest drops, and they are so sweet, that thy palate doth
not soon forget then; but these them shalt put thy lips to the cup, and
drink, but never drain it dry; there thou shalt sit at the well-head, and drink
as much as thou canst draw, and draw as much as thou canst desire. Now
thou seest the glimmerings of heaven as a star twinkling from leagues of
distance, follow that glimmering, and thou shalt see heaven no more as a
star, but as the sun which shineth in its strength.

8. Permit me to remark yet once more, there is one foretaste of heaven
which the Spirit gives, which it were very wrong for us to omit. And now,
I shall seem, I dare nay, to those who understand not spiritual mysteries, to
be as one that dreams. There are moments when the child of God has real
fellowship with the Lord Jesus Christ. You know what fellowship between
man and man means. There is as real a fellowship between the Christian
and Christ. Our eyes can look on Aim. I say not that these human optics
can behold the very flesh of Christ, but I say that the eyes of the soul can
here on earth more truly see Christ, after a spiritual sort, than ever eyes of
man saw him when he was in the flesh on earth. To-day, your head may
lean upon the Savior’s bosom, to-day, he may be your sweet companion,
and with the spouse you may say, “Let him kiss me with the kisses of his
mouth, for his love is better than wine.” I pray you, think not that I rave
now I speak what I do know, and testify what I have seen, and what many
of you have seen and known too. There are moments with the believer,
when, whether in the body or out of the body, he cannot tell — God
knoweth — but this he knows, that Christ’s left hand is under his head, and
his right hand doth embrace him. Christ hath shown to him his hands and
his side. He could say, with Thomas, “My Lord and my God,” but he could
not say much more. The world recedes, it disappears. The things of time
are covered with a pall of darkness Christ only stands out before the
believer’s view. I have known that some believers. Even they have been in
this state, could say with the spouse, “Stay me with apples, comfort me
with flagons, for I am sick of love.” Their love of Christ and Christ’s love
to them, had overcome them. Their soul was something in the state of
John, whom we described last Lord’s-day morning: “When I saw him, I fell
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at his feet as dead.” A sacred faintness overcomes my soul, I die — I die to
prove the fullness of redeeming love, the love of Christ to me. Oh, these
seasons! Talk ye not of feasts ye sour of mirth; tell us not of music, ye
who delight in melodious sound; tell us not of wealth, and rank, and
honor, and the joys of victory. One hour with Christ is worth an eternity of
all earth’s joys. May I but see him, may I but see his face, but behold his
beauties — come winds, blow ye away all earthly joys I have — this joy
shall well content my soul. Let the hot sun of tribulation dry up all the
water-brooks; but this fresh spring shall fill my cup full to the brim — yea,
it shall make a river of delight, wherein my soul shall bathe. To be with
Christ on earth is the best, the surest, the most ecstatic foretaste and
earnest of the joys of heaven. Forget not this, Christian! If thou hast ever
known Christ, heaven is thine; and when thou hast enjoyed Christ, thou
hast learned a little of what the bliss of futurity shall be.

9.1 do not doubt, also, that on dying beds men get foretastes of heaven
which they never had in health. When Death begins to pull down the old
clay-house, he knocks away much of the plaster, and then the light shines
through the chinks. When he comes to deal with our rough garment of clay
he pulls it to rags first; and then it is we begin to get a better view of the
robes of righteousness, the fair white linen of the saints, with which we are
always covered though we know it not. The nearer to death, the nearer to
heaven, faith the believer; the more sick, the nearer he is to health. The
darkest part of his night is indeed the dawning of the day; just when he
shall think he dies he shall begin to live; and when his flesh drops from him,
then is he prepared to be clothed upon with his house which is from
heaven. Children of God in dying have said wonderful things, which it were
scarcely lawful for us to utter here. It needs the stillness of the robin; the
solemn silence of the last hour; the failing eye, the chinked utterance, the
pale thin hand, to put a soul into their utterances. I remember when a
Christian brother, who had often preached with me the gospel, was sore
sick and dying, he was suddenly smitten with blindness, which was a first
monition of the approach of death, and he said to me —

“And when ye see my eyestrings break,
How sweet my moments roll;
A mortal paleness on my cheek,
But glory in my soul;”

And said it with such emphasis, as a man who, but two or three minutes
after, stood before his God, that I can never read those lines without
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feeling how well the poet must have foreseen a death like his. Ay, there are
mystic syllables that have dropped from the lips of dying men that have
been priceless richest pearls. There have been sights of heaven seen in the
midst of Jordan which these eyes cannot see, until this breast shall be
chilled in the dread and cold stream. All these things that we have
mentioned are the fruits of “that Holy Spirit of promise, which is the
earnest of our inheritance until the redemption of the purchased
possession.”

II. A few minutes only — and, O God! do thou help us! — with all
solemnity, I utter a few sentences upon THE BLACK REVERSE OF THE
Joyous PICTURE I HAVE PRESENTED TO YOuU.

There is another world, for the wicked, as well as for the righteous. They
who believe not in Christ are no more annihilated than those who do
believe in him. Immortality awaits us all. We die, but we die not; we live
for ever; and if we fear not God, that immortality is the most frightful curse
that ever fell on creature —

“To linger in eternal death,
Yet death for ever fly.”

Can we tell what that world of woe is? In vain do we talk to you about the
pit that is bottomless, and the fire that never can be quenched, and the
worm that dieth not. These are but images, and images which are used so
often that we fear they are almost threadbare in your estimation, and you
will scarcely give an ear to them. Listen. Then. If thou be this day without
God and without Christ in the world, thou hast in thyself a few sparks of
that eternal fire; thou hast already been singed by the vehement heat of that
furnace which to some men has been so hot that even when they have
passed it on earth, like Nebuchadnezzar’s mighty men, they have fallen
down, smitten by the heat thereof, ere they came within its flames.
Ungodly, unconverted men, have an uneasiness of spirit, they are never
contented, they want something; if they have that, they will want something
more. They do not feel happy; they see through the amusements
which the world presents to them, they are wise enough to see that they are
hollow; they understand that the fair cheek is painted; they know that its
beauty is but mere pretense; they are not befouled, God has awakened
them. They are sensible enough to know that this world cannot fill a man’s
heart, they know that an immortal spirit is never to be satisfied with mortal
joys. They are uneasy; they wish to kill time, it hangs heavy on their hands.
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They wish they could sleep three and twenty hours out of the four and
twenty, or drink half the day. They try if they cannot find some pleasure
that may wake up their energies — some new device, some novelty, even
though it were novelty of sin, which might give a little excitement to a
palate that has lost all power to be pleased. Now when a man gets into that
uneasy state, he may make a guess of what hell will be. It will be that
uneasiness intensified, magnified to the extreme: to wander through dry
places, seeking rest and finding none, always thirsting, but never having a
drop of water to cool that thirst hungering, but feeding upon wind, and
hungering still; longing, yearning, groaning sighing, conscious of misery,
sensible of emptiness, feeling poverty, but never getting aught whereby that
poverty may be made rich, or that hunger may be stayed. Ah! ye uneasy
ones, may your uneasiness bring you to Christ!

But unconverted men without Christ, have another curse, which is a sure
foretaste to them of hell. They are uneasy about death. I have my mind
now upon a person who trembles like an aspen leaf during a thunderstorm,
and I know another man who could bear a storm very well, but if there be
the slightest thing the matter with him, if he has a cough, he fears his lungs
are affected — if he feels a little hoarse, he is sure he will have bronchitis,
and die, and that thought of dying, he cannot bear. He will hear you talk
about it, and clack a joke over it, merely for the sake of coveting up his
own dismay. He fancies you cannot see through him; but you can plainly
discover that he is as afraid of dying as ever he can be. I know at this
moment a family where the governess was instructed, when she took the
situation, never to mention the subject of death to the children, or else she
would be instantly discharged. That fear of dying which haunts some men!
Not when their blood boils, and they are excited — then they could rush
to the cannon’s mouth, but when they are cool and steady, and look at it
— when it is not the sword’s point, and glory, but dying, mere dying, then
they shiver. Oh how these strong men start and how they quail! Full many
an infidel has recanted his infidelity then — given it all up, when he has
come to deal with the awful mysteries of death. But those already of death
are but the foreshadows of that darker gloom which must gather round
your spirit, except you believe in Christ. With some men it has even gone
further shall this. When a man has long resisted the invitations of the
gospel, long gone from bad to worse, from sin to sin, a horror, an
unspeakable horror, will seize hold upon him at times, especially if he be a
man who is given to intoxication. Then a delirium will come upon him,
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mingled with a remorse, which will make his life intolerable. It has been
my unhappy lot to see one or two such cases of persons who have been ill,
and have been vexed with fears, fears of a most hideous caste, which you
could not remove. You speak to them about Christ, they say, “What have
I to do with him? I have cursed him hundreds of times.” You speak to
them about faith in Christ; “Faith in Christ,” they say, “what is the use of
that to me? I am past hope, I am given up, and I do not care about it
either.” And then they collapse — go back again into that dull despair,
which is the sure advance guard of damnation itself. With these men one
may pray; they bid you pray for them, and then they say. “Get up, sir, it is
of no use; God will never hear you for me.” They will ask you to go home
and pray; but assure you that it will be useless to do so. You read the
Bible to them, “Don’t read the Scriptures,” say they;” every text cuts me
to the quick, for I have neglected the Word of God, and all my time now
is past.” You tell them that

“While the lamp holds out to burn,
The vilest sinner may return.”

No, no, they cannot. You may tell them that there is hope — that Jesus
Christ calls many at the eleventh hour, you picture to them the thief on the
cross. No, no, they put far from them all hope, and choose their own
delusions, and perish. Now, such men give the gravest picture of what hell
must be, in these forebodings of the wrath to come. I saw one man, now in
eternity, and where he is God knoweth, I could not describe to you what I
saw that day of him. He said he would not die and walked up and down as
long as there was life in him, under the notion, as he said, that if he could
walk about he knew he should not die. He would not die, he said, he would
live, he must live. “I cannot die,” said he, “for I must be damned if I die; I
feel I must,” and that poor wretch, sometimes giving ear to your
admonitions, then cursing you to your face, bidding you pray, and then
blaspheming — dying with hell commenced, with all the horrors of
perdition just beginning — a sort of infant perdition strangling to be born
within him! Oh! may God deliver you from ever knowing this vilest
premonition of destruction! And how shall you be delivered, but by this?
“Believe in the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved; for he that
believeth and is baptized shall be saved” — so saith the Scripture — She
that believeth not shall be damned.” Trust Christ and you are saved, be you
whom you may. Come to the foot of the cross, and cast yourself where his
blood is dropping, and you are saved. Give your heart to him, believe in
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him, repose your confidence in him. May the Spirit of God enable you to
do this! May he help you to repent of sin, and having repented, may he
bring you to Christ, as the sin propitiator! and may you go away this day,
saying, “I do believe in Christ; my soul rests in him! “And if you can say
that, the joy and peace in believing, which must follow a simple faith in
Christ, shall be to you the work of “the Holy Spirit of promise and the
earnest of our inheritance, until the redemption of the purchased
possession.”
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THE TABERNACLE — WITHOUT
THE CAMP.

NO. 359

A SERMON DELIVERED ON SUNDAY MORNING, FEBRUARY
10TH, 1861,

BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,

AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.

“And Moses took the tabernacle, and pitched it without the camp,
afar on from the camp, and called it the Tabernacle of the
congregation. And it came to pass, that every one which sought the
Lord went out unto the tabernacle of the congregation, which was
without the camp.” Exodus 33:7.

I HAVE been somewhat perplexed in studying this text, for according to
the book of Exodus, the tabernacle — the tabernacle strictly so called —
did not exist at the time to which it refers. In the succeeding chapters of
this very book, we have an account of the gifts which were made by the
people for the construction of that tabernacle, wherein God dwelt while the
children of Israel abode in the wilderness. It seems to me, after looking at
the various authorities upon the point, and considering the opinions of
those who have well studied it, that when the children of Israel came out of
Egypt, there may have been some large tent constantly pitched in the center
of the camp, which had no ark of the covenant in it, and probably no altar.
The vessels and imply meets for the service of the sanctuary had not then
been made; not even had the pattern been seen by Moses in the holy
mount. The people may be considered to have been at that time, under the
patriarchal dispensation, which reaches on, if I understand Scripture aright,
until the time of the giving of the law, and forty days beyond that ready; for
it was forty days after the giving of the law, before the ceremonials of
Levitical worship were thoroughly established. Moses was forty days in the
mount, receiving instruction as to how the worship of God should in future
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be ordered. That worship had not then begun in all its glorious splendor;
Aaron had not even been ordained a priest. The service of the Levitical
dispensation awaited as yet, those statutes and ordinances by which its
observances were solemnly imposed. Previous to this, as I take it, there
was a large tent in the center of the camp, set apart for that worship which
was common to patriarchal times, for prayer, for praise, and for burnt
sacrifices. Now, here God dwelt, in the midst of this tabernacle. He was in
the center of his people; his cloud overshadowed them by day, and kept off
from their heads the burning heat, that cloud was like a luminous
atmosphere above them by night, so that probably they could see by night
as well as by day. God was in the midst of them, this was their glory and
their boast. They had no strange God. The LORD himself had made their
camp the place for his feet, and glorious indeed it was. But while Moses
had ascended to the mountaintop, the people, who were an unspiritual
race, wanted a something that they could see; they wanted some visible
personification of that spiritual God, whom they were unable to worship
unless they aver him in type and figure, so they said unto Aaron, “Up,
make us gods that shall go before us!” They brake off their earrings, and
they fashioned there a golden calf, and they said, “Those be thy Gods, O
Israel, that brought thee up out of the land of Egypt.” Not, I think, that
they meant to worship the calf, but they intended to worship Jehovah,
under the representation of a calf, for it is expressly said in the word, “Then
they proclaimed a feast unto Jehovah,” which shows that even their dancing
around the calf was but a human invention whereby they hoped to honor
and to glorify Jehovah. But they vexed the Holy One unto anger, and
they grieved his Holy Spirit so that he went forth from the midst of them,
he would not acknowledge the camp any more as being the place
where he could dwell. A voice might have been heard in heaven, “Let us go
hence.” The holy God could not abide any longer in the central spot of a
camp so defiled by sin. The pillar of cloud moved, and Mopes bade the
proper officers lift up the sacred tent: they carried it up the side of the hill.
Justice was about to take away from the people the presence of God, but
Mercy stopped its march. Mercy seemed to say, “Though God cannot
abide in the midst of the people, yet he will not go very far from them.” So
he stayed upon the hill side, and there was the tabernacle pitched, afar off
from the people, not so far but that they could know that God was there;
not so far but that they who “sought the Lord” might reach the tabernacle
at an easy distance. This, I say was intended to teach the people that God
did not recognize their camp as being any longer his dwelling-place,
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because human invention had stained his worship and laid his honor in the
dust.

What use are we to make of this very significant incident? Give heed, men
and brethren, I beseech you. This is just the position. I take it, of God’s
tabernacle at the present hour. They that seek the Lord must go out from
the camp and from the congregation, and if they would commune with the
Most High they cannot do it in the camps of even the religious and
professing world. They must, like the Master, go forth without the camp
bearing his reproach. The day will come in which we shall be able to have
fellowship with God in the camp, when the tabernacle of the Lord shall be
among men, and he shall dwell among them; but that time is not yet. Now
his tabernacle is out of the camp, and away from men. Those who would
follow him must be separate, must come out from the masses, must be
distinct, and set apart, in order to be recognized as the sons and the
daughters of the Lord God Almighty.

There are three points upon which I shall enlarge this morning. The first
will be, that outside the camp is the place for true seekers of God,
secondly, that this going forth from the camp will involve some
considerable inconvenience; and thirdly, I shall earnestly exhort you, as
God shall help me, if you are seeking God, to take care that you go
without the camp afar off from the camp, according to his word.

I. First, then, they that seek the Lord must, at this day, as in the time of the
narrative we have just read, GO WITHOUT THE CAMP.

It is scarcely necessary for me to say that no man can be a true seeker of
God who has anything to do with the camp of the profane. We must take
care that our garments are entirely clean from those lusts of the flesh, and
those blasphemies of the ungodly. It will be impossible for thee, O seeker,
ever to have communion with God, whilst thou hast fellowship with
Belial: thou canst not go to the synagogue of Satan, and to the synagogue
of God at the sane thee. Thou wilt be an arrant fool, if thou shalt attempt
it, thou wilt be mad if thou shalt persevere in the attempt; thou wilt he
something more than lost if thou harpist to be saved, whilst thou
continuest in so estranged a state. God will not allow us to do as the old
Saxon king did, who set up his old gods in one Dart of the Church, and
hung up the crucifix in another, hoping that by having two strings to his
bow, he might make sure to be safe. Other religions relay be tolerant, but
the religions of Christ knows no tolerance with regard to error. Before
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must fall. Dagon may be content for God’s ark to stand, if he may stand
too, but the ark of God knows of nothing but an absolute supreme for
itself, and a total destruction of all other gods. Either thou must serve God
or anon. No compromise must be attempted. It will be considered as an
audacious blasphemy of God. Come out, then, if thou wouldst be saved;
come out from the herd of sinners, leave thou the godless and the
Christless generation, for in that camp there will be no possibility of
fellowship with God.

Again, we must as much come out from the camp of the careless as from
the camp of the profane. The largest company in the world is not that of
the profane, but of the thoughtless — not those who oppose, but who
neglect the great salvation. For every one man who is openly an antagonist
of truth, there are probably a thousand men who care neither for truth nor
error. The Sadducees still remain a very numerous body — men who are
content to live as they list, holding really and secretly within them certain
evil thoughts, but still willing to go with the crowd, and to be numbered
with the followers of Christ. Ah, if thou wouldst see the face of God, my
hearer, them must come out from among the giddy, thoughtless throng. It
is not possible for thee to worship him who bore the cross, whilst thou
shalt be mingling in the amusements of the world, and toying with the
charms of the flesh. Come thou out from among them, be not numbered
with them, let thy conduct and conversation distinguish thee at once from
then, let it be seen that thou also wast with Jesus of Nazareth, let none
mistake thee for a mere bystander, a simple looker on, but let all know
that thou art one of his disciples, because thy speech bewrayeth thee. Oh,
I do again repeat it, let none think that in the camp of the negligent, the
thoughtless, those who count it enough to be moral before man, but who
never think of God — let none think that salvation is to be found there.

But we must go further than this: if a man would have fellowship with
God he must go even out of the camp of the merely steady, sedate, and
thoughtful;, for there be multitudes whose thoughts are not God’s
thoughts, and whose ways are not his ways, who are in every respect
conformed outwardly to the laws of God, and who rigidly observe the
customs of upright society — who think, and therefore abhor the trifles of
the world — who do sit down and meditate, and therefore understand the
hollowness of this present life, but who, notwithstanding, have never
learned to set their affections on things above. Though they are not so
foolish as to think that the shadows of this world are a substance, yet have
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they never sought eternal realities. You must come out from these, for
except your righteousness exceed theirs you shall not be saved. Unless
there shall be something more in you than in the merely steady, respectable,
and outwardly moral you shall never know the peace-speaking blood of
Christ, nor enter into the “rest which remaineth for the people of God.”
Up! get thee hence; get thee away from them. It is not enough to leave the
Amalekites, thou must leave even the hosts of Moab, brother though Moab
may seem to be to the Israel of God.

We must draw yet another line, more marked and distinct than this. He
that would know anything of God aright must even come out of the camp
of the merely religious. See them how they go to their church. What for?
Frequently to show their finery, and often to be seen of their friends. See
many as they go to chapel; and what for? It is their custom, it is their habit.
They sing as God’s people sing; they appear to take a holy delight in the
worship of the Most High, they bow as God’s people bow when they pray
— nay; they do more — they sit at the Lord’s table and appear to know
somewhat of the joy which that ordinance affords, they come to baptism,
they pass through the stream, and yet in how many cases they have a name
to live and are dead! Oh, it is one thing to attend to religion, but another
thing to be in Christ Jesus, it is one thing to have the name upon the
church book but quite another thing to have it written in the Lamb’s book
of life. There is not a church under heaven that is quite pure. With all our
care, with all our industry and watchfulness, we cannot prevent the sad
fact.

Hypocrites will mingle with the sincere, and the tares will be sown with the
wheat. So I suppose it must be till the lepers come and gather the tares in
bundles to burn. I pray you let none of you think that you have taken out a
patent for heaven when you have made a profession of your faith in Christ.
That profession may be a lie; the conduct which springs from it may be but
the result of custom. Except a man be born of water and of the Spirit, he
cannot enter into the kingdom of God. That which is born of the flesh is
flesh;” and only “that which is born of the Spirit is spirit.” Do you believe
that one-tenth of the religion you see about you is sincere? What do we say
then to the fact that when investigation has been made as to articles sold at
shops there is scarcely a single article in any trade which is not found to be
adulterated. Whence comes this? If it were only some men who did thus,
and they were notorious, we might flatter ourselves that Christians are
surely clear. But what if it grows into a custom! When the fact comes out
that in the most cases our articles of food are shamefully mixed, and that
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with poisonous ingredients in some instances, what are we to say? Can that
religion which spreads over London — which seems to be adopted by
almost everybody — can that be sound while it allows this thing to go on
under its cover? And have you not remarked the course of business? How
often you must have noticed “Astounding failures,” and that, too, of men
professedly religious. How do you sometimes see the most shameful
fraudulent bankruptcies, and these are perpetrated by men who have
occupied your pews and listened to your ministry. What direr this teach us
but that there is more glitter than there is gold, and that there may be much
varnish and much paint where there is but little of the sound material of
grace. Oh, sirs, if half the religion of England were true religion, we
should not be such a people as we now are. Give us but one man out of
three of those who profess to be followers of Christ, sincerely his and
thoroughly his, and how changed would this empire become, and what a
different face would all the commercial relations of life bear to the eyes
even of outward observers! There is, it must be confessed, much delusion.
I believe there is more sound godliness in England than ever there was
since she was a nation, but yet as in the rolling of every chariot there is a
cloud of dust, so is there mixed up with the advance of the Savior’s
kingdom that rolling cloud of dust — hypocrisy and vain pretense. Let us
take heed to ourselves, then, that we go forth without the camp, that we
are distinguished and separated, not merely from the irreligious, but from
the religious too; that we are as separate even from the nominal church as
we are from that people who profess not to know the Lord and are
therefore cursed.

Here I am stopped by the question, But in what respect is a Christian to
come out from all these, and more especially to come out from the mere
professors? I will tell you, brethren. There is occasion enough just now for
the watchman to sound the notes of warning in your ears. The reasons why
the nominal Church at the present time is not the place where the
tabernacle is pitched, is that the Church has adulterated the worship of God
by the addition of human ceremonies: I shall not stay to indicate them, but I
believe there is a great proportion of the worship of Christians in these
days which is not warranted by the Word of God. We have made an
advance beyond its plain letter, and have added to the pure Word of God
inventions of our own. Now, in coming out from the Church, we must
leave all ceremonies behind us which are not absolutely taught in the
Scriptures, we must shake our garment of every performance, however fair
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and admirable it may look, unless it has strictly the letter of divine
inspiration to warrant it. Having done this in a Church capacity, we must
then come out from all the doctrines of the church which are not strictly
scriptural. We must leave behind us the dogmas of our creeds, if the creeds
be not in consistence with the Word of God. We must dare to bear our
testimony against all false teaching; we must take care that we share none
of the blame of those men who keep back a part of God’s Word, and
therefore mar their ministry, and spoil its effect upon their hearers. We
must come out from all the practice; off the Church which are not in
accordance with God’s Word. We must never plead the precedent of godly
men for any act or thought which God himself has not enjoined. Come
right out; you have nothing to do with what even a Christian man might
tolerate. You are to come straight out from the camp, and taking heed that
ye swerve not to the right hand or to the left, “follow the Lamb
whithersoever he goeth.” Take care, too, that you are not actuated by the
motives of the nominal Christian, many nominal Christians have, as the
motives of their lives, the maintaining of appearance, the keeping up of the
respectable sham of godliness. Your conversation must be in heaven, your
motive must be derived from heaven, and your life must be, not in
profession, but in reality, “a life of faith upon the Son of God who loved
you and gave himself for you.” In fine, to gather up all in one, if you would
have true fellowship with Christ, you must come out from the camp, and
be devoted, — your whole spirit, soul, and body, — in the Lord’s strength,
entirely, perpetually, and continually, to his service. You must say what
many say with the lip, but what few can really feel in the heart, “For me to
live is Christ, and to die is gain.” Nothing short of this will be a true
coming out of the camp; nothing but this will give you that near and
intimate relationship and communion with God after which every believer’s
soul in panting, and without which it cannot find repose.

I1. Having thus tried briefly to describe the truth that outside of the camp
is the place for seekers of God, I shall now take the second point; THIS
GOING OuT OF THE CAMP WILL INVOLVE MUCH INCONVENIENCE.

Some try to get over the inconvenience in the way Joshua did, they think
they will come out of the camp altogether and live in the tabernacle, and
then there will be no difficulty. You know there are many pious minds, a
little over-heated with imagination who think, that if they never mixed with
the world they could be holy. No doubt they would like to have a building
erected, in which they could live, and pray, and sing all day, and never go
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to business, nor have anything at all to do with buying and selling. Thus
they think by going without the camp they should become the people of
God. In this however, they mistake the akin and object of the Christian
religion — “I pray not that them shouldest take them out of the world, but
that thou shouldest keep them from the evil.” That were an easy, lazy
subterfuge for getting rid of the hard task of having to fight for Christ. Tic
go out of the battle in order that ye may will the victory is a strange
method indeed of seeking to come off “more than conquerors! “No, no, we
must be prepared, like Moses to go into the camp and to come out of it,
always to come out of it when we seek fellowship with God, but still to be
in it, to be mixed up with it, to be in the midst of it doing the common acts
of man, and yet never being tainted by its infection, and never having the
spirit troubled by that will and evil which is so rampant there. I counsel
you, not that you should come out of the world, but that being in it, you
should be so distinctly not of it, that all men may see that you worship the
Father outside the camp of their common association and their carnal
worship.

This will involve many inconveniences. One stands on the outset. You will
find that your diffidence and your modesty will sometimes shrink from the
performance of duty’s stern commands. 1f you follow Christ, you must
avow him. The Master desires to have no secret disciples. If Christ be
worth anything, he is worth avowing before the world, before anon, before
angels, and before devils. “Whosoever therefore shall be ashamed of me
and of my words, in this adulterous and pitiful generation; of him also shall
the Son of Man be ashamed, when he cometh in the glory of his Father
with the holy angels.” You must be able to say distinctly, I am not ashamed
to avow that my heart is given to Jesus the crucified. As he espoused my
cause publicly before a gazing world, so I espouse his. I his cross have
taken, all else to leave, if it be necessary, that I may fob him. He is my
Lord, to him I will submit; he is my trust, on him I lean; he is my hope, for
him Ilook.” Do not try the plan which some are attempting, of being
Christians in the dark. Put on Christ. You know how the promise is made,
“He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved.” Do not shrink from the
second part of the command; if you have believed, profess your faith in
baptism. Be not ashamed of your Lord and Master. Know ye not that the
Lord hath said, “He that with his heart believeth, and with his mouth
confesseth, shall be saved.” “You must make the public confession. I know
there is no merit in the confession, but still, is it not right? — is it not
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reasonable? How can you expect the blessing of God, if you do not what
Christ tells you, and do it not as Christ tells you? Come ye out, wear his
badge, bear his name, and say to the sons of men, “Let others do as they
will, as for me and my house, we will, we must serve the Lord.”

When you have got over that difficulty when your reserve has given place
to a good confession, and you appear upon the stage of action, you will
find that then your trouble begins. Peradventure when you go without the
camp you will lose some of your best friends. Perhaps your mother may
say she would not mind your serving Christ, that she wishes that you
belonged to her denomination, while you feel that if you serve Christ at all
you must go just where he would have you go, and carry out to the letter
all your Lord’s will. Some of your dearest companions may say. “Well, if
you turn religious, certainly our acquaintance must cease, we should never
agree, and therefore See had better part.” And some with whom you have
to live will day after day put you to a sort of martyrdom before a slow fire,
by giving you the trial of cruel mockings. You will find that many a tie has
to be cut when your soul is bound with cords to the horns of the altar. Can
you do it? As Christ left his Father for you, can you leave all for him? Do
you know that text, and is it terrible to you — “If a man love father and
mother more than me he is not worthy of me, and if a man love Ron or
daughter more than me he is not worthy of me? “Are you ready to carry
out your convictions, come what may? Should you turn back, would that
be to rely upon the promise which David uttered — “When my father and
mother forsake me then the Lord shall take me up”? You are not fit to be a
disciple of Christ if you cannot take the like of this into the cost of
following your Savior, and estimate it as a light aftliction compared with
the eternal weight of glory which shall be given to them who faithfully
serve him and fully avow themselves his when others would turn them
aside.

You will find too, when you go without the camp, you will have some
even professedly godly people against you. It is one of the sorest trials
that I know of in the Christian life to have godly men themselves censure
you. “Ah!” they will say, when you are filled with the Spirit, and are
anxious to serve God as Caleb did, with all your heart — “Ah! young
man, that is fanaticism, and it will grow cool by-and-bye.” When you are
called to some good work for your fellow-men they will tell you “That is
too bold a deed, too daring an act of enthusiasm.” To say — “Whether any
will follow me or not, here I go straight to battle and to victory” — this is
the prowess of



174

faith, and Christ requires it of every one of you. The godly will follow you
by-and-bye, when yokel succeed, but you must be prepared to go without
them sometimes. Look at young David. He knows that he is called to fight
with Goliah, but his brothers say, “Because of thy pride and the
naughtiness of thy heart to see the battle art thou come.” But David cares
not; he brings back the bloody head of the giant, and there is his refutation
of their slander. Do you the same. Be prepared to meet with cold-hearted
Christians; you will have to stand alone, and bear their sneer as well as the
sneer of the world; you will have to endure their “judicious” remarks, and
bear their sage cautions and their serious suggestions against your being
too bold and too hot. Let none of these things dismay you. Do your
Master’s will, and do it thoroughly. Go the whole way with your Lord and
Master, and you shall come to be had in reverence of them that sit at meat
with you.

There is another inconvenience to which you will most surely be expensed,
namely, that you will be charged falsely. Some will say, “You make too
much of non-essentials.” That is athing I frequently hear —
nonessentials! There are certain things in Scripture they tell us that are non-
essentials, and therefore they are not to be taken any notice of. Doctrinal
views, and the baptism of believers, for instance, these are non-essential to
salvation, and therefore, is the inference which follows according to the
theory of some, we may be very careless about them. Do you know
believer in Christ, that you are a servant? And what would you think of a
servant should first wittingly neglect her duty, and then come to you and
tell you that it is non- essential? If she should not light the fire to-morrow
morning, and when you came down, she were to say, ‘Well, sir, it is non-
essential; you won’t die through the fire not being lit,” — or if, when she
spread the breakfast, there was no provision there but a crust of bread, and
nothing for you to drink, what if she should say, “Well, sir, it is non-
essential you know; there is a glass of water for you, and a piece of bread,
the rest is non-essential;”

— if you came home and found that the rooms had never been swept, and
the dust was upon them, or that the bed had not been made, and that you
could not take an easy nights rest, and the servant should say, “Oh, it is
non-essential, sir, it is quite non-essential.” I think you would find it to be
non-essential for you to keep her any longer, but extremely essential that
you should discharge her. And what shall we say of those men who put
aside the words of Christ, and say, “His precepts are quite non-essential?”
Why, methinks because they are non-essential, they therefore become the
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test-points of your obedience. If you could be saved by them, and if they
were necessary to your salvation, your selfishness would lead you to
observe then; but inasmuch as they are not necessary to your salvation they
become tests of your willingness to obey Christ. If the Lord had left a
record in his Word — “He that believeth and picks up a pebble stone shall
be saved,” I dare not neglect to pick up the pebble stone. And if I found
that in Holy Scripture there were doctrines even of less value than the
great points of our Christian religion, I should still think it were my duty
to bow my judgment, and to turn any intellect to the reception of God’s
truth just as God sent it forth. That idea about non-essentials is wicked and
rebellious. Cast it from you; go without the camp. Be particular in every
point. To the tiniest jot and tittle seek to obey your Master’s will, and seek
his grace that you may walk in the way of his commandments with a
perfect heart.

But then, if you do walk according to this rule, others will say, “You are so
bigoted.” Thus reply to them: “I am very bigoted over myself, but I never
claim any authority over you. To your own Master you stand or fall, and /
do the same.” If it be bigotry to hold decisive views about God’s truth, and
to be obedient in every particular, as far as God the Spirit has taught me, if
that be bigotry — all hail bigotry! — most hallowed thing! The thing called
bigotry, is that which inclines one man to bind another’s conscience. The
duty of all men is truly the same; but then I must not make my conscience
the standard for another; it Unit be the standard for myself, and I am not to
violate it: “He that knoweth his Master’s will, and doeth it not, shall be
beaten with many stripes.” Take thou heed, therefore, that thou doest his
will when thou knowest it, but if another, not knowing his will, should
reprove thee, be thou ready to give an answer to him that speaketh to thee
with meekness and war. But be not harsh with any man; thou art not his
master. Be not stern with those who differ from thee, for thou art not made
the judge of mankind; thou art not arbiter of right and wrong. Leave others
to be as conscientious as thyself and believe that a Christian man, though
he may differ from thee, is as much sincere in his difference as thou art in
thy dissent from him. Yet be careful, that no unhallowed charity compel
thee to lay down the weapons of thy warfare. Be careful that Satan does
not deceive thee and make thee to be charitable to thyself. Be charitable
towards every other man, but clever to thyself. Forgive every other man the
injuries that he doeth, but forgive not thyself. Weep, lament, and sigh
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before God, and so may he ever help thee thus to go forth without the
camp.

With one other remark, I will leave this point about the inconveniences. If
you follow Christ, and come without the camp, you must expect to be
watched. 1 have frequently noticed that when a member of our church does
anything wrong, people will say, “There is your religion — a horrible
thing! “If a pension who scrupulously gales to church swears nobody
thinks anything of it, but if he is a Dissenter — “Oh! it is horrible!” Well!
so it is I admit. But it shows that people expect those who dissent to be
better than those who do not. I only wish their expectation could always be
fulfilled. If you profess to go without the camp, others will look for
something extra in you, — mind that they are not disappointed. They ought
to expect it, and I am glad they do expect it. I have heard some say, “I do
not like to join the church because then there would be so much expected
of me.” Just so, and that is the very reason why you should, because their
expectation will be a sort of sacred clog to you when you are tempted, and
may help to give impetus to your character and carefulness to your walk,
when you know that you are looked upon by the eyes of men. I wish to
have the members of this church carefully watched by the ungodly. If you
catch them tripping, notice it. If you see them going into sin, let it be
spoken of. God forbid we should wish to conceal it; let it come out. If we
are not what we profess to be, the sooner we are unmasked the better.

Only do judge fairly. Do judge the life of a professing Christian honestly.
Do not expect perfection of him; he does not profess to be perfect; but he
does desire try keep his Master’s law, and to do to others as he would that
they should do to him. We would not say to the world, “Shut thine eye.”
The eyes of the world are intended to be checks upon the church. The
world is the black dog that wakes up Christ’s slumbering sheep; ay, and
that sometimes hunts them into the fold when otherwise they would be
wandering upon the mountains. Expect to be watched, professor. In the
day when thou sayest, “I will go without the camp to follow Christ,”
expect to be misrepresented. Expect that the dogs of this world will bark at
thee. They always bark at a stranger, and if you are a stranger and a
foreigner, they must bark at you. Expect, too, that they will watch your
little slips, and let that be a check to you, and make you pray each moment,
“Lord, hold thou me up, and I shall be safe.” I would that there could be
trained in all our churches and places of worship, a race of men who would
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be really distinct, — as much distinct from the professing church at large,
as that church is from the ungodly world itself.

ITI. Now I come to use certain arguments, by which I desire EARNESTLY
ToO PERSUADE EACH CHRISTIAN HERE TO GO WITHOUT THE CAMP; TO
BE EXACT TN His OBEDIENCE; AND TO BE PRECISE IN HIS FOLLOWING
THE LAMB WHITHERSOEVER HE GOETH.

I use first a selfish argument, it is to do it for your own comfort’s sake. If a
Christian can be saved while he conforms to this world, at any rate he will
be saved so as by fire. Would you like to go to heaven in the dark, and
enter there as a shipwrecked mariner climbs the rocks of his native
country? Then be worldly, be mixed up with the people and remain in the
camp. But would you have a heaven below as well as a heaven above?
Would you comprehend with all saints what are the heights and depths, and
know the love of Christ which passeth knowledge? And would you have an
abundant entrance into the joy of your Lord? Then come ye out from
among them, and be ye separate, and touch not the unclean thinner. There
are many professors, and I trust they are true Christians too, who are very
unhappy, and generally it is because they are worldly Christians. Oh! we
have some members of our church, I trust they are saved, but you know
they are as money-getting and as money-keeping as any men whose portion
is in this life. They seem to give as much of their whole force to the world
as ever worldling can, and then they wonder they are not happy. Why, they
have laid up much of their treasure on earth, and the moth has got at it, and
the rust has corrupted it, and what wonder? Had they put their treasure
wholly in heaven, no moth or rust would ever have consumed it. It is our
unspirituality of heart that makes our misery. If we were more Christlike
we should have more of Christ’s presence, and Bore of that peace of God
which passeth understanding. For your own comfort’s sake, if you be a
Christian be a Christian, and be a marked and distinct one, distinct even
from the church at large itself.

But I have a better reason than that, and it is, for your own growth in
grace do it. If you would have much faith, you cannot have much faith
while you are mixed with sinners. If you would have much love, your love
cannot grow while you mingle with the ungodly. You cannot bone a great
Christian; you may be a babe in grace, but you never can be a perfect man
in Christ Jesus while you have aught to do with the worldly maxims, and
business, and cares of this life. I do not mean while you have to do with
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them in a right way, but while you mix yourself up with them, and are
operated upon by them so as to turn aside from that straight line in which it
is the Christian’s duty to walk. Little stones in the shoe make a traveller’s
walk very uncomfortable, and some of these little practices, and little sins
as some call them will make your path to heaven very unhappy, you will
very seldom be able to run in God’s ways, you will be a mere creeper. It
will be a long while before you will bear the image of him that created you.
You will be amarred vessel, perhaps a vessel meant for hollow, but
marred upon the wheel notwithstanding that, by your mixing up with the
customs of the world, and going with the worldly church, and with the
multitude to do evil.

But let me put it to you in another way. I beseech you Christian men and
women, come right out and be your Master’s soldiers wholly for the
Church’s sake. It is the few men in the Church, and those who have been
distinct from her, who have saved the Church in all times. Who saved the
Church at the days of the Reformation? It was not the good men who were
in the midst of the Church of Rome. There were very many humble curates
in villages, and priest here and there who were doing their best I believe to
teach the truth of God, but these men never saved the Church of Christ.
She would have gone to ruin for all they did for her. It was Luther, and
Calvin, and Zwingle, who came right out and said, “No, we will have
nothing to do with anti-Christ.” Who saved the Church a hundred years
ago? Why, I dare to say, it was not those excellent men who in their own
places of worship were pursuing their holy calling. But it was those who
were first called Methodists — Whitfield and Wesley — the men who said,
“This cold age will never do; in this absence of the Spirit of God there can
never he a time of blessing to the Church;” men looked upon as fanatics,
enthusiasts, and heretics, who ought to be excommunicated. They came
right out as distinct men, as if they were the particular stars of the sky, and
they alone cleft the darkness. So must it be with us. There must he some
among us who care nothing for this world; who dash worldly laws and
customs to the ground and in the name of God and his Church, and his
truth, are prepared though we may be embarrassed and hindered by what is
called public opinion, to defy public opinion, and do the right and the true,
come what may. And you too in your /ife must do what God’s ministers
must do both with fongue and life. If the Church is to he saved, it is not by
men in her, but by the men who seem to go out even from her, to bear
Christ’s reproach, and do him service without the camp.
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And for the world’s sake, let me beg you to do thus. Let the Church
become more and more adulterated with worldliness, let her Christians
become more and more conformed to the world, let her lords be cowed
down under the bondage and tyranny of worldliness, and what will the
Church be worth, and what will the world do? Her salt will have lost its
savor, and then the world must rot and putrify. The Church itself can never
be the salt of the world, unless there be some particular men who are the
salt of the Church. Do you then come out. Be singularly exact in your
obedience to Christ, be scrupulously observant of all that he commands. Be
you distinct from the professing world and so shall you bless the world
through the Church.

And now lastly, for your Master’s sake. What have you and I to do in the
camp when he was driven from it? What have we to do with hosannas
when he was followed with hootings, “Crucify him, crucify him? What
have I to do in the tent while my Captain lies in the open battle field? What
have we to do to dwell in our ceiled houses and to be peaceful, and to have
the smile of men, whilst Jesus is hounded to his death and nailed to the
accursed tree? By the wounds of Christ, Christian, I beseech you mortify
the flesh with its affections and lusts. By him who came unto his own and
his own received him not, expect not to be received even by your own. By
him who was the heir, and of whom they said “Let us kill him,” I pray you
expect the like treatment from the same world. “Shall the servant be above
his Master, or the disciple above his Lord?” If they call the Master of the
house Beelzebub, what should they say of the servant? Are you prepared
for silken ease when your Master fought to will the crown? Did he die to
save you, and will ye not be willing to die to serve him? Again I say it,
what hast thou to do with making love to that world which put him to
death? Darest thou hold a parley with the enemy against whom thou art
sworn to fight? What! wilt thou be craven enough to ask for peace at the
hands of the foe who has reddened himself with Jesus’ blood? In the name
of God and of his Son cast down your gauntlet, draw your sword and
throw away its scabbard. The world was never friends with the man that
was a friend to Christ. Thou canst not possibly have its friendship and smile
and have the fellowship and smile of God too. Make thy selection,
Christian; make thy choice now. Which shall it be — the world or Christ?
It cannot be both. Which wilt thou have? Wilt thou be called a right good
man, or wilt thou be hissed and pointed at? Wilt thou wear a fool’s cap and
a fool’s coat and go to heaven, or wear a wise man’s gown and go to hell?
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Wilt thou wear a thorny crown to be saved, or a golden crown and be lost?
Make thy choice, professors, for one of these two things it must come to.
God help us now to say, in the name of him by whose merit and blood we
have been saved — “I do this day take Christ to be my Lord, and come fair
or foul,

‘Through goods and flames, if Jesus lead,
D’ll follow where he goes.””

So be it. So be it, for Christ’s sake, that while saved by faith in Jesus, we
may prove our faith by never shrinking from the trial which that faith
necessarily involved. The Lord bless you, for Jesus’ sake.
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ADOPTION.
NO. 360

A SERMON DELIVERED AT EXETER HALL, STRAND,
BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON.

“Having predestinated us unto the adoption or children by Jesus Christ to
himself, according to the good pleasure of his will.” — Ephesians 1:5.

It is at once a doctrine of Scripture and of common sense, that whatever
God does in time he predestined to do in eternity. Some men find fault
with divine predestination, and challenge the justice of eternal decrees.
Now, if they will please to remember that predestination is the counterfoil
of history, as an architectural plan, the carrying out of which we read in the
facts that happen, they may perhaps obtain aslight clue to the
unreasonableness of their hostility. I never heard any one among professors
wantonly and wilfully find fault with God’s dealings, yet I have heard some
who would even dare to call in question the equity of his counsels, if the
thing itself be right, it must be right that God intended to do the thing; if
you find no fault with facts, as you see them in providence, you have no
ground to complain of decrees, as you find them in predestination, for the
decrees and the facts are just the counterparts one of the other. Have you
any reason to find fault with God, that he has been pleased to save you,
and save me? Then why should you find fault because Scripture says he
pre-determined that he would save us? I cannot see, if the fact itself is
agreeable why the decree should be objectionable. I can see no reason why
you should find fault with God’s foreordination, if you do not find fault
with what does actually happen as the effect of it. Let a man but agree to
acknowledge an act of providence, and I want to know how he can, except
he runs in the very teeth of providence, find any fault with the
predestination or intention that God made concerning that providence. Will
you blame me for preaching this morning? Suppose you answer, No. Then
can you blame me that I formed a resolution last night that I would preach?
Will you blame me for preaching on this particular subject? Do, if you
please, then, and find me guilty for intending to do so; but if you say [ am
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perfectly right in selecting such a subject, how can you say I was not
perfectly right in intending to preach upon it? Assuredly you cannot find
fault with God’s predestination, if you do not find fault with the effects that
immediately spring from it. Now, we are taught in Scripture, I affirm again,
that all things that God choseth to do in time were most certainly intended
by hill, to be done in eternity, and he predestined such things should be
done. If I am called, I believe God intended before all worlds that I should
be called; if in his mercy he has regenerated me, I believe that from all
eternity he intended to regenerate me; and if in his loving-kindness he shall
at last perfect me and carry me to heaven, I believe it always was his
intention to do go. If you cannot find fault with the thing itself that God
does, in the name of reason, common sense, and Scripture, how dare you
find fault with God’s intention to do it?

But there are one or two acts of God which, while they certainly are
decreed as much as other things, yet they bear such a special relation to
God’s predestination that it is rather difficult to say whether they were
done in eternity or whether they were done in time. Election is one of
those things which were done absolutely in eternity; all who were elect,
were elect as much in eternity as they are in time. But you may say, Does
the like affirmation apply to adoption or justification? My late eminent and
now glorified predecessor, Dr. Gill, diligently studying these doctrines, said
that adoption was the act of God in eternity, and that as all believers were
elect in eternity, so beyond a doubt they were adopted in eternity. He
further than that to include the doctrine of justification and he said that
inasmuch as Jesus Christ was before all worlds justified by his Father, and
accepted by him as our representative, therefore all the elect must have
been justified in Christ from before all worlds. Now, I believe there is a
great deal of truth in what he said, though there was a considerable outcry
raised against him at the time he first uttered it. However, that being a high
and mysterious point, we would have you accept the doctrine that all those
who are saved at last were elect in eternity when the means as well the end
were determined. With regard to adoption, I believe we were predestined
hereunto in eternity, but I do think there are some points with regard to
adoption which will not allow me to consider the act of adoption to have
been completed in eternity. For instance, the positive translation of my soul
from a state of nature into a state of grace is a part of adoption or at least it
is an effect at it, and so close an effect that it really seems to be a part of
adoption itself: I believe that this was designed, and in fact that it was
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virtually carried out in God’s everlasting covenant; but I think that it was
that actually then brought to pass in all its fullness. So with regard to
justification, I must hold, that in the moment when Jesus Christ paid my
debts, my debts were cancelled — in the hour when he worked out for me
a perfect righteousness it was imputed to me, and therefore I may as a
believer say I was complete in Christ before I was born, accepted in Jesus,
even as Levi was blessed in the loins of Abraham by Melchisedec; but I
know likewise that justification is described in the Scriptures as passing
upon me at the time I believe. “Being justified by faith,” I am told “I have
peace with God, through Jesus Christ.” I think, therefore that adoption and
justification, while they have a very great alliance with eternity, and were
virtually done then, yet have both of them such a near relation to us in
time, and such a bearing upon our own personal standing and character
that they have also a part and parcel of themselves actually carried out and
performed in time in the heart of every believer. I may be wrong in this
exposition; it requires much more time to study this subject than I have
been able yet to give to it, seeing that my years are not yet many; I shall no
doubt by degrees come to the knowledge more fully of such high and
mysterious points of gospel doctrine. But nevertheless, while I find the
majority of sound divines holding that the works of justification and
adoption are due in our lives I see, on the other hand, in Scripture much to
lead me to believe that both of them were done in eternity; and I think the
fairest view of the case is, that while they were virtually done in eternity,
yet both adoption and justification are actually passed upon us, in our
proper persons, consciences, and experiences, in time, — so that both the
Westminster confession and the idea of Dr. Gill can be proved to be
Scriptural, and we may hold them both without any prejudice the one to
the other.

Well now, beloved, leaving then the predestination, let us come to as full a
consideration as the hour shall enable us to give of the doctrine of “the
adoption of children by Jesus Christ to himself; according to the good
pleasure of his will.”

First, then, adoption — the grace of God displayed in it; secondly,
adoption — the privileges which it brings; thirdly, adoption — the duties
which it necessarily places upon every adopted child.

I. First, ADOPTION — THE GRACE OF IT.
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Adoption is that act of God, whereby men who were by nature the children
of wrath, even as others, and were of the lost and ruined family of Adam,
are from no reason in themselves, but entirely of the pure grace of God,
translated out of the evil and black family of Satan, and brought actually
and virtually into the family of God; so that they take his name, share the
privileges of sorts and they are to all intents and purposes the actual
offspring and children of God.

This is an act of pure grace No man can ever have a right in himself to
become adopted. If I had, then I should receive the inheritance in my own
right-but inasmuch as I have no right whatever to be a child of God, and
can by no possibility claim so high a privilege in and of myself, adoption is
the pure gratuitous effect of divine grace, and of that alone. I cowl suppose
that justification might be by works under the old covenant, but I could not
suppose adoption to be under the old covenant at all. I could imagine a
man keeping the law perfectly, and being justified by it, if Adam had not
fallen; but even upon such a supposition, Adam himself would have had no
right to adoption — he would still have been only a servant and not a son.
Above all contradiction and controversy, that great and glorious act
whereby God makes us of his family, and unites us to Jesus Christ as our
covenant head, that so we may be his children, is an act of pure grace. It
would have been an act of sovereign grace, if God had adopted some one
out of the best of families; but in this case he has adopted one who was a
child at a rebel. We are by nature the children of one who was attainted for
high treason we are all the heirs, and are born into the world the natural
heirs of one who sinned against his Maker, who was a rebel against his
Lord. Yet mark this — notwithstanding the evil of our parentage, born of a
thief, who stole the fruit from his master’s garden — born of a proud
traitor, who dared to rebel against his God, — notwithstanding all — God
has put us into the family. We can well conceive, that when God
considered our vile original he might have said within himself, “How can I
put thee among the children?” With what gratitude should we remember
that, though we were of the very lowest original, grace has put us into the
number of the Savior’s family. Let us give all thanks to the free grace
which overlooked the hole of the pit whence we were digged, and which
passed over the quarry whence we were hewn, and put us among the
chosen people of the living God. If a king should adopt any into his family,
it would likely be the son of one of his lords — at any rate, some child of
respectable parentage; he would retiree take the son of some common
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felon, or some gipsy child, to adopt him into his family; but God in this
case, has taken the very worst to be his children. The salts of God all
confess that they are the last persons they should ever have dreamed he
would have chosen. They say of themselves —

“What was there in us that could merit esteem,
Or give the Creator delight?
Twas ‘Even so, Father,” we ever must sing,
‘Because it seemed good in thy sight.””

Again, let us think not only of our original lineage, but of our personal
character. He who knows himself, will never think that he had much to
recommend him to God. In other cases of adoption there usually is some
recommendation. A man, when he adopts a child sometimes is moved
thereto by its extraordinary beauty, or at other times by its intelligent
manners and winning disposition. But, beloved, when God passed by the
field in which we were lying, he saw no tears in our eyes till he put them
there himself, he saw no contrition in us until he had given us repentance;
and there was no beauty in us that could induce him to adopt us — on the
contrary, we were everything that was repulsive; and if he had said, when
he passed by, “Thou art cursed, be lost for ever,” it would have been
nothing but what we might have expected from a God who had been so
long provoked, and whose majesty had been so terribly insulted. But no; he
found a rebellious child, a filthy, frightful, ugly child; he took it to his
bosom, and said, “Black though thou art, thou art comely in my eyes
through my son Jesus; unworthy though thou art, yet I cover thee with his
robe, and in thy brother’s garments I accept thee;” and taking us, all unholy
and unclean, just as we were, he took us to be his — his children, his for
ever. I was passing lately by the seat of a nobleman, and some one in the
railway carriage observed, that he had no children, and he would give any
price in the world if he could find some one who would renounce all claim
to any son he might have, and the child was never to speak to his parents
any more, nor to be acknowledged, and this lord would adopt him as his
son, and leave him the whole of his estates, but that he had found great
difficulty in procuring any parents who would forswear their relationship,
and entirely give up their child. Whether this was correct or not, I cannot
tell; but certainly this was not the case with God. His only-begotten and
well-beloved son was quite enough for him; and if he had needed a family,
there were the angels, and his own Omnipotence was adequate enough to
have created a race of beings far superior to us; he stood in no need
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whatever of any to be his darlings. It was then, an act of simple, pure,
gratuitous grace, and of nothing else, because he will have mercy on whom
he will have mercy, and because he delights to show the marvellous
character of his condescension. Did you ever think what a high honor it is
to be called a son of God. Suppose a judge of the land should have before
him some traitor who was about to be condemned to die; suppose that
equity and law demanded that the wretch shovel shed his blood by some
terrible punishment; but suppose it were possible for the judge to step from
his throne, and to say, “Rebel thou art, but I have found out a way whereby
I can forgive thy rebellions: man! thou art pardoned!” There is a flush of
joy upon his cheek. “Man! thou art made rich: see, there is wealth!”
Another smile passes over the countenance. “Man! thou art made so strong
that thou shalt be able to resist all thins enemies.” He rejoices again. Man!”
saith the judge at last, “thou art made a prince; thou art adopted into the
royal family, and thou shalt one day wear a crown. Thou art now as much
the son of God as thou art the son of thine own father.” You can conceive
the poor creature fainting with joy at such a thought, that he whose neck
was just ready for the halter should have his head now ready for a crown
— that he who expected to be clothed in the felon’s garb, and taken away
to death, is now to be exalted and clothed in robes of honor. So, Christian,
think what thou didst deserve — robes of shame and infamy, — but thou
art to have those of glory. Art thou in God’s family now? Well said the
poet —

“It doth not yet appear,
How great we must be made.”

We do not know the greatness of adoption yet. Yea, I believe that even in
eternity we shalt scarce be able to measure the infinite depth of the love of
God in that one blessing of “adoption by Jesus Christ unto himself,
according to the good pleasure of his will.” Still, methinks there is some
one here who says, “I believe, sir, that men are adopted because God
foresees that they will be holy, righteous, and faithful, and therefore,
doubtless, God adopted them on the foresight of that.” That is an objection
I often have to reply to. Suppose, my friends, you and I should take a
tourney into the country one day, and should meet with a person, and
should say to him, “Sir, can you tell me why the sails of yonder windmill
go round? “He would of course reply, “It is the wind.” But, suppose you
were to ask him, “What makes the wind?”” and he were to reply, “the sails
of the windmill,” would you not just think that he was an idiot? In the first
place,
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he told you that the wind caused the revolution of the sails, and then,
afterwards, he tells you that the sails make the wind — that an effect can
be the parent of that which is its own cause! Now, any man you like to ask,
will say, that faith is the gift of God — that good works are God’s
workmanship. Well, then, what is the cause of good works in a Christian?
“Why, grace,” they say. Then, how can good works be the cause of grace?
By all that is rational, where are your heads? It is too foolish a supposition
for any man to reply to without making you laugh, and that I do not choose
to do; and therefore, I leave it. I say again, beloved, it the fruits upon
a Christian be caused by the root, how can the fruit, in any degree, be the
cause of the root? If the good works of any man be given him of grace,
how can they, by any pretense whatever, be argued as the reason why God
gives him grace? The fact is, we are by nature utterly lost and ruined, and
there is not a saint in heaven that would not have been damned, and that
did not deserve to be damned in the common doom of sinners. The reason
why God hath made a distinction is a secret to himself; he had a right to
make that distinction if he pleased, and he has done it. He hath chosen
some unto eternal life, to the praise of his glorious grace. He hath let others
to be punished for their sins, to the praise of his glorious justice and in one
as in the other, he has acted quite rightly, for he has a right to do as he
wills with his own creatures. Seeing they all deserved to be punished, he
has aright to punish them all. So too, as he hath reconciled justice with
mercy or mated it with judgment he has a right to forgive and pardon some,
and to leave the others to be unwashed, unforgiven, and unsaved —
wilfully to follow the error of their ways, to reject Christ, despise his
gospel, and ruin their own souls. He that dues not agree with that, agreeth
not with Scripture. I have not to prove it — I have only to preach it; he
that quarrelleth with that, quarrelleth with God — let him fight his quarrel
out himself.

II. The second thing is, THE PRIVILEGES WHICH COME To Us
THROUGH ADOPTION.

For the convenience of my young people — members of the church — I
shall, just for a moment, give you a list of the privileges of adoption, as
they are to be found in our old Confession of Faith, <fn>The Baptist
Confession of Faith. — Spurgeon’s Edition, — price Fourpence. May be
had of Passmore and Alabaster.</fn> which most of you have, and which I
am sure most of you will study at home this afternoon, if you have
opportunity, looking out all the passages. It is the Twelfth Article, upon



188

adoption, where we read — “All those that are justified, God vouchsafed,
in and for the sake of his only Son Jesus Christ, to make partakers of the
grace of adoption, by which they are taken into the number, and enjoy the
liberties and privileges of children of God, have his name put upon them,
receive the spirit of adoption, have access to the throne of grace with
boldness, are enabled to cry Abba, Father, are pitied, protected, provided
for, and chastened by him as a Father, yet never cast off, but sealed to the
day of redemption, and inherit the promises as heirs of everlasting
salvation.”

I shall commence, then, with the privileges of adoption. And there is one
privilege not mentioned in the Confession, which ought to be there. It is
this: — When a man is adopted into a family, and comes thereby under the
regime of his new father, he has nothing whatever to do with the old family
he has left behind, and he is released from subjection to those whom he has
left. And so, the moment I am taken out of the family of Satan, the Prince
of this world has nothing to do with me as my father, and he is no more
my father. I am not a son of Satan, I am not a child of wrath. The moment
I am taken out of the legal family, I have nothing whatever to do with
Hagar. If Hagar comes to meddle with me, I tell her, “Sarah is my mother,
Abraham is my father, and, Hagar, you are my servant, and I am not yours.
You are a bondwoman, and I shall not be your bondslave, for you are
mine.” When the law comes to a Christian with all its terrible threats and
horrible denunciations, the Christian says, “Law! why dost thou threaten
me? I have nothing to do with thee. I follow thee as my rule, but I will not
have thee to be my ruler, I take thee to be my pattern and mould, because I
cannot find a better code of morality and of life, but I am not under thee us
my condemning curse. Sit in thy Judgment-seat, O law, and condemn me I
smile on thee, for thou art not my judge, I am not under thy jurisdiction;
thou hast no right to condemn me.” “If,” as the old divines say, the king of
Spain were to condemn an inhabitant of Scotland what would he say? He
would say, ‘Very well, condemn me, if you like, buy I am not under thy
jurisdiction.”” So, when the law condemns a evict, the saint says, “If my
father condemns me, and chastens me, I bow to him with filial submission
for I have offended him, but, O law, I am not under thee any longer, I am
delivered from thee, I will not hear thy sentence, nor care about thy
thunders. All thou canst do against me, go and do it upon Christ; or,
rather, thou hast done it. If thou demandest punishment for my sin, look,
there stands my substitute. Thou art not to seek it at my hands. Thou
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chargest me with guilt; it is true, I am guilty, but it is equally true, my guilt

is put upon the scapegoat’s head. I tell thee, I am not of thy family. I am

not to be chastened by thee; I will not have a legal chastisement, a legal

punishment. I am under the gospel dispensation now, I am not under thee. I
am a child of God, not thy servant. We have a commandment to obey the

Father that we now have; but as to the family with which we were

connected, we have nothing to do with it any longer. That is no small

privilege, oh that we could rightly understand it, and appreciate it, and

walk in the liberty wherewith Christ hath made us free!

But now, as the Confession hath it, one of the great blessings which God
gives us is, that we have his name put upon us. He will give unto us a new
name, as is the promise in the book of the Revelation. We are to be called
after the name of God. Oh! remember, brothers, we are men, but we are
God’s men now; we are no longer mere mortals; we are so in ourselves,
but by divine grace we are chosen immortals — God’s sons, taken to
himself. Remember, Christian, thou best the name of God upon thee.

Mark another thing. We have the spirit of children, as well as the name of
children. Now, if one man adopts another child into his family, he cannot
give it his own nature, us his own child would have had; and if that child
that he shall adopt should have been a fool, it may still remain so; he
cannot make it a child worthy of him. But our heavenly Father, when he
comes to carry out adoption, gives us not only the name of children, but
the nature of children too. He gives us a nature like his well-beloved Son
Jesus Christ. We had once a nature like our father Adam after he had
sinned; he takes that away, and gives us a nature like himself as it were “in
the image of God;” he overcomes the old nature, and he puts in us the
nature of children. “He sends forth the Spirit of his Son into our hearts,
whereby we cry, Abba, Father;” and he gives us the nature and the
character of children, so that we are as much by grace partakers of the
spirit of children of God, as we should have been if we had been his
legitimately born children, and had not been adopted into his family.
Brethren, adoption secures to us regeneration, and regeneration secures to
us the nature of children, whereby we are not only made children, but are
made partakers of the grace of God, so that we are in ourselves made unto
God by our new nature as living children, actually and really like himself.

The next blessing is, that being adopted we have access to the throne.
When we come to God’s throne, one thing we ought always to plead is our
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adoption. The angel that keeps the mercy seat might stop us on the road
with saying, “What is thy claim to come here? Dost thou come as a subject,
or a servant? If thou dost, thou hast no right to come; but if thou comest as
a son, come, and welcome.” Canst thou say thou art a son in thy prayers,
Christian? Then never be afraid to pray; so long as thou knowest thy
sonship thou wilt be sure to get all thou wantest, for thou canst say, Father,
I ask not as a servant. If I were a servant I should expect thy wares, and
knowing that as a servant I have been rebellious, I should expect wages of
eternal wrath. But I am thy son. Though as a servant I have often violated
thy rules and may expect thy rod, yet, O Father, sinner though I be in and
of myself, I am thy son by adoption and grace. Spurn me not away; put me
not from thy knee; I am thy own child; I plead it; the Spirit beareth witness
with my Spirit that I am born of God, “Father, wilt thou deny thy son?”
What! when he pleads for his elder brother’s sake, by whom he is made
God’s child, being made an heir with Christ of all things? Wilt thou drive
away thy son? No, beloved, he will not; he will turn again, he will hear our
prayer, he will have mercy upon us. If we are his children, You may have
access with boldness to the grace wherein we stand, and access with
confidence unto the throne of the heavenly grace.

Another blessing is, that we are pitied by God. Think of that, children, in
all your sufferings and sorrows. “Like as a father pitieth his children, so the
Lord pitieth them that fear him.” Dost thou lie sick? The Lord standeth by
thy bedside, pitying thee. Art thou tempted of Satan? Christ is looking
down upon thee, feeling in his heart thy sighs and thy groans Last thou
collie here this morning with a heavy heart, a desponding spirit?
Remember, the loving heart of God sympathises with thee. In his measure
Christ feels afresh what every member bears. He pities thee, and that pity
of God is one of the efforts that flow into thine heart by thine adoption.

In the next place, he protects thee. Just as a hen protects her brood under
her feathers from birds of prey that seek their life, so the Lord makes his
own loving arms encircle his children. No father will allow his son to die,
without making some attempt to resist the adversary who would slay him;
and God will never allow his children to perish while his omnipotence is
able to guard them. If once that everlasting arm can be palsied, if once that
everlasting hand can become less than Almighty, then thou mayest die; but
while thy Father lives, thy Father’s buckler shall be thy preserver, and his
strong arm shall be thine effectual protection.
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Once again, there is provision, as well as protection. Every father will take
care to the utmost of his ability to provide for his children. So will God. If
ye are adopted, being predestinated thereunto, most surely will he provide
for you.

“All needful grace will God bestow,
And crown that grace with glory too;
He gives us all things, and withholds
No real good from unright souls.”

Mercies temporal, mercies spiritual thou shalt have, and all because you are
God’s son, his redeemed child, made so by the blood of Jesus Christ.

And then you shall likewise have education. God will educate all his
children, till he makes them perfect men in Christ Jesus. He will teach you
doctrine after doctrine; he will lead you into all truth, until at last, perfected
in all heavenly wisdom, you shall be made fit to join with your fellow-
commoners of the great heaven above.

There is one thing perhaps you sometimes forget, which you are sure to
have in the course of discipline, if you are God’s sons, and that is, God’s
rod. That is one fruit of adoption. Unless we have the raid we may tremble,
fearing that we are not the children of God. God is no foolish father: if he
adopts a child, he adopts it that he may be a kind and wise father. And
though he doth not afflict willingly, nor grieve the children of men for
nought — though when his strokes are felt, his strokes are fewer then our
crimes, and lighter than our guilt, — yet at the same time he never spares
the rod; he knows he would ruin his children if he did and therefore he lays
it on with no very sparing hand, and make them cry out and groan while
they think that he is turned to be their enemy.

But as the Confession beautifully has it, exactly in keeping with Scripture,
“Though chastened by God as by a father, yet never cast off, but sealed to
the day of redemption, they inherit the promises, as heirs of salvation.” It is
one great doctrine of Scripture, that God cannot, as well as will not, cast
off his children. Ihave often wondered how any persons chid see any
consistency in Scripture phraseology, when they talk about God’s people
being children of God one day and children of Satan the next. Now, it
would startle me not a little it I should step into a lecture-room, and hear
the lecturer asserting that my children might be my children to-day, and his
children the next. I should look at him, and say, “I don’t see that; if they
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are really mine they are mine; if they are not mine they are not mine, but I
do not see how they can be mine to-day and yours to-morrow.” The fact is,
that those who preach thus do believe in salvation by works, mask and
cover it with specious qualifications as much as they may. There is as much
need for a Luther to come out against them as there was for him to come
out against the Romanists. Ah! beloved, it is well to know that our standing
is not of that character, but that if we be children of God, nothing
can unchild us — though we be beaten and smitten as children, we never
shall be punished by being cast out of the family, and ceasing to be
children. God knows how to keep his own children from sin. He will never
give them liberty to do as they please; he will say to them, “I will not kill
you — that were an act I could not do — but this rod shall smite you; and
you shall be made to groan and cry under the rod;” so that you will hate
sin, and you will cleave to him, and walk in holiness even to the end. It is
not a licentious doctrine, because there is the rod. If there were no rod of
chastisement, then it were a daring thing to say that God’s children shall go
unpunished. They shall, so far as legal penalty is concerned; no judge shall
condemn them; but as far as paternal chastisement is concerned they shall
not escape. “I have loved you above all the nations of the earth,” says God,
“and therefore I will punish you for your iniquities.”

Lastly, so sure as we are the children of God by adoption, we must inherit
the promise that pertains to it. “If children, then heirs, heirs of God, and
joint heirs with Jesus Christ.” “If we suffer with him, we shall also be
glorified together.”

ITI. And now the final point is, THERE ARE SOME DUTIES WHICH ARE
CONNECTED WITH ADOPTION.

When the believer is adopted into the Lord’s family, there are many
relationships which are broken off: the relationship with old Adam and the
law ceases at once; but then he is under a new law, the law of grace —
under new rules, and under a new covenant. And now I beg to admonish
you of duties, children of God. Because you are God’s children, it has then
become your duty to obey God. A servile spirit you have nothing to do
with; you are a child; but inasmuch as you are a child you are bound to
obey your Father’s faintest wish the least intimation of his will. What does
he say to you? Does he bid you fulfill such and such an ordinance? It is at
your peril if you neglect it; the you are disobeying your Father, who tells
you so to do. Does he command you to seek the image of Jesus? Seek it.
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Does he tell you, “Be ye perfect, even as your Father which is in heaven is
perfect?” Then not because the law says so, but because your Father says
so, seek after it; seek to be perfect in love and in holiness. Does he tell you
to love one amber? Do love one another; not because the law says, “Love
your God,” but because Christ says, “If ye love me keep my
commandments; and this is the commandment that I give unto you, that ye
love one another.” Are you told to distribute to the poor, and minister unto
the necessity of saints? Do it not because you think you are bound by the
law to do it, but do it because Christ says so — because he is your Elder
Brother, he is the Master of the household, and you think yourself most
sweetly bound to obey. Does it say, “Love God with all your heart?” Look
at the commandment, and say, “Ah! commandment, I will seek to fulfill
thee; Christ hath fulfilled thee already — I have no need, therefore, to
fulfill thee for my salvation, but I will strive to do it, because he is my
Father now, and he has a new claim upon me.” Does he say, “Remember
the Sabbath-day to keep it holy?” I shall remember what Jesus said — “The
Sabbath was made for man and not man for the Sabbath,” and therefore 1
shall not be the Sabbath’s slave; but as inasmuch as my father rested on the
seventh day, so also will I from all my works, and I will have no works of
legality to defile his Rest; I will do as many acts of mercy as ever I can; I
will seek and strive to serve him with filial homage. Because my Father
rested so will Iin the finished world of Christ. Because “my Father
worketh hitherto,” and my Savior says, “and I work,” therefore I count not
that the Sabbath is broken in ought that repairs the breach. And so with
each of the ten commandments. Take them out of the law, put them in the
gospel, and then obey them. Do not obey them simply as being the law
graven on tables of stone; obey them as gospel written on fleshy tables of
the heart; “for ye are not under the law, but under grace.”

There is another duty, believer. It is this: if God be thy Father, and thou art
his son, thou art bound to trust him. Oh! if he were only thy Master, and
thou ever so poor a servant, thou wouldst be bound to trust him. But,
when thou knowest that he is thy Father, wilt thou ever doubt him? I may
doubt any man in this world; but I do not doubt my father. If he says a
thing, if he promises a thing I know if it be in his power, he will do it; and
if he states a fact to me, I cannot doubt his word. And yet, O child of God,
how often dost thou distrust thy heavenly Father? Now, do so no more.

Let him be true. Let every man be a liar; still doubt not thy Father. What!
could he tell thee an untruth? Would he cheat thee? No, thy Father when
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he speaks, means what he says. Canst thou not trust his love? What will he
let thee sink, while he is able to keep thee afloat? Will he let thee starve,
while his granaries are full, will he let thee die with thirst, when his presses
burst with new wine? Are the cattle upon a thousand hills his, and will he
let thee lack a meal? Is the earth the Lord’s and the fullness thereof and
will he let thee go away empty, and poor, and miserable? Oh! surely not.
Is all grace his, and will he keep it back from thee? No he saith to times
to- day, “Son, thou art ever with me, and all that I have is thine; take what
thou wilt, it is all thine own; but trust to thy Father.

“Leave to his sovereign will,
To choose, and to
command.
With wonder filled, thou then shalt own,
How wise, how strong his hand.”

Now go away, heirs of heaven, with light feet, and with joy in your
countenances, saying, you know that you are his children, and that he loves
you, and will not cast you away. Believe that to his bosom he now presses
you — that his heart is full of love to you. Believe that he will provide for
you, protect you, sustain you, and that he will at last bring you to a glad
inheritance, when you shall have perfected the years of your pilgrimage,
and shall be ripe for bliss. “As he hath predestinated us unto the adoption
of children by Jesus Christ to himself, according to the good pleasure of his
will.”

I need not this morning delay you any longer in personally addressing
unconverted persons. Their welfare I always seek; I have sought, while
speaking to the saints this morning, so to speak, that every sinner may
learn at least this one fact, that salvation is of God come, and that he may
be brought into this state of mind, to feel that if he is saved God must save
him, or else he cannot be saved at all. If any of you acknowledge that truth,
then in God’s name I now bid you believe in Jesus; for as surely as ever
you can feel that God has a right to save or to destroy you, grace must
have made you feel that, and therefore, you have a right now to come and
believe in Jesus, if you know that, you know all that will make you feel
empty, and therefore, you have enough to make you cast your entire hope
upon that fullness which is in Jesus Christ.

The Lord bless you, and save you! Amen.
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NONE BUT JESUS.
NO. 361

A SERMON DELIVERED ON SABBATH MORNING, FEBRUARY
17TH, 1861,

BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,

AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.
“He that believeth on him is not condemned.” — John 3:18.

THE way of salvation is stated in Scripture in the very plainest forms, and
yet, perhaps, there is no truth about which more errors have been uttered,
than concerning the faith which saves the soul. Well has it been proved by
experience, that all doctrines of Christ are mysteries — mysteries, not so
much in themselves, but because they are hid to them that are lost, in
whom the God of this world hath blinded their eyes. So plain is Scripture,
that one would have said “He that runs may read, “but so dim is man’s eye,
and so marred is his understanding, that the very simplest truth of Scripture
he distorts and misrepresents. And indeed, my brethren, even those who
know what faith is, personally and experimentally, do not always find it
easy to give a good definition of it. They think they have hit the mark, and
then afterwards they lament that they have failed. Straining themselves to
describe some one part of faith, they find they have forgotten another, and
in the excess of their earnestness to clear the poor sinner out of one
mistake, they often lead him into a ivory error. So that I think I may say
that, while faith is the simplest thing in all the world, yet it is one of the
most difficult upon which to preach, because from its very importance our
soul begins to tremble while speaking of it, and then we are not able to
describe it so clearly as we would.

I intend this morning, by God’s help, to put together sundry thoughts upon
faith, each of which [ may have uttered in your hearing at different times,
but which have not been collected into one sermon before, and which, I
have no doubt, have been misunderstood from the want of their having
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been put together in their proper consecutive order. I shall speak a little on
each of these points, first, the object of faith, to what it looks, next, the
reason of faith, whence it comes; thirdly, the ground of faith, or what it
wears when it comes fourthly, the warrant of faith, or why it dares to
come to Christ; and fifthly, the result of faith, or, how it speeds when it
doth come to Christ.

I. First, then, THE OBJECT OF FAITH, or to what faith looks.

I am told in the Word of God to believe — What am I to believe? I am
bidden to look — to what am I to look? What is to be the object of my
hope, belief, and confidence? The reply is simple. The object of Faith to a
sinner is Christ Jesus. How many make a mistake about this and think that
they are to believe on God the father! Now belief in God is an after-result
of faith in Jesus. We come to believe in the eternal love of the Father as the
result of trusting the precious blood of the Son. Many men say, “I would
believe in Christ if I knew that I were elect.” This is coming to the Father,
and no man can come to the Father except by Christ. It is the Father’s
work to elect, you cannot come directly to him, therefore you cannot know
your election until first you have believed on Christ the Redeemer, and then
through redemption you can approach to the Father and know your
election. Some, too, make the mistake of looking to the work of God the
Holy Spirit. They look within to see if they have certain feelings, and if
they find them their faith is strong, but if their feelings have departed from
them, then their faith is weak, so that they look to the work of the Spirit
which is not the object of a sinner’s faith. Both the Father and the Spirit
must be trusted in order to complete redemption, but for the particular
mercy of justification and pardon the blood of the Mediator is the only
plea. Christians have to trust the Spirit after conversion, but the sinner’s
business, if he would be saved, is not with trusting the Spirit nor with
looking to the Spirit, but looking to Christ Jesus, and to him alone. I know
your salvation depends on the whole Trinity but yet the first and immediate
object of a sinner’s justifying faith is neither God the Father nor God the
Belly Ghost, but God the Son, incarnate in human flesh, and offering
atonement for minuets. Hast thou the eye of faith? Then, soul, look thou to
Christ as God. If thou wouldst be saved, believe him to be God over all,
blessed for ever. Bow before him, and accept him as being “Very God of
very God,” full if thou do not, thou hast no part in him. When thou hast
this believed, believe in him as man. Believe the wondrous story of his
incarnation; rely upon the testimony of the evangelists, who declare that
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the Infinite was robed in the infant, that the Eternal was concealed within
the mortal, that he who was King of heaven became a servant of servants
and the Son of man. Believe and admire the mystery of his incarnation for
unless thou believe this, thou canst not be saved thereby. Then, specially, If
thou wouldst be saved, let thy faith behold Christ in his perfect righteous,
See him keeping the law without blemish, obeying his Father without error,
preserving his integrity without flaw. All this thou art to consider as being
done on thy behalf. Thou couldst not keep the law, he kept it for thee.
Thou couldst not obey God perfectly — lo! his obedience standeth in the
stead of thy obedience — by it, thou art saved. But take care that thy faith
mainly fixes itself upon Christ as dying and as dead. View the Lamb of
God as dumb before his shearers; view him as the man of sorrows and
acquainted with grief, go thou with him to Gethsemane, and behold him
sweating drops of blood. Mark, thy faith has nothing to do with anything
within thyself, the object of thy faith is nothing within thee, but a
something without thee. Believe on him then, who on yonder tree with
nailed hands and feet pours out his life for sinners. There is the object of
thy faith for justification; not in thyself, nor in anything which the Holy
Spirit has done in thee, or anything he has promised to do for thee but thou
art to look to Christ and to Christ Jesus alone. Then let thy faith behold
Christ rising from the Dead. See him — he has borne the curse, and now
he receives the justification. He dies to pay the debt; he rises that he may
nail the handwriting of that discharged debt to the cross. See him ascending
up on high, and behold him this day pleading before the Father’s throne.

He is there pleading for his people, offering up to-day his authoritative
petition for all that come to God by him. And he, as God, as man, as living,
as dying, as rising, and as reigning above, — he, and he alone, is to be the
object of thy faith for the pardon of sin.

On nothing else must thou trust, he is to be the only prop and pillar of thy
confidence, and all thou addest thereunto will be a wicked antichrist, a
rebellion against the sovereignty of the Lord Jesus. But take care if your
faith save you, that while you look to Christ in all these matters you view
him as being a substitute. This doctrine of substitution is so essential to the
whole plan of salvation that I must explain it here for the thousandth time.
God is just, he must punish sin; God is merciful, he wills to pardon those
who believe in Jesus. How is this to be done? How can he be just and exact
the penalty — merciful, and accept the sinner? He doeth it thus: he taketh
the suns of his people and actually lifteth them up from off his people to
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Christ, so that they stand as innocent as though they had never sinned, and
Christ is looked upon, by God all though he had been all the sinners in the
world robed into one. The sin of his people was taken from their persons,
and really and actually, not typically and metaphorically, but ready and
actually laid on Christ. Then God came forth with his fiery sword to meet
the sinner and to punish him. He met Christ. Christ was not a sinner
himself, but the sins of his people were all imputed to him. Justice,
therefore, met Christ as though he had been the sinner — punished Christ
for his people’s sins — punished him as far as its rights could go, —
exacted from him the last atom of the penalty, and left not a dreg: in the
cup. And now, he who can see Christ as being his substitute, and puts his
trust in him, is thereby delivered from the curse of the law. Soul, when
thou seest Christ obeying the law — thy faith is to say, “He obeys that for
his people.” When thou seest him dying, thou art to count the purple drops,
and say, “Thus he took my sins away.” When thou seest him rising
from the dead, thou art to say — “He rises as the head and representative
of all his elect,” and when thou seest him sitting at the right hand of God,
thou art to view him there as the pledge that all for whom he died shall
most emery sit at the Father’s right hand. Learn to look on Christ as being
in God’s sight as though he were the sinner. “In him was no sin.” He was
“the just,” but he suffered for the unjust. He was the righteous, but he
stood in the place of the unrighteous, and all that the unrighteous ought to
have endured, Christ has endured once for all, and put away their sins for
ever by the sacrifice of himself. Now this is the great object of faith. I pray
you, do not make any mistake about this, for a mistake here will be
dangerous, if not fatal. View Christ, by your faith, as being in his life, and
death, and sufferings and resurrection, the substitute for all whom his
Father gave him, — the vicarious sacrifice for the sins of all those who will
trust him with their souls. Christ, then, thus set forth, is the object of
justifying faith.

Now let me further remark that there are some of you, no doubt, saying —
“Oh, I should believe and I should be saved if” — If what? If Christ had
died? “Oh no, sir, my doubt is nothing about Christ.” I thought so. Then
what is the doubt? “Why, I should believe if I felt this, or if I had done
that.” Just so; but I tell you, you could not believe in Jesus if you felt that,
or if you had done that, for then you would believe in yourself, and not in
Christ. That is the English of it. If you were so-and-s, or so-and-so, then
you could have confidence. Confidence in what? Why, confidence in your
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feelings, and confidence in your doings, and that is just the clear contrary
of confidence in Christ? Faith is not to infer from something good within
me that I shall be saved, but to say in the teeth, and despite of the fact that I
am guilty in the sight of God and deserve his wrath, yet I do nevertheless
believe that the blood of Jesus Christ his Son cleanseth me from all sin, and
though my present consciousness condemns me, yet my faith overpowers
my consciousness, and I do believe that “he is able to save to the uttermost
them that come unto God by him.” To come to Christ as a saint is very
easy work; to trust to a doctor to cure you when you believe you are
getting better, is very easy, but to trust your physician when you feel as if
the sentence of death were in your body, to bear up when the disease is
rising into the very skin, and when the ulcer is gathering its venom — to
believe even then in the efficacy of the medicine — that is faith. And so,
when sin gets the mastery of thee, when thou feelest that the law condemns
thee, then, even then, as a sinner, to trust Christ, this is the most daring feat
in all the world, and the faith which shook down the walls of Jericho, the
faith which raised the dead, the faith which stopped the mouths of libels,
was not greater than that of a poor sinner, when in the teeth of all his sins
he dares to trust the blood and righteousness of Jesus Christ. Do this, soul,
then thou art saved, whosoever thou mayest be. The object of faith, then, is
Christ as the substitute for sinners. God in Christ, but not God apart from
Christ, nor any work of the spirit, but the work of Jesus only must be
viewed by you as the foundation of your hope.

II. And now, secondly, THE REASON OF FAITH, or why doth any man
believe, and whence doth his faith come?

“Faith cometh by hearing.” Granted, but do not all men hear, and do not
many still remain unbelieving? How, then, doth any man come by his faith?
To his own experience his faith comes as the result of a sense of need. He
feels himself needing a Savior he finds Christ to be just such a Savior as he
wants, and therefore because he cannot help himself, he believes in Jesus.
Having nothing of his own, he feels he must take Christ or else perish, and
therefore he doth it because he cannot help doing it. He is fairly driven up
into a corner, and there is but this one way of escape, namely, by the
righteousness of another; for he feels he cannot escape by any good deeds,
or sufferings of his own, and he cometh to Christ and humbleth himself,
because he cannot do without Christ, and must perish unless he lay hold of
him. But to carry the question further back, where does that man get his
sense of need? How is it that /e, rather than others, feels his need of
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Christ? It is certain he has no more necessity for Christ than other men.
How doth he come to know, then, that he is lost and ruined? How is it that
he is driven by the sense of ruin to take hold on Christ the restorer? The
reply is, this is the gift of God; this is the work of the Spirit. No man
comes to Christ except the Spirit draw him, and the Spirit draws men to
Christ by shutting them up under the law to a conviction that if they do
not come to Christ they must perish. Then by sheer stress of weather, they
tack about and run into this heavenly port. Salvation by Christ is so
disagreeable to our carnal mind, so inconsistent with our love of human
merit, that we never would take Christ to be our all in all, if the Spirit did
not convince us that we were nothing at all, and did not so compel us to
lay hold on Christ.

But, then, the question goes further back still; how is it that the Spirit of
God teaches some men their need, and not other men? Why is it that some
of you were driven by your sense of need to Christ, while others go on in
their self-righteousness and perish? There is no answer to be given but this,
“Even so, Father, for so it seemed good in thy sight.” It comes to divine
sovereignty at the last. The Lord hath “hidden those things from the wise
and prudent, and hath revealed them unto babes.” According to the way in
which Christ put it — “My sheep, hear my voice,” “ye believe not because
ye are not of my sheep, as I said unto you.” Some divines would like to
read that — “Ye are not my sheep, because ye do not believe.” As if
believing made us the sheep of Christ, but the text puts it — “Ye believe
not, because ye are not of my sheep.” “All that the Father giveth me shall
come to me. “If they come not, it is a clear proof that they were never
given; for those who were given of old eternity to Christ, chosen God the
Father, and then redeemed by God the Son — these are led by the Spirit,
through a sense of need to come and lay hold on Christ. No man yet ever
did, or ever will believe in Christ, unless he feels his need of him. No man
ever did, or will feel his need of Christ, unless the Spirit makes him feel,
and the Spirit will make no man feel his need of Jesus savingly, unless it be
so written in that eternal book, in which God hath surely engraved the
names of his chosen. So, then, I think I am not to be misunderstood on this
point, that the reason of faith, or why men believe, is God’s electing love
working through the Spirit by a sense of need, and so bringing them to
Christ Jesus.

IT1. But now I shall want your careful attention, while I come to another
point upon which you, perhaps, will think I contradict myself, and that is,
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THE ABOUND OF THE SINNER’S FAITH, or on what ground he dares to
believe on the Lord Jesus Christ.

My dear friends, I have already said that no man will believe in Jesus,
unless he feels his need of him. But you have often heard me say, and I
repeat it again, that I do not come to Christ pleading that I feel my need of
him; my reason for believing in Christ, is not that I feel my need of him, but
that 1 have a need of him. The ground on which a man comes to Jesus, is
not as a sensible sinner, but as a sinner, and nothing but a sinner. He will
not come unless he is awakened, but when he comes, he does not say,
“Lord, I come to thee because I am an awakened sinner, save one.” But he
says, “Lord, I am a sinner, save me.” Not his awakening, but his sinnership
is the method and plan upon which he dares to come. You will, perhaps,
perceive what I mean, for I cannot exactly explain myself just now. If I
refer to the preaching of a great many Calvinistic divines, they say to a
sinner, “Now, if you feel your need of Christ, if you have repented so
much, if you have been harrowed by the law to such-and-such a degree,
then you may come to Christ on the ground that you are an awakened
sinner.” I say that is false. No man may come to Christ on the ground of his
being an awakened sinner; he must come to him as a airliner. When I come
to Jesus, I know I am not come unless I am awakened, but still, I do not
come as an awakened sinner. I do not stand at the foot of his cross to be
washed because I have repented, I bring nothing when I come but sin. A
sense of need is a good feeling, but when I stand at the foot of the cross, I
do not believe in Christ because I have got good feelings, but I believe in
him whether I have good feelings or not.

“Just as I am without one plea,
But that thy blood was shed for me,
And that thou bidst me come to thee,

O Lamb of God I come.”

Mr. Roger, Mr. Sheppard, Mr. Flavell, and several excellent divines, in
the Puritanic age, and especially Richard Baxter used to give descriptions
of what a man must feel before he may dare to come to Christ. Now, I say
in the language of good Mr. Fenner, mother of those divines, who said he
was but a babe in grace when compared with them — “I dare to say it that
all this is not Scriptural. Sinners do feel these things before they come, but
they do not come or the ground of having felt it; they come on the ground
of being sinners, and on no other ground whatever.” The gate of Mercy is
opened, and over the door it is written, “This is a faithful saying and
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worthy of all acceptation that Christ Jesus came into the world to save
sinners.” Between that word “save” and the next word “sinners,” there is
no adjective. It does not say, “penitent sinners,”” awakened sinners,
sensible sinners,” “grieving sinners,” or alarmed sinners.” No, it only says
“sinners,” and I know this, that when I come, I come to Christ to-day, for |
feel it is as much a necessity of my life to come to the cross of Christ to-
day as it was to come ten years ago, — when I come to him I dare not
come as a conscious sinner or an awakened sinner, but I have to come still
as a sinner with nothing in my hands. I saw an aged man this week in the
vestry of a chapel in Yorkshire. I had been saying something to this effect:
the old man had been a Christian for years, and he said, “I never saw it put
exactly so, but still I know that is just the way I come; I say, ‘Lord,

9999

Nothing in my hands I bring,
Simply to thy cross I cling;
Naked, look to thee for dress;
Helpless, come to thee for grace;
Black’ —

(“Black enough,” said the old man)

‘I to the fountain fly,
Wash me, Savior, or I die.’”

Faith is getting right out of yourself and getting into Christ. I know that
many hundreds of poor souls have been troubled because the minister has
said, “if you feel your need, you may come to Christ.” “But,” say they, “I
do not feel my need enough; I am sure I do not.” Many a score letters have
I received from poor troubled consciences who have said, “I would venture
to believe in Christ to save me if I had a tender conscience; if I had a soft
heart — but oh my heart is like a rock of ice which will not melt. I cannot
feel as I would like to feel, and therefore I must not believe in Jesus.” Oh!
down with it, down with it! It is a wicked anti-Christ; it is flat Popery! It is
not your soft heart that entitles you to believe. You are to believe in Christ
to renew your hard heart, and come to him with nothing about you but sin.
The ground on which a sinner comes to Christ is that he is black; that he is
dead, and not that he knows he is dead, that he is lost, and not that he
knows he is lost. I know he will not come unless he does know it, but that
is not the ground on which he comes. It is the secret reason why, but it is
not the public positive ground which he understands. Here was I, year after
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year, afraid to come to Christ because I thought I will not feel enough; and
I used to read that hymn of Cowper’s about being insensible as steel —

“If aught is felt ‘tis only pain
To find I cannot feel.”

When I believed in Christ, I thought I did not feel at all. Now when I look
back I find that I had been feeling all the while most acutely and intensely,
and most of all because I thought I did not feel. Generally the people who
repent the most, think they are impenitent, and people feel most their need
when they think they do not feel at all, for we are no judges of our feelings,
and hence the gospel invitation is not put upon the ground of anything of
which we can be a judge; it is put on the ground of our being sinners and
nothing but sinners. “Well,” says one, “but it says, ‘Come unto me all ye
that are weary and heavy-laden and I will give you rest — then we must be
weary and heavy-laden.” Just so; so it is in that text, but then there is
another. “Whosoever will let him come;” and that does not say anything
about “weary and heavy-laden.” Besides, while the invitation is given to;
the weary and heavy-laden you will perceive that the promise is not made
to them as weary and heavy-laden but it is made to them as coming to
Christ. They did not know that they were weary and heavy-laden when
they came; they thought they were not. They really were, but part of their
weariness was that they could not be as weary as they would like to be, and
part of their load was that they did not feel their load enough. They came
to Christ just as they were, and he saved them, not because there was
any merit in their weariness, or any efficacy in their being heavy-laden, but
he saved them as sinners and nothing but sinners, and so they were washed
in his blood and made clean. My dear hearer, do let me put this truth home
to thee. If thou wilt come to Christ this morning, as nothing but a sinner,
he will not cast thee out.

Old Tobias Crisp says in one of his sermons upon this very point, “I dare
to say it but if thou dost come to Christ, whosoever thou mayest be, if he
does not receive thee then he is not true to his word, for he says, “Him that
cometh to me Iwill in no wise cast out.” If thou comest, never mind
qualification or preparation. He needeth no qualification of duties or of
feelings either. Thou art to come just as thou art, and if thou art the biggest
sinner out of hell, thou art as fit to come to Christ as if thou wert the most
moral and most excellent of men. There is a bath: who is fit to be washed? A
man’s blackness is no reason why he should not be washed, but the
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clearer reason why he should be. When our City magistrates were giving
relief to the poor, nobody said, “I am so poor, therefore I am not fit to
have relief.” Your poverty is your preparation, the black is the white here.
Strange contradiction! The only thing you can bring to Christ is your sin
and your wickedness. All he asks is that you will come empty. If you have
anything of your own, you must leave all before you come. If there be
anything good in you, you cannot trust Christ, you must come with nothing
in your hand. Take him as all in all, and that is the only ground upon which a
poor soul can be saved — as a sinner, and nothing but a sinner.

I'V. But not to stay longer, my fourth point has to do with THE WARRANT
OF FAITH, or why a man dares to trust in Christ.

Is it not imprudent for any man to trust Christ to save him, and especially
when he has no good thing whatever? Is it not an arrogant presumption for
any man to trust Christ? No, sirs, it is not. It is a grand and noble work of
God the Holy Spirit for a man to give the lie to all his sins, and still to
believe and set to his seal that God is true, and believe in the return of the
blood of Jesus. But why does any man dare to believe in Christ I will ask
you now. “Well,” saith one man. “I summoned faith to believe in Christ
because I did feel there was a work of the Spirit in me.” You do not
believe in Christ at all. “Well,” says another, “I thought that I had a right to
believe in Christ, because I felt somewhat.” You had not any right to
believe in Christ at all on such a warranty as that. What is a man’s warrant
then for believing in Christ. Here it is. Christ tells him to do it, that is his
warrant. Christ’s word is the warrant of the sinner for believing in Christ
— not what he feels nor what he is, nor what he is not, but that Christ has
told him to do it. The Gospel runs thus: “Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ
and thou shalt be saved. He that believeth not shall be damned.” Faith in
Christ then is a commanded duty as well as a blessed privilege, and what a
mercy it is that it is a duty; because there never can be any question but
that a man has a right to do his duty. Now on the ground that God
commands me to believe; I have a right to believe, be I who I may. The
gospel is sent to every creature. Well, I belong to that tribe, I am one of the
every creatures, and that gospel commands me to believe and I do it. I
cannot have done wrong in doing it for I was commanded to do so. I
cannot be wrong in obeying a command of God. Now it is a command of
God given to every creature that he should believe on Jesus Christ whom
God hath sent. This is your warrant, sinner, and a blessed warrant it is. For
it is one which hell cannot gainsay, and which heaven cannot withdraw.
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You need not be looking within to look for the misty warrants of your
experience, you need not be looking to your works, and to your feelings,
to get some dull and insufficient warrants for your confidence in Christ.
You may believe Christ because he tells you to do so. That is a sure
ground to stand on, and one which admits of no doubt. I will suppose that
we are all starving, that the city has by sin besieged and shut up, and there
has been a long, long famine, and we are ready to die of hunger. There
comes out an invitation to us to repair at once to the palace of some great
one there to eat and drink, but we have grown foolish, and will not accept
the invitation. Suppose now that some hideous madness has got hold of us,
and we prefer to die, and had rather starve than come. Suppose the king’s
herald should say, “Come and feast, poor hungry souls, and because I
know you are unwilling to come, I add this threat, if you come not my
warriors shall be upon you; they shall make you feel the sharpness of their
swords.” I think my dear friends, we should say, “We bless the great man
for that threatening because now we need not say, ‘I may not come,” while
the fact is we may not stop away. Now I need not say I am not fit to come
for I am commanded to come, and I am threatened if I do not come; and I
will even go.” That awful sentence — “He that believeth not shall be
damned,” was added not out of anger, but because the Lord knew our silly
madness and that we should refuse our own mercies unless he thundered at
us to make us come to the feast, “Compel then to come in;” this was the
Word of the Master of old, and that text is part of the carrying out of that
exhortation, “Compel them to come in.” Sinner, you cannot be lost by
trusting Christ, but you will be lost if you do not trust him, ay, and lost for
not trusting him. I put it boldly now — sinner, not only may you come, but
oh! I pray you, do not defy the wrath of God by refusing to come. The gate
of mercy stands wide open; why will you not come? Why will you not?
Why so proud? Why will you still refuse his voice and perish in your sins?
Mark, if you perish, any one of you, your blood lies not at God’s door, nor
Christ’s door, but at your own. He can say of you, “Ye will not come unto
me that ye might have life.” Oh! poor trembler, if thou be willing to come,
there is nothing in God’s Word to keep thee from coming, but there are
both threatenings to drive thee, and powers to draw thee. Still I hear you
say, “I must not trust Christ.” You may, I say, for every creature under
heaven is commanded to do it, and what you are commanded to do, you
may do. “Ah! well,” saith one, “still I do not feel that I may.” There you
are again, you say you will not do what God tells you, because of some
stupid feelings of your own. You are not told to trust Christ because you
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feel anything, but simply because you are a sinner. Now you know you are
a sinner. “I am,” says one, “and that is my sorrow.” Why your sorrow?
That is some sign that you do feel. “Ay,” saith one, “but I do not feel
enough, and that is why I sorrow. I do not feel as I should.” Well, suppose
you do feel, or suppose you do not, you are a sinner, and” this is a faithful
saying and worthy of an acceptation that Christ Jesus came into the world
to save sinners.” “Oh, but I am such an old sinner, I have been sixty years
in sin.” Where is it written that after sixty you cannot be saved? Sir Christ
could save you at a hundred — ay, if you were a Methuselah in guilt. “The
blood of Jesus Christ his Son cleanseth us from all sing “Whosoever will let
him come.” “He is able to save to the uttermost them that come onto God
by him.” “Yes,” says one, “but I have been a drunkard, a swearer, or
lascivious, or profane.” Then you are a sinner, you have not gone further
than the uttermost, he is able to save you still. “Ay,” saith another, “but you
do not know how my guilt has been aggravated “That only proves you
to be a sinner, and that you are commanded to trust Christ and be saved
“Ay,” cries yet another, “but you do not know how often I have rejected
Christ.” Yes, but that only makes you the more a sinner. “You do not
know how hard my heart is.” Just so, but that only proves you to be a
sinner, and still proves you to be one whom Christ came to save. “Oh, but,
sir, I have not any good thing. If I had, you know, I should have something
to encourage me.” The fact of your not having any good thing just proves
to me that you are the man I am sent to preach to. Christ came to save that
which was lost, and all you have said only proves that you are lost, and
therefore he came to save you. Do trust him; do trust him. “But if I am
saved, saith one, “I shall be the biggest sinner that ever was saved.” Then
the greater music in heaven when you get there, the more glory to Christ,
for the bigger the sinner, the more honor till Christ when at last he shall be
brought home. “Ay but my sin has abounded.” His grace shall much more
abound. “But my sin has reached even to heaven.” Yes, but his enemy
reaches above the heavens. “Oh! that my guilt is as broad as the world.”
Yes, but his righteousness is broader than a thousand worlds. “Ay, but my
sin is scarlet.” Yes, but his blood is more scarlet than your sins, and can
wash the scarlet out by a richer scarlet. “Ay! but I deserve to be lost, and
death and hell cry for my damnation.” Yes, and so they may, but the blood
of Jesus Christ can cry louder than either death or hell; and it cries to-day.
“Father, let the sinner live.” Oh! I wish I could get this thought out of my
own mouth, and get it into your heads, that when God saves you, it is not
because of anything in you. It is because of something in himself. God’s



205

love has no reason except in his own bowels: God’s reason for pardoning a
sinner is found in his own heart, and not in the sinner. And there is as much
reason in you why you should be saved as why another should be saved,
namely, no reason at all. There is no reason in you why he should have
mercy on you but there is no reason wanted, for the reason lies in God and
in God alone.

V. And now I come to the conclusion, and I trust you will have patience
with me, for my last point is a very glorious one, and full of joy to those
souls who as sinners dare to believe in Christ — THE RESULT OF FAITH, or
how it speeds when it comes to Christ.

The text says, “He that believeth is not condemned.” There is a man there
who has just this moment believed he is not condemned. But he has been
fifty years in sin, and has plunged into all manner of vice, his sins, which
are many, are all forgiven him. He stands in the sight of God now as
innocent as though he had never sinned. Such is the power of Jesus’ blood,
that “he that believeth is that condemned.” Does this relate to what is to
happen at the day of Judgment? I pray you look at the text, and you will
find it does not say, “He that believeth shall not be condemned,” but he is
not; he is not now. And if he is not now, then it follows that he never shall
be; for having believed in Christ that promise still stands, “He that believeth
is not condemned.” I believe to-day I am not condemned; in fifty years time
that promise will be just the same — “He that believeth is not condemned.”
So that the moment a man puts his trust in Christ, he is freed from all
condemnation — past, present, and to come: and from that day he stands
in God’s sight as though he were without spot or wrinkle, or any such
thing. “But he sins,” you say. He does indeed, but his sins are not laid to
his charge. They were laid to the charge of Christ of old and God shall
never charge the offense on two — first on Christ, and then on the sinner.
“Ay, but he often falls into sin.” That may be possible; though if the Spirit
of God be in him he sinneth not as he was wont to do. He sins by reason of
infirmity not by reason of his love to sin, for now he hateth it. But mark,
you shall put it in your own way if you will, and I will answer, “Yes, but
though he sin, yet is he no more guilty in the sight of God, for all his guilt
has been taken from him and put on Christ, — positively, literally, and
actually lifted off from him, and put upon Jesus Christ.” Do you see the
Jewish host? There is a scapegoat brought out; the high priest confesses the
sin of the people over the scapegoat’s head. The sin is all gone from the
people, and laid upon the scapegoat. Away goes the scapegoat into the
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wilderness. Is there any sin left on the people? If there be, then the
scapegoat has not carried it away. Because it cannot be here and there too.
It cannot be carried away and left behind too. “No,” say you, “Scripture
says the scapegoat carried away the sin; there was none left on the people
when the scapegoat had taken away the sin. And so, when by faith we put
our hand upon the head of Christ, does Christ take away our sin, or does
be not? If he does not, then it is of no use our believing in him: but if he
doth really take away our sin, our sin cannot be on him and on us too, if it
be on Christ, we are free, clear, accepted justified, and this is the true
doctrine of justification by faith. As soon as a man believeth in Christ Jesus,
his sins are gone from him, and gone away for ever. They are blotted out
now. What if a man owe a hundred pounds, yet if he has got a receipt for it,
he is free, it is blotted out, there is an erasure made in the book, and the
debt is gone. Though the man commit sin yet the debt having been paid
before even the debt was acquired, he is no more a debtor to the law of
God. Doth not Scripture say, that God has cast his people’s sins into the
depths of the sea. Now, if they are in the depths of the sea, they cannot be
on his people too. Blessed be his name, in the day when he casts our sins
into the depth of the sea, he views us as pure in his sight, and we stand
accepted in the beloved. Then he says, “As far as the east is from the west,
so far hath he removed our transgressions from us.” They cannot be
removed and be here still. Then if thou believest in Christ, thou art no more
in the sight of God a sinner, thou art accepted as though thou wert perfect,
as though thou had at kept the law, — for Christ has kept it, and his
righteousness is thine. You have broken it, but your sin is his, and he has
been punished for it. Mistake not yourselves any longer, you are no more
what you were; when you believe, you stand in Christ’s stead, even as
Christ of old stood in your stead. The transformation is complete, the
exchange is positive and eternal. They who believe in Jesus are as much
accepted of God the Father as even his Eternal Son is accepted, and they
that believe not, let them do what they will, they shall but go about to work
out their own righteousness, but they abide under the law, and still shall
they be under the curse. Now, ye that believe in Jesus, walk up and down
the earth in the glory of this great truth. You are sinners in yourselves but
you are washed in the blood of Christ. David says, “Wash me, and I shall
be whiter than snow.” You have lately seen the snow come down — how
clear! how white! What could be whiter? Why, the Christian is whiter than
that. You say, “He is black.” I know he is as black as anyone — as black as
hell — but the blooddrop fans on him, and he is as white — “whiter than



207

snow.” The next time you see the snow-white crystals falling from heaven,
look on them and say, “Ah! though I must confess within myself that I am
unworthy and unclean, yet, believing in Christ, he hath given me his
righteousness so completely, that I am even whiter than the snow as it
descends from the treasury of God.” Oh! for faith to lay hold on this. Oh!
for an overpowering faith that shall get the victory over doubts and fears,
and make us enjoy the liberty wherewith Christ makes men free. Go home,
ye that believe in Christ, and go to your beds this night, and say, “If I die
in my bed I cannot be condemned.” Should you wake the next morning,
go into the world and say, “I am not condemned.” When the devil howls
at you, tell him, “Ah! you may accuse, but I am not condemned.” And if
sometimes your sins rise — say, “Ay, I know you, but you are all gone for
ever; [ am not condemned.” And when your turn shall come to die shut
your eyes in peace.

“Bold shall you stand in that great day,
For who aught to your charge can lay?”

Fully absolved by grace you shall be found at last and all sin’s tremendous
curse and blame shall be taken away, not because of anything you have
done. I pray you do all you can for Christ out of gratitude, but even when
you have done all, do not rest there. Rest still in the substitution and the
sacrifice. Be you what Christ was in his Father’s sight, and when
conscience awakens, you can tell it that Christ was for you all that you
ought to have been, that he has suffered all your penalty, and now neither
mercy nor justice can smite you, since justice has clasped hands with
mercy in a firm decree to save that man whose faith is in the cross of
Christ. The Lord blew these words for his sake. Amen.
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NONE BUT JESUS. —
SECOND PART

NO. 362

A SERMON DELIVERED ON SABBATH MORNING, FEBRUARY
17TH, 1861,

BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,

AT NEW PARK STREET, SOUTHWARK.
“He that believeth on him is not condemned. — John 3:18.

IN the morning sermon, our time was mainly taken up with the description
of Faith — what it is. We had only a few minutes left at its close to
describe what it leads to — the privilege of justification, which is a gift to
the soul as the result of Faith. Let this high privilege, then, occupy our
attention to-night. The text says, “He that believeth on him — (that is on
Christ Jesus) — is not condemned.”

To take up the subject in order, we shall notice first, the satisfactory
declaration here made; then, secondly, we shall endeavor to correct
certain misapprehensions respecting it, by reason of which the Christian
is often cast down, and we shall close with some reflections, positive and
negative, as to what this text includes, and what it excludes.

1. First of all, then, WHAT A SATISFACTORY DECLARATION! — “He that
believeth on him is not condemned.”

You are aware that in our courts of law, a verdict of “not guilty,” amounts
to an acquittal, and the prisoner is immediately discharged. So is it in the
language of the gospel; asentence of “not condemned,” implies the
justification of the sinner. It means that the believer in Christ received now
a present justification. Faith does not produce its fruits by-and-bye, but
now. So far as justification is the result of faith, it is given to the soul in
the moment when it closes with Christ, and accepts him as its all in all.
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they who stand before the throne of God justified to-night? — so are we,
as truly and as clearly justified as they who walk in white and sing his
praises above. The thief upon the cross was justified the moment that he
turned the eye of faith to Jesus, who was just then, hanging by his side:
and Paul, the aged, after years of service, was not more justified than was
the thief with no service at all. We are fo-day accepted in the Beloved, fo-
day absolved from sin, fo-day innocent in the sight of God. Oh, ravishing,
soul- transporting thought! There are some clusters of this vine which we
shall not be able to gather till we go to heaven, but this is one of the first
ripe clusters, and may be plucked and eaten here. This is not as the corn of
the land, which we can never eat till we cross the Jordan; but this is part of
the manna in the wilderness, and part too of our daily raiment, with which
God supplies us in our journeying to and fro. We are now — even now
pardoned; even now are our sins put away even now we stand in the sight
of God as though we had never been guilty, innocent as father Adam when
he stood in integrity, ere he had eaten of the fruit of the forbidden tree,
pure as though we had never received the taint of depravity in our veins.
“There is, therefore, now no condemnation to them which are in Christ
Jesus.” There is not a sin in the Book of God, even now against one of his
people. There is nothing laid to their charge. There is neither speck, nor
spot, nor wrinkle, nor any such thing remaining upon any one believer in
the matter of justification in the sight of the Judge of all the earth.

But to pass on, the text evidently means not simply present, but continual
justification. In the moment when you and I believed, it was said of us, “He
is not condemned.” Many days have passed since then, many changes we
have seen; but it is as true of us to-night, “He is not condemned.” The Lord
alone knows how long our appointed day shall be — how long ere we shall
fulfill the hireling’s time, and like a shadow flee away. But this he know,
since every word of God is assured, and the gifts of God are without
repentance, though we should live another fifty years, yet would it still be
written here, “He that believeth on him is not condemned.” Nay, if by some
mysteries dealing in providence our lives should be lengthened out to ten
times the usual limit of man, and we should come to the eight or nine
hundred years of Methuselah, still would it stand the same — “He that
believeth on him is not condemned.” “I give unto my sheep eternal life, and
they shall never perish, neither shall any pluck them out of my hand.” “The
just shall live by faith.” “He that believeth on him shall never be
confounded.” All these promises go to show that the justification which
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Christ gives to our faith is a continual one, which will last as long as we
shall live. And, remember, it will last in eternity as well as in time. We shall
not in heaven wear any other dress but that which we wear here. To-day
the righteous stand clothed in the righteousness of Christ. They shall wear
this same wedding dress at the great wedding feast. But what if it should
wear out? What if that righteousness should lose its virtue in the eternity to
comet Oh beloved! we entertain no fear about that. Heaven and earth shall
pass away, but this righteousness shall never wax old. No moth shall fret it;
no thief shall steal it; no weeping hand of lamentation shalt rend it in twain.
It is, it must be eternal, even as Christ himself, Jehovah our righteousness.
Because he is our righteousness, the self-existent, the everlasting, the
immutable Jehovah, of whose years there is no end, and whose strength
faileth not, therefore of our righteousness there is no end; and of its
perfection, and of its beauty there shall never be any termination. The text, I
think, very clearly teaches us, that he who believeth on Christ has received
for ever a continual justification.

Again, think for a moment, the justification which is spoken of here is
complete. “He that believeth on him is not condemned,” — that is to say,
not in any measure or in any degree. I know some think it is possible for us
to be in such a state as to be half-condemned and half-accepted. So far as
we are sinners so far condemned; and so far as we are righteous so far
accepted. Oh beloved, there is nothing like that in Scripture. It is altogether
apart from the doctrine of the gospel. If it be of works, it is no more of
grace and if it be of grace, it is no more of works. Works and grace cannot
mix and mingle any more than fire and water; it is either one or the other,
it cannot be both; the two can never be allied. There can be no admixture
of the two, no dilution of one with the other. He that believeth is free from
all iniquity, from all guilt, from all blame; and though the devil bring an
accusation, yet it is a false one, for we are free even from accusation, since
it is boldly challenged, “Who shall lay anything to the charge of God’s
elect?” It does not say, “Who shall prove it?” but “Who shall lay it to their
charge?” They are so completely freed from condemnation, that not the
shadow of a spot upon their soul is found; not even the slightest passing by
of iniquity to cast its black shadow on them. They stand before God not
only as half innocent, but as perfectly so; not only as half-washed, but as
whiter than snow. Their sins are not simply erased, they are blotted out;
not simply put out of sight, but cast into the depths of the sea not merely
gone, and gone as far as the east is from the west but gone for ever, once
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for all. You know, beloved, that the Jew in his ceremonial purification,
never finds his conscience free from sin. After one sacrifice he needed still
another, for these offerings could never make the comers thereunto

perfect. The next day’s sins needed a new lamb, and the next year’s iniquity
needed a new victim for an atonement. “But this man, after he had offered
one sacrifice for sins for ever, sat down at the right hand of God.” No more
burnt-offerings are needed, no more washing, no more blood, no
more atonement, no more sacrifice. “It is finished!” hear the dying Savior
cry. Your sins have sustained their death-blow, the robe of your
righteousness has received its last thread; it is done complete, perfect. It
needs no addition; it can never suffer any diminution. Oh, Christian, do lay
hold of this precious thought; I may not be able to state it except in weak
terms, but let not my weakness prevent your apprehending its glory and its
preciousness. It is enough to make a man leap, though his legs were loaded
with irons, and to make him sing though his mouth were gagged, to think
that we are perfectly accepted in Christ, that our justification is impartial, it
does not go to a limited extent, but goes the whole way. Our
unrighteousness is covered; from condemnation we are entirely and
irrevocably free once more. The non-condemnation is effectual. The royal
privilege of justification shall never miscarry. It shall be brought home to
every believer. In the reign of King George the Third, the son of a member
of this church lay under sentence of death for forgery. My predecessor, Dr.
Rippon, after incredible exertions obtained a promise that his sentence
should be remitted. By a singular occurrence the present senior deacon —
then a young man — learned from the governor of the gaol that the
reprieve had not been received; and the unhappy prisoner would have been
executed the next morning, had not Dr. Rippon gone post-haste to
Windsor, obtained an interview with the king in his bed-chamber, and
received from the monarch’s own hand a copy of that reprieve which had
beck negligently put aside by a thoughtless officer. “I charge you, Doctor,”
said his majesty, “to make good speed.” “Trust me, Sire, for that,”
responded your old pastor and he returned to London in time, just in time,
and only just in time, for the prisoner was being marched with many others
on to the scaffold. Ay, that pardon might have been given, and yet the man
might have been executed if it had not been effectually carried out. But
blessed be God our non-condemnation is an effectual thing. It is not a
matter of letter; it is a matter of fact, Ah, poor souls, you know that
condemnation is a matter of fact. When you and I suffered in our souls, and
were brought under the heavy hand of the law, we felt that its curses were
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no mock thunders like the wrath of the Vatican, but they were real; we felt
that the anger of God was indeed a thing to tremble at; a real substantial
fact. Now, just as real as the condemnation which Justice brings, just so
real is the justification which mercy bestows. You are not only nominally
guiltless, but you are really so, if you believe in Christ; you are not only
nominally put into the place of the innocent, but you are really put there the
moment you believe in Jesus. Not only is it said that your sins are gone, but
they are gone. Not only does God look on you as though you were
accepted; you are accepted. It is a matter of fact to you, as much a matter
of fact as that you sinned. You do not doubt that you have sinned, you
cannot doubt that; do not doubt then that when you believe our sins are put
away. For as certain as ever the black spot fell on you when you sinned, so
certainly and so surely was it all washed out when you were bathed in that
fountain filled with blood, which was drawn from Emanuel’s veins.

Come, my soul, think thou of this. Thou art actually and effectually cleared
from guilt. Thou art led out of thy prison. Thou art no more in fetters as a
bond-slave. Thou art delivered now from the bondage of the Law. Thou
art freed from sin and thou canst walk at large as a freeman. Thy Savior’s
blood has procured thy full discharge. Come, my soul, — thou hast a right
now to come to thy Father’s feet. No flames of vengeance are there to
scare thee now; no fiery sword, justice cannot smite the innocent. Come,
my soul, thy disabilities are taken away. Thou wast unable once to see thy
Father’s face; thou canst see it now. Thou couldst not speak with him, nor
he with thee; but now thou hast access with boldness to this grace wherein
we stand. Once there was a fear of hell upon thee there is no hell for thee
now. How can there be punishment for the guiltless? He that believeth is
guiltless, is not condemned, and cannot be punished. No frowns of an
avenging God now. If God be viewed as a Judge, how should he frown
upon the guiltless? How should the Judge frown upon the absolved one?
More than all the privileges thou mightest have enjoyed if thou hadst
never sinned, are thine now that thou art justified. All the blessings which
thou amidst have had if thou hadst kept the law and more, are thine to
night because Christ has kept it for thee. All the love and the acceptance
which a perfectly obedient being could have obtained of God, belong to
thee, because Christ was perfectly obedient on thy behalf and hath imputed
all his merits to thy account that thou mightest be exceeding rich, through
him who for thy sake became exceeding poor.
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Oh that the Holy Spirit would but enlarge our hearts, that we might suck
sweetness out of these thoughts! There is no condemnation. Moreover,
there never shall be any condemnation. The forgiveness is not partial, but
perfect. It is so effectual that it delivers us from all the penalties of the
Law, gives to us all the privileges of obedience, and puts us actually high
above where we should have been had we never sinned. It fixes our
standing more secure than it was before we fell. We are not now where
Adam was, for Adam might fall and perish. We are rather, where Adam
would have been if we could suppose God had put him into the garden for
seven years, and said. “If you are obedient for seven years, your time of
probation shall be over, and I will reward you.” The children of God in one
sense may be said to be in a state of probation in another sense there is no
probation. There is no probation as to whether the child of God should be
saved. He is saved already. His sins are washed away: his righteousness is
complete: and if that righteousness could endure a million of year’s
probation, it would never be defiled. In fact, it always stands the same in
the sight of God, and must do so for ever and ever.

IL Let me now endeavor to CORRECT SOME MISAPPREHENSHIONS, BY
REASON OF WHICH CHRISTIANS ARE OFTEN CAST DOWN.

What simpletons we are! Whatever our natural age, how childish we are in
spiritual things! What great simpletons we are when we first believe in
Christ! We think that our being pardoned involves a great many things
which we afterwards find have nothing whatever to do with our pardon.

For instance, we think we shall never sin again. We fancy that the battle is
all fought; that we have got into a fair field, with no more war to wage; that
in fact we have got the victory, and have only just to stand up and wave
the palm branch; that all is over, that God has only got to call us up
to himself and we shall enter into heaven without having to fight any
enemies upon earth. Now, all these are obvious mistakes. Though the text
has a great meaning, it does not mean anything of this kind. Observe that
although it does assert “He that believeth is not condemned;” yet it does
not say that he that believeth shall not have his faith exercised. Your faith
will be exercised. An untried faith will be no faith at all God never gave
men faith without intending to try it. Faith is received for the very purpose
of endurance. Just as our Rifle Corps friends put up the target with the
intention of shooting at it; so does God give faith with the intention of
letting trials and troubles, and sin and Satan aim all their darts at it. When
thou hast faith in Christ it is a great privilege; but recollect that it involves a
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great trial. You asked for great faith the other night; did you consider that
you asked for great troubles too? You cannot have great faith to lay up and
rust. Mr. Greatheart in John Bunyan’s Pilgrim was a very strong man, but
then what strong work he had to do. He had to go with all those women
and children many scores of times up to the celestial city and back again;
he had to fight all the giants, and drive back all the lions, to slay the giant
Slaygood, and knock down the Castle of Despair. If you have a great
measure of faith, you will have need to use it all. You will never have a
single scrap to spare, you will be like the virgins in our Lord’s parable,
even though you be a wise virgin, you will have to say to others who might
borrow of you, “Not so, lest there be not enough for us and for you.” But
when your faith is exercised with trials, do not think you are brought into
judgment for your sins. Oh no believer, there is plenty of exercise, but that
is not condemnation there are many trials, but still we are justified. We may
often be buffeted, but we are never accursed; we may ofttimes be cast
down but the sword of the Lord never can and never will smite us to the
heart. Yea more not only may our faith be exercised, but our faith may
come to a very low ebb, and still we may not be condemned. When thy
faith gets so small that thou canst not see it, even then still thou art not
condemned. If thou hast ever believed in Jesus, thy faith may be like the
sea when it goes out a very long way from the shore, and leaves a vast
track of mud, and some might say the sea was gone or dried up. But you
are not condemned when your faith is most dried up. Ay! and I dare to say
it, — when your faith is at the flood-tide, you are not more accepted then,
than when your faith is at the lowest ebb freer your acceptance does not
depend upon the quantity of your faith, it only depends upon its reality. If
you are really resting in Christ, though your faith may be but as a spark,
and a thousand devils may try to quench that one spark, yet you are not
condemned — you shall stand accepted in Christ. Though your comforts
will necessarily decay as your faith declines, yet your acceptance does not
decay. Though faith does rise and fall like the thermometer, though faith is
like the mercury in the bulb, all weathers change it, — yet God’s love is
not affected by the weather of earth, or the changes of time. Until the
perfect righteousness of Christ can be a mutable thing — a football to be
kicked about by the fleet of fiends — your acceptance with God can never
change. You are, you must be, perfectly accepted in the Beloved.

There is another thing which often tries the child of God. He at timer loses
the light of his Father’s countenance. Now, remember, the text does not
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say, “He that believeth shall not lose the light of God’s countenance;” he
may do so, but he shall not be condemned for all that. You may walk, not
only for days but for months in such a state that you have little fellowship
with Christ, very little communion with God of a joyous sort. The promises
may seem broken to you, the Bible may afford you but little comfort; and
when you turn your eye to heaven, you may only have to feel the more the
smarting that is caused by your Father’s rod. You may have vexed and
grieved his Spirit, and he may have turned away his Ace from you. But you
are not condemned for all that. Mark the testimony, “He that believeth is
not condemned.” Even when your Father smites you and leaves a wale at
every stroke, and brings the blood at every blow, there is not a particle of
condemnation in any one stroke. Not in his anger, but in his dear covenant
love he smites you. There is as unmixed and unalloyed affection in every
love-stroke of chastisement from your Father’s hand as there is in the
kisses of Jesus Christ’s lips. Oh! believe this, it will tend to lift up thy heart,
it will cheer thee when neither sun nor moon appear. It will honor thy God,
it will show thee where thy acceptance really lies. When his face is turned
away, believe him still, and say, “He abideth faithful though he hide his face
from me.” I will go a little further still. The child of God may be so
assaulted by Satan that he may be well nigh given up to despair, and yet he
is not condemned. The devils may beat the great hell-drum in his ear till he
thinks himself to be on the very brink of perdition. He may read the Bible,
and think that every threatening is against him, and that every promise
shuts its mouth and will not cheer him: and he may at last despond, and
despond, and despond, till he is ready to break the harp that has so long
been hanging on the willow. He may say, “The Lord hath forsaken me
quite, my God will be gracious no more,” but it is not true. Yea, he may be
ready to swear a thousand times that God’s mercy is clean gone for ever,
and that his faithfulness will fail for evermore, but it is not true, it is not
true. A thousand liars so swearing to a falsehood could not make it true,
and our doubts and fears are all of them liars, and if there were ten
thousand of them and they all professed the same, it is a falsehood that God
ever did forsake his people, or that he ever cast from him an innocent
man, and you are innocent remember, when you believe in Jesus. “But,”
say you, “I am full ofsin.” “Ay,” say I, “but that sin has been laid on
Christ.” “Oh,” say you, “but I sin daily.” “Ay,” say I, “but that sin was laid
on him before you committed it, years ago. It is not yours; Christ has taken
it away once for all. You are a righteous man by faith, and God will not
forsake the righteous nor will he cast away the innocent.” I say, then, the
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child of God may have his faith at a low ebb; he may lose the light of his
Father’s countenance, and he may even get into thorough despair; but yet
all these cannot disprove my text — “He that believeth is not condemned.”

“But what say you, “if the child of God should sin? “It is a deep and
tender subject, yet must we touch it and be bold here. I would not mind
God’s truth lest any should make a bad use of it. I know there are some,
not the people of God, who will say, “Let us sin, that grace may abound.”
Their condemnation is just. I cannot help the perversion of truth. There be
always men who will take the best of food as though it were poison, and
make the best of truth into a lie, and so be damning their own souls. You
ask, “What if a child of God should fall into sins?” I answer, the child of
God does fall into sin; every day he mourns and groans because when he
would do good, evil is present with him. But though he falls into sins, he is
not condemned for all that — not by one of them, or by all of them put
together, because his acceptance does not depend upon himself, but upon
the perfect righteousness of Christ; and that perfect righteousness is not
invalidated by any sins of his. He is perfect in Christ; and until Christ is
imperfect, the imperfections of the creature do not mar the justification of
the believer in the sight of God. But oh! if he fall into some glaring sin, —
O God, keep us from it! — if he fall into some glaring sin, he shall go with
broken bones, but he shall reach heaven for all that. Though, in order to try
him and let him see his vileness, he be suffered to go far astray, yet he that
bought him will not lose him; he that chose him will not cast him away: he
will say unto him, “I, even I, am he that blotteth out thy transgressions for
mine own sake, and will not remember thy sins.” David may go never so
far away, but David is not lost. He comes back and he cries, “Have mercy
upon me, O God! “And so shall it be with every believing soul — Christ
shall bring him back. Though he slip, he shall be kept, and all the chosen
seed shall meet errand the throne. If it were not for this last truth —
though some may stick at it — what would become of some of God’s
people? They would be given up to despair. If I have been speaking to a
backslider, I pray he will not make a bad use of what I have said. Let me
say to him, “Poor backslider! thy father’s bowels yearn over thee. He has
not erased thy name out of the registry. Come back, come back now to him
and say, “Receive me graciously, and love me freely; and he will say, “I
will put you among the children.” He will pass by your backsliding and
evil; heal your iniquities and you shall yet stand once more in his favor,
and know yourself to be still accepted in the Redeemer’s righteousness
and
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saved by his blood.” This text does not mean that the child of God shall not
be tried, or that he shall not even sometimes fall under the trial: but it does
mean this, once for all: He that believeth on Christ is not condemned. At no
time, by no means is he under the sentence of condemnation, but is
evermore justified in the sight of God.

III. Now, dear brethren, but little time remains for the eloping points,
therefore, in a hurried manner, let me notice WHAT THIS TEXT EVIDENTLY
INCLUDES; and may God grant that these few words may nevertheless do
good to our souls!

“He that believeth on him is not condemned.” If we are not condemned
then at no time does God ever look upon his children, when they believe in
Christ, as being guilty. Are you surprised that I should put it so? I put it so
again: from the moment when you believe in Christ, God ceases to look
upon you as being guilty; for he never looks upon you apart from Christ.
You often look upon yourself as guilty, and you fall upon your knees as
you should do, and you weep and lament; but even then, while you are
weeping over inbred and actual sin, he is still saying out of heaven, “So far
as your justification is concerned, thou art all fair and lovely.” You are
black as the tents of Kedar — that is yourself by nature; you are fair as the
curtains of Solomon — that is yourself in Christ. You are black — that is
yourself in Adam; but comely, that is yourself in the second Adam. Oh,
think on that! — that you are always in God’s sight comely, always in
God’s sight lovely, always in God’s sight as though you were perfect. For
ye are complete in Christ Jesus, and perfect in Christ Jesus, as the apostle
puts it in another place. Always do you stand completely washed and fully
clothed in Christ. Remember this; for it is certainly included in my text.

Another great thought included in my text is this; you are never table as a
believer to punishment for your sins. You will be chastised on account of
them, as a father chastises his child. That is apart of the Gospel
dispensation; but you will not lie smitten for your sins as the lawgiver
smites the criminal. Your Father may often punish you as he punisheth the
wicked. But, never for the same reason. The ungodly stand on the ground
of their own demerits; their sufferings are awarded as their due deserts.
But your sorrows do not come to you as matter of desert; they come to
you as a matter of love. God knows that in one sense your sorrows are
such a privilege that you may account of them as a boon you do not
deserve. I have often thought of that when I have had a sore trouble. I
know some
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people say, “You deserved the trouble.” Yes, my dear brethren, but there is
not enough merit in all the Christians put together, to deserve such a good
thing as the loving rebuke of our heavenly Father. Perhaps he cannot see
that; you cannot think that a trouble can come to you as a real blessing in
the covenant. But I know that the rod of the covenant is as much the gift of
grace as the blood of the covenant. It is not a matter of desert or merit; it is
given to us because we noted it. But I question whether we were ever so
good as to deserve it. We were never able to get up to so high a standard
as to deserve so rich, so gracious a providence as this covenant blessing —
the rod of our chastening God. Never at any time in your life has a law-
stroke fallen upon you, Since you believed in Christ you are out of the
law’s jurisdiction. The law of England cannot touch a Frenchman while he
lives under the protection of his own Emperor. You are not under the law,
but you are under grace. The law of Sinai cannot touch you, for you are
out of its jurisdiction. You are not in Sinai or in Arabia. You are not the
son of Hagar or the son of a handmaid, you are the son of Sarah, and are
come to Jerusalem and are free. You are out of Arabia, and are come to
God’s own happy land. You are not under Hagar, but under Sarah; under
God’s covenant of grace. You are a child of promise, and you shall have
God’s own inheritance. Believe this, that never shall a law-stroke fall on
you; never shall God’s anger in a judicial sense drop on you. He may give
you a chastising stroke, not as the result of sin, but rather as the result of
his own rich grace, that would only get the sin out of you, that you may be
perfected in sanctification, even as you are now perfect and complete
before him in the blood and righteousness of Jesus Christ.

I was about to go into a list of things which this text includes, but the time
fails me; therefore I must spend the last minute or two in saying WHAT
THIS TEXT EXCLUDES.

What does it exclude! Well, Tam sure it excludes boasting. “He that
believeth is not condemned.” Ah! if it said, “He that worketh is not
condemned.” Then you and I might boast in any quantity. But when it says,
“He that believeth,” — why, there is no room for us to say half a word for
old self. No, Lord, if I am not condemned, it is thy free grace, for I have
deserved to be condemned a thousand times since I have been in this pulpit
to-night. When I am on my knees, and I am not condemned, I am sure it
must be sovereign grace, for even when [am praying I deserve to be
condemned. Even when we are repenting we are sinning, and adding to our
sins while we are repenting of them. Every act we do, as the result of the
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flesh, is to sin again, and our best performances are so stained with sin, that
it is hard to know whether they are good works or bad works. So far as
they are our own, they are bad, and so far as they are the works of the
Spirit they are good. But then the goodness is not ours, it is the Spirit’s,
and only the evil remains to us. Ah, then, we cannot boast! Begone, pride!
begone! The Christian must be a humble man. If he lift up his head to say
something, then he is nothing indeed. He does not know where he is, or
where he stands, when he once begins to boast, as though his own right
hand had gotten him the victory. Leave off boasting Christian. Live humbly
before thy God, and never let a word of self-congratulation escape thy lips.
Sacrifice self, and let thy song be before the throne — “Not unto us, not
unto us, but unto thy name be glory for ever.”

What next does the text exclude? Methinks it ought to exclude — now I
am about to smite myself — it ought to exclude doubts and fears. “He that
believeth is not condemned.” How dare you and I draw such long faces,
and go about as we do sometimes as though we had a world of cares upon
our backs? What would I have given ten or eleven years ago if I could
have known this text was sure to me that I was not condemned. Why, I
thought if I could feel I was once forgiven, and had to live on bread and
water, and be locked up in a dungeon, and every day be flogged with a cat-
o-nine tails, I would gladly have accepted it, if I could have once felt my
sins forgiven. Now you are a forgiven man, and yet you are cast down!
oh! shame on you. No condemnation! and yet miserable? Fie, Christian!
Get thee up and wipe the tears from your eyes. Oh! if there be a person
lying in gaol now, to be executed next week, if you could go to him and
say, “You are pardoned,” would he not spring up with delight from his
seat; and although he might have lost his goods, and though it would be
possible for him, after pardon, to have to suffer many things, yet, so long
as life was spared, what would all this be to him? He would feel that it was
less than nothing. Now, Christian, you are pardoned, your sins are all
forgiven.

Christ has said to you, “Thy sins, which are many, are all forgiven thee” —
and art thou yet miserable? Well, if we must be so sometimes, let us make
it as short as we can. If we must be sometimes cast down, let us ask the
Lord to lift us up again. I am afraid some of us get into bad habits, and
come to make it a matter of practice to be downcast. Mind Christian, mind,
it will grow upon you — that peevish spirit — if you do not resist that
sinfulness, at first it will get worse with you. If you do not come to God to
turn these doubts and fears out of you, they will soon swarm upon you like
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flies in Egypt. When you are able to kill the first great doubt, you will
perhaps kill a hundred; for one great doubt will breed a thousand, and to
kill the mother is to kill the whole brood. Therefore, look with all thy eyes
against the first doubt, lest thou shouldest become confirmed in thy
despondency, and grow into sad despair, “He that believeth on him is not
condemned.” If this excludes boasting, it ought to exclude doubts too.

Once more. “He that believeth on him is not condemned.” This excludes
sinning any more. My Lord, have I sinned against thee so many times, and
yet hast thou freely forgiven me all? What stronger motive could I have
for keeping me from sinning again? Ah, there are some who are saying
this is licentious doctrine. A thousand devils rolled into one, must the man
be who can find any licentiousness here. What! go and sin because I am
forgiven? Go and live in Iniquity because Jesus Christ took my guilt and
suffered in my room and stead?

Human nature is bad enough, but methinks this is the very worst state of
human nature, when it tries to draw an argument for sin from the free grace
of God. Bad as I am, I do feel this. That it is hard to sin against a
pardoning God. It is far harder to sin against the blood of Christ, and
against a sense of pardon, than it is against the terrors of the law and the
fear of hell itself. I know that when my soul is most alarmed by a dread of
the wrath of God, I can sin with comfort compared with what I could when
I have a sense of his love shed abroad in my heart. What more monstrous!
to read your title clear, and sin? Oh, vile reprobate I you are on the borders
of the deepest hell. But I am sure if you are a child of God, you will say
when you have read your title clear, and feel yourself justified in Christ
Jesus,

“Now, for the love I bear his name,
What was my gain, I count my loss;
My former pride I call my shame,
And nail my glory to his cross.”

Yes, and I must, and will esteem all things but loss for Jesus sake. O may
my soul be found in him, perfect in his righteousness! This will make you
live near to him: this will make you like unto him. Do not think that this
doctrine by dwelling on it will make you think lightly of sin. It will make
you think of it as a hard and stern executioner to put Christ to death; as an
awful load that could never be lifted from you except by the eternal arm of
God; and then you will come to hate it with all your soul, because it is
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rebellion against a loving and gracious God, and you shall by this means,
far better than by any Arminian doubts or any legal quibbles, be led to
walk in the footsteps of your Lord Jesus, and to follow the Lamb
whithersoever he goeth.

I think this whole sermon, though I have been preaching to the children of
God, is meant for sinners too. Sinner, [ would that thou didst say so. If you
know this, that he that believeth is not condemned, then, sinner if thou
believest, thou wilt not be condemned, and may all I have aid to-night help
you to this belief in thy soul. Oh, but sayest thou, “May I trust Christ?”” As I
said this morning, it is not a question of whether you may or may not, you
are commanded. The Scripture commands the gospel to be preached to
every creature, and the gospel is — “Believe in the Lord Jesus Christ
and thou shalt be saved.” I know you will be too proud to do it, unless
God by his grace should humble you. But if ye feel to-night that you are
nothing and have nothing of your own, I think you will be right glad to
take Christ to be your ail-in-all. If you can say with poor Jack the
Huckster, —

“I’m a poor sinner and nothing at all,”
You may go on and say with him, this night,
“But Jesus Christ is my all in all.”

God grant that it may be so, for his name’s sake. Amen.
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THE GLORIOUS RIGHT HAND
OF THE LORD.

NO. 363

A SERMON DELIVERED ON SUNDAY MORNING, FEBRUARY
24TH, 1861,

BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,

AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.

“And the Lord said unto Moses, Is the Lord’s hand waxed short?
thou shalt see now whether my word shall come to pass unto times
or not. — Numbers 11:23.

GOD had made a positive promise to Moses that for the space of a whole
month he would feed the vast host in the wilderness with flesh. Moses,
being overtaken by a fit of unbelief, looks to the outward means, —
calculates his commissariat, — and is at a loss to know how the promise
can be fulfilled. Shall the flocks and the herds be slain? How, then, should
they have cattle wherewith to stock the land upon which they hoped soon
to enter? And if they should slaughter all their beasts, there would not be
food enough for ravenous people for a month. Shall all the fish of the sea
leave their watery element and come to the tables of these glamorous
hungry men? Even then, Moses thought there would be scarcely food
enough to feed so vast a host for a month. You will see, my brethren, right
readily the mistake which Moses made. He looked to the creature instead
of the Creator. Doth the Creator expect the creature to fulfill his promise?
No; he that makes fulfils. If he speaks, it is done — done by himself. His
promises do not depend for their fulfillment upon the cooperation of the
puny strength of man. God as a sovereign gives an absolute promise; and
he can do it without fear of mistake, because he hath Omnipotence
wherewith to fulfill his greatest word. It was an error, indeed, to look to
the sea for fish, instead of waiting upon heaven for the promise; to look to
the flocks for food, instead of believing on him to whom belongeth the
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cattle on a thousand hills. Suppose, my friends, an invasion should be
threatened to this country by some foreign power, and you in your wisdom,
full of trembling, should say to those whose province it is to guard our
happy island — “I fear this land can never be protected, for the Emperor
of China has but very little power; the Presidents of the Republics of
South America have but little influence.” You would be stared at. Men
would say, what has that to do with the question. The troops of Britain are
to defend the land, not the troops of China, or Bolivia. What matters the
weakness of those republics or kingdoms? They are not expected to defend
our land! You would be absurd in looking for help where help was neither
expected nor promised. And yet how commonly we do the same. God has
promised to supply our needs, and we look to the creature to do what God
has promised to do, and then because we perceive the creature to be weak
and feeble, we indulge in unbelief. Why look we to that quarter at all? Will
you look to the top of the Alps for summer heat? Will you journey to the
north pole to gather fruits ripened in the sun? or will you take your journey
towards the equator that your body may be braced by cool invigorating
breezes? Verily, you would act no more foolishly if ye did this, thou when
you look to the weak for strength, up the creature to do the Creator’s
work. Yet the great folly of Moses is the folly of most believers. Let us,
then, put the question on the right. The ground of faith is not the
sufficiency of the visible means for the performance of the promise, but the
all-sufficiency of the invisible God most surely to do as he hath said. And,
then, if after that, we dare to indulge in mistrusts, the question of God
cometh home mightily to us: “Has the Lord’s hand waxed short? “And may
it happen too in his mercy, that with the question, there may come also that
blessed promise, “Thou shalt see now whether my word shall come to pass
unto thee or not.”

It is a singular thing that such a question as this should ever be asked at all:
“Has the Lord’s hand waxed short? “If we look anywhere and everywhere,
apart from the conduct of man, there is nothing to suggest the suspicion.
Look to God’s creation! Is there anything there which would make you
say, “Is the Lord’s hand waxed short?” What pillar of the heavens hath
begun to reel? What curtain of the sky hath been rent or moth-eaten? Have
the foundations of the earth begun to start? Do they not abide as the Lord
hath settled them? Hath the sun grown dim with age? or have the starry
lamps flickered or gone out in darkness? Are there signs of decay to day
upon the face of God’s creation? Have not howling tempests, the yawning
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ocean, and death-bearing hurricanes, asserted but yesterday their
undiminished might? Say, is not the green earth as full of vitality, as ready
to yield us harvests now, as it ever hath been? Do the showers fall less
frequently? Hath the sun ceased to warm? Are there any signs and tokens
that God’s creation is tottering to its decay? No, journey where you will,
you will see God as potent upon the face of the earth, and in the very
bowels of the globe as he was when he first said, “Let there be light and
there was light.” There is nothing which would tempt us to the surmise or
the suspicion that the Lord’s hand hath waxed short. And look ye too in
providence; is there ought there that would suggest the question? Are not
his prophecies still fulfilled? Doth he not cause all things to work together
for good? Do the cattle on a thousand hills low out to him for hunger? Do
you meet with the skeletons of birds that have fallen to the ground from
famine? Doth he neglect to give to the fish their food, or do the sea-
monsters die? Doth not God still open his hand and supply the want of
every living thing? Is he less bounteous to-day than he was in the time of
Adam? is not the cornucopia still as full? Doth he not still scatter mercies
with both his hands right lavishly? Are there any tokens in providence any
more than in nature, that God’s arm hath waxed short? And look ye too in
the matter of grace; is there any token in the work of grace that God’s
power is failing? Are not sinners still saved? Are not profligates still
reclaimed? Are not drunkards still uplifted from their sties to sit upon the
throne with princes? Are not harlots as truly reclaimed as were those in the
days of Christ? Is not the word of God still quick and powerful, sharper
than any two-edged sword? Which of his arrows hath been blunted? Where
have ye seen the sword of the Lord snapped in twain? When hath God
assayed to melt a heart and failed in the attempt? Which of his people has
found the riches of his grace drained dry? Which of his children has had to
mourn that the unsearchable riches of Christ had failed to supply his need?
In grace, as well as in providence and nature, the unanimous verdict is that
God is still Almighty, that he doeth as he wills, and fulfilleth all his
promises and his counsels. How is it, then, that such a question as this ever
came from the lips of God himself? Who suggested it? What suggested it?
What could there have been that should lead him or any of his creatures to
say, “Is the Lord’s hand waxed short?” We answer, there is but one
creature that God has made that ever doubts him. The little sparrows doubt
not: though they have no barn nor field, yet they sweetly sing at night as
they go to their roosts, though they know not where to-morrow’s meal
shall be found. The very cattle trust him; and even in days of drought, ye
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have seen them when they pant for thirst, how they expect the water; how
the very first token of it makes them show in their very animal frame, by
some dumb language, that they felt that God would not leave them to
perish. The angels never doubt him, nor the devils either: devils believe and
tremble. But it was left for man, the most favored of all creatures, to
mistrust his God. This high, this black, this infamous sin, of doubting the
power and faithfulness of Jehovah, was reserved for the fallen race of
rebellions Adam; and we alone, out of all the beings that God has ever
fashioned, dishonor him by unbelief and tarnish his honor by mistrust.

I shall try now, as God shall help me, to mention some four or five cases in
which men act as if they really believed that God’s hand had waxed short,
and I pray that in the most of these cases, this malady may be at once
healed by the fact that God hath said, “Thou shalt see now whether my
word shall come to pass unto thee or not.”

I. First of all, with regard to THE CHURCH AS A WHOLE, how often is it
true that she so behaveth herself as if she had a question in her mind as to
whether the Lord’s hand had waxed short? She believes that the divine
hand was once mighty enough to bring in three thousand in one day by the
simple preaching of Peter. She believes that her God was with her in olden
times so mightily that her poor illiterate preachers were more than a match
for the scholars of Socrates and Solon, and were able to overturn the gods
of the heathen, though they had both poetry and philosophy to be their
bulwarks. She believes still this, and yet how often doth she act as though
the gospel had become effete and outworn, and the Spirit of God had been
utterly withdrawn from her! In those early days, she sent her missionaries
to the ends of the earth. They were unprovided for, but they went forth
without purse or script, believing that he who called them to go would find
them sustenance. They landed on islands that were unknown to sung, and
ventured among barbarous tribes who knew nothing of civilization. They
ventured their lives even to the death, but they won for Christ the empire
of the whole earth, till there was not a spot known to men at that time
where the name of Jesus had not been preached, and where the gospel had
not been proclaimed. But, now, we — the degenerate sons of glorious
fathers — are afraid to trust God. There be some who would shut out the
gospel from India, because, forsooth, it might disturb our pitiful empire
over that people. There be others who think the gospel ill-adapted to some
minds, and that civilization must go before the cross, and not the gospel in
the vanguard of all true civilization among barbarous tribes. The mass of us
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— it is common to us all — the mass of us would be afraid to go out
trusting in God to supply our needs. We should need first that everything
should be prepared for us, and that the way should be paved; but we are not
ready to leap as champions upon the wall of the citadel, leading the
forlorn hope and planting the standard where it never stood before. No, we
can follow in the track of others. We have few Careys and few Knibbs, few
men who can go first and foremost saying, “this is God’s cause; Jehovah is
the only God, and in the name of the Eternal, let the idols be abolished. “O
for more anointed ones to preach the gospel believing in its intrinsic might,
assured that where it is preached faithfully, the Spirit of God is never
absent! The doubts, the fears, the calculations the policies, the judicious
advises of too many Christians prove my point, that often the church acts
as if she thought the Lord’s hand were waxed short. O Zion! get thee up!
get thee up! Count no more thy hosts, for their strength is thy weakness;
measure no longer thy wealth, for thy wealth has often been thy poverty,
and thy poverty thy wealth; think not of the learning or the eloquence of
thy ministers and missionaries, for full often these things do but stand in the
way of the Eternal God. BY come thou forth in simple confidence in his
promise, and thou shalt see whether he will not do according to his Word.
Thou shalt see a nation born at once. Thou shalt hold the reign of Christ
hastening on, when thou knowest how to deal with the world in the power
of faith, believing in Christ, knowing that he shall have the beastly for his
inheritance, and the uttermost parts of the earth for his possession.

I ought to say here, that while this is a common sin of the church, yet there
are very many missionaries who have gone out from England during the
last few years unconnected with any Society, and that there are now
hundreds throughout the whole earth who have no visible means of support
but who, by faith and prayer, depending simply upon God, find themselves
as well provided for as those who have a Society at their back. I happen to
be acquainted with some few of these men who have been foolish enough
to trust God, who have been silly enough to believe his promise, who have
been weak enough to rely only upon him; and I can say their testimony is
that in all things God has been as good to them as his word, and I know
they have been more useful as missionaries, and more successful in
evangelization, because they believed God. They have proved their faith by
their acts, and God has honored their faith by giving them great success. I
speak thus not of all — there are a few exceptions — but still it is the
general rule, that as a Church, the Church does not believe God. She
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believes her subscribers, she does not believe the Lord. She believes the
committee, she does not trust in the Eternal. She trusts in the means, she
does not rest on the bare arm of God; she wants to have that sleeved,
girded about and robed with the weavings of man.

I1. But I now pass on to a second point. WHEN BELIEVERS DOUBT THEIR
GoD WITH REGARD TO PROVIDENCE, the question might well be asked of
them, “Is the Lord’s hand waxed short?”

I do not doubt that I am speaking to some here this morning who have had
many hisses and crosses in their business. Instead of Betting forward they
are going back, and perhaps even bankruptcy stares them in the face. Or
possibly, being hardworking men, they may have been long out of
employment, and nothing seems now to be before their eyes but the
starvation of themselves and their little ones. It is hard to bear this. This is
an iron that entereth into the very soul. The pangs of hunger are not very
easily appeased, and to have want and destitution constantly before our
eyes is enough to bring down the strong man and make the mighty tremble.
Little do some of us know how sharp and how acute must be these trials of
famine and nakedness. But dost thou doubt, O believer, dost thou doubt as
to whether God will fulfill his promise wherein he said, “His place of
defense shall be the munitions of rocks; bread shall be given him; his
waters shall be sure?” Wouldst thou question the advice of thy Master:
“Therefore take no thought, saying, What shall we eat? or, What shall we
drink? or, Wherewithal shall we be clothed? For after all these things do
the Gentiles seek.” “Behold the fowls of the air: for they sow not, neither
do they reap nor gather into barns; yet your heavenly Father feedeth
them.” “Consider the lilies of the field, how they grow; they toil not,
neither do they spin and yet I say unto you, that even Solomon in all his
glory was not arrayed like one of these.” And so you think that your
heavenly Father, though he knoweth that you have need of these things,
will yet forget you! When not a sparrow falls to the ground without your
Father, and the very hairs of your head are all numbered, yet you must
mistrust and doubt him! Perhaps your affliction will continue upon you till
you dare to trust your God, and then it shall end. Full many there be who
have been tried and sore vexed till at last they have been driven in sheer
desperation to exercise faith in God, and the moment of their faith has been
the instant of their deliverance; they have seen whether God would keep
his promise or not. And now, O true believer, what sayest thou to this
picture? In the cold, cold winter, when the snows have fallen thick on
every tree, and the ground is hard and crisp,
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ye have sometimes seen the charitable man open wide the window of his
house, and scatter crumbs along the white snow, and ye have seen the birds
come from all the trees around, and there they eat and were satisfied. A
slanderer who lives next door tells you that that man starves his children.
Do you believe him? Feed the sparrows and neglect the offspring of his
loins — give crumbs to birds, and not feed his sons and daughters? You
feel instinctively that the kind heart which remembers the fowls of heaven
must yet mere remember his own offspring. But what sayest thou to this
picture concerning thyself? Thy God heareth the young ravens when they
cry, and giveth liberally to all the creatures that his hands hath made, and
will he forget his sons and his daughters — his people bought with blood,
his own peculiar heritage? No; dare to believe him now. His hand has not
waxed short. Dare to trust him now. Please not Satan, and vex not thyself
by indulging any more those hard thoughts of him. Say, “My Father, thou
wilt hear my cry; thou wilt supply all my needs;” and according to thy
faith, so shall it be done unto thee. Look back, sir, look back upon the
peat!

How many deliverances you have had! You have been in as bad a plight as
this before — did he leave you then? He has been with you in six troubles,
and are there not six arguments why he should not leave you in the
seventh? You are growing gray-headed, and you have found him faithful
for sixty years. Ah I how few more you have to live! Suppose you live till
seventy — there are but ten! He has been faithful to you in sixty, and can
you not trust him with ten? Surely you ought to say, and you must say |
think, if you are actuated by a right spirit, “O God, I leave all things in thy
hand. I will have done with these cares; I will leave every thing to thee, for
I know that thou lovest me, and wilt not forsake thine own, but wilt surely
deliver them out of all their temptations.” You shall have my text fulfilled
to you, I trust — “Thou shalt see now whether my word shall come to pass
unto thee or not.-

IT1. But to proceed: there is a third way by which this question might be
very naturally suggested, and that is WHEN A MAN WHO HAS FAITH IN
CHRIST IS EXERCISED WITH DOUBTS AND FEARS WITH REGARD To His
OWN FINAL PERSEVERANCE OR HIS OWN PRESENT ACCEPTANCE IN
CHRIST.

I must confess here, with sorrow, that I have seasons of despondency and
depression of spirit, which I trust none of you are called to suffer, and at
such times I have doubted my interest in Christ, my calling my election, my
perseverance, my Savior’s blood, and my Father’s love. I am sorry I ever



230

told you of that, but having done so on one occasion, I make now my

humble apology as before God for it. I met with a sharp rebuke this last

week. A brother, who lives very near to God, — I believe one of the honest
men living, — told me he never had a doubt of his acceptance once

he believed in Christ, and another Christian confirmed his testimony. I do

not question the truth of my brethren, but I do envy them. ‘Tis a wondrous

position to stand in! I know how it is; they both of them live by simple faith

upon the Son of God, and one of them said to me, “When I speak to some

of the friends, and tell them they should not doubt and fear, they say, ‘Ay,

but our minister has doubts and fears.”” When he said that, I felt how

wrong I had been, because the pastor should be an example to the flock

and if I have sinned in this respect, as I must sorrowfully confess I have, at
least there was no necessity that I should have said so, for now it gives

cause to some of the weak of the flock to excuse themselves. My brethren,

if I should stand here and say, I occasionally steal my neighbour’s goods,

you would be shocked at me; but when I said that I sometimes doubt my
God, you were not shocked. There was as much guilt in the one as in the

other. There is the highest degree of criminality in connection with

doubting God, and I feel it so. I do not see that we ought to offer any

excuse whatever for our doubting our God. He does not deserve it of us;

he is a true and faithful God, and with so many instances of his love and of
his kindness as I have received and daily receive at his hands, I feel I have

no excuse to offer either to him or to you for having dared to doubt him.

‘Twas a wicked rein; ‘twas a great and grievous offense; but I pray you, do

not use that sin on my part as a cloak for yourselves. I pray that I may be

delivered from it entirely, and with an unstaggering faith, like Abraham,

know that what he has promised he is able also to perform; and then I trust I
shall not have under my pastoral care a puny race of men who cannot trust

their God, and who cannot, therefore, do anything, but a strong host of
heroes who live by faith upon the Son of God — who loved them, and

gave himself for them; who shall be a thundering legion; whose march to

battle shall be but a march to victory, and the drawing of whose swords

shall be but the prelude and prophecy of their triumph. Take not me, an

example further than I follow my Lord, but pray for me that my faith may

be increased. Doubt not, I pray you; believe your God, and you shall

prosper. The joy of the Lord is our strength, not the melancholy of our
hearts. It does not say, “He that doubts shall be saved,” but “He that

believeth shall be saved.” Iknow some ministers preach up doubts and

fears so much that you would really think that doubting was the way to
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heaven; and the more you could doubt and fear, the more proof there
would be that you were a child of God. The fact is — the children of God
do doubt and fear, I am sorry to say, all of them (not all of them — I
question whether all of them do not, but still my brother says 4e does not,
and I believe him — I fear however he will doubt one of these days, I hope
he never may; but when he does, it will be very wrong and very wicked of
him indeed, just as it has been with me, and as it has been with you), but
when we doubt, it is sin. Oh, cursed sin of unbelief! — most damnable of
sins, because it so stains God’s honor, and so snakes the enemy to
blaspheme. “There,” say they, “there is a man who marmot trust his God; a
minister who cannot trust his God; a Christian that cannot repose upon the
promise of the Almighty.” We cannot measure the guilt of sins, all sins are
all base and vile, but there are crimes which we set down as being very
heinous, which, I believe, are but little when compared with that which we
think so trivial, — the sin of doubting God and mistrusting his promise. If
unbelief be like a thistle in