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“| create the fruit of the lips; Peace, peace.”
Isaiah 57:19.

“THE fruit of the lips” The lips are neither tre@$ the orchard nor herbs of the garden. What fruit
can they bear? The scattering of Babel came of huspaech when languages were multiplied, and the
united race split up into fragments. Wars and frghtand hatred and bloodshed have sprung of talk,
and bluster—these adeadlyfruits, the very mention of which brings pain tetheart—surely it is in
vain to look for much that is worth gathering franouths and tongues! Great talkers are proverbially
little doers,and the more talk, the less work. We may comeyéarrs looking for fruit on this fig tree,
and find none. “Nothing but leaves” will be gatheilgy those who look to the lips for a harvest tb fi
the barn. This is most true. It you let the lipera, they produce mischief and trouble, and nothmuc
else. An unrenewed tongue is almost worse thamesgenerate heart because, bad as the heart may be,
there isheartin it—the tongue is often heartless—a mere soundhmam with no reality to support its
bronze noise. Too many speak with the lips, and tieart is not in what they say. If the lips be@om
the instruments of hypocrisy, and if the fruit bétlips is only the fruit of the lips, it is compéte to the
apples of Sodom. The lips, moreover, cause paireaiéll around, which the heart, alone, cannat do
The heart is as an oven closed up. The tongudiie eaging abroad, setting on flame the coursaasf
ture when it is, itself, set on fire by hell. Thesl of the wicked are like the upas tree whichslppison.

We could readily dispense with the fruit of theslias it comes from uncircumcised and unclean lips.
Go out and gather a basketful of the fruit of ips+gossiping, bickering, fault-finding, and murmur
ing, nonsense, vanity, falsehood, boasting, aridehfy. | will not tell you all that | might putnto that
basket! Certainly, if it were to be shred and pdurat into the broth of daily life, we would sooave
to say as they did who threw the wild cucumber th® pottage, “O man of God, there is death in the
pot!” The fruit of the lips tends to vanity, powarto sorrow, to shame, to death. The fruit of lihs is
just what the root of an unrenewed, unregeneradet lsauses it to be. You remember Aesop, and how
wisely he kept his master's command when he badephovide for dinner the best things he could, and
when they came together he set out tongues—no#tgsgbut tongues! His master was pleased with his
wit, though | am afraid the guests did not relisland he ordered him, the next time, to providedio-
ner theworstthings he possibly could. Tongues again—nothisg but tongues! Truly AEsop was wise
there,for the fruit of the lips is sometimes the beshghin the world, and sometimes the worst thing in
the world—it is a blessing and a curse—accordinthéoman whose tongue speaks. The fruit of the lips
may be compared to Jeremiah’s figs—the good, vendgbut the bad, exceedingly bad, exceedingly
ripe figs that cannot be eaten. Fruit of the lygbat shall | say about you? It might seem thatd¢ke we
said the better, lest in our case, also, the @uibe lips should add to the useless heap!

Our text tells us that God creates the fruit & lips, but this must be understood, of courseh wit
reservation. He does not create the fruit of the &s we commonly see it, but theod fruit, thetrue
fruit, the fruit worth gathering—that whicshould bethe fruit of the lips—of this God is the Creator.
The natural fruit is so evil it needs the Creatmain, to step in and make us new creatures, anfiuiu
new, also, or else it would remain so bad thatvérelict upon it would be, “Vanity of vanities, ad
vanity.” And what is that fruit which the Creatoropuces from a source which is naturally so barren?
First of all, it is the sacrifice ahanksgiving—“the fruit of our lips giving thanks to His naméHeb
13:15). The fruit of the lips which God createsddde, above all thingpraise We ought to delight
to praise God—it should be our element, our oceapabur recreation, our very life! We are as much,
and as evidently intended to praise God as angels/dhen | look at a bird, if | study it awhileam
convinced that it was made to sing. When we loaknaaingel, and study his formation and character, w
are certain that he was ordained to praise God.henithat studies man, if he can see beyond thetdefe
which the Fall has brought upon every organ, wallfbrced to see that he is a creature adaptedhéor t
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praise of God. Our tongue is the glory of our framued it is given us that we may give glory to Him
who framed it! Articulate speech, which is deniedbirds and beasts, is given to us for this mager r
son—that we may articulately and distinctly prasgsa magnify the name of the Most High. O man,
however eloquent in oratory or charming in songryigas may be, they are fruitless if you do notatxt
your Maker with them! Your lips are as dry Sahaads or as the salt deserts where not a bladeassgr
can live, if from them there never springs the dvikmver of gratitude to God, fragrantly expressing
itself in words of love. Your lips should drop hgnas the honeycomb—a gentle dew of thankfulness
should distil from them! They should be like thesep sending forth perpetual perfume! Each word
should be a fragrant leaf, scattering a sweet sofi@toration. The lips should be the gates ofkhdn
ness, and from between them there should contingaur forth a wealthy traffic of song bearing
abroad the products of a grateful heart workedhénforges of glowing thankfulness to God.

Another fruit of the lips should never be forgottend that igprayer. This should be the fruit of re-
newed manhood at every age—the lips of little abildcan compass prayer, and the mouth of the aged
may not fail to utter it. This is a God-createditiride that abounds in it is as a vine which God ha
blessed. Woe unto the mouth which is silent atntleecy-seat, for it will, one day, be dumb at thagu
ment-seat! Those lips are cursed that never pragsé lips shall blister with unutterable pain thewver
pray! “Behold, he prays,” is an absolutely necegsagn of the possession of divine grace in thethea
True praise never flowered from those lips uponcihprayer has never blossomed. You can be sure of
this, that prayer and praise are grapes of the sduséer, and the lips which are barren of the aree
bare of the other. These two fruits of the lipsd@oeates wherever His grace enters.

Furthermore, when there is prayer and praise ,irmnsther fruit of the lip isestimony Do you pro-
duce this, dear friends? Has God created it froor Jips? It is the bearing witness to others of wwha
God can do because you haeeeivedit in your own experience. God blesses us on mepbat we
may tell other poor souls how He can bless the sbrmeen! And yet there are Christians—at least |
hopethey are Christians—who appear to have receivedtgnercy from God, but they keep the matter
hidden. Oh, be not such, | pray you! If you havedytidings in your heart, bring forth the fruit thfe
lips, and tell it. “I would stammer,” says one. Téés a great beauty in the stammering of earnsstne
“l could never be eloquent,” says another. Yetehermuch true eloquence where there is no appear-
ance of it! It matters not when a man cannot sgeakeart, if you can read in his face that he woul
speak with the tongues of angels if he could, ®ifdels that his theme transcends his utmost yabilit
Fine words are not forceful—it is theartwhich prevails. Tell your neighbor that Jesus digell your
neighbor that Jesus came into the world to saveessn Tell your neighbor he is welcome to Christl—te
your neighbor Christ has saved you! Do not hest@atell him of your own tasting and handling oéth
good word of life, for this is a most profitableiifr of the lips! What is more likely to prevail wita man
than brotherly testimony? How can we so surelyaattmen to Canaan as by showing its Eshcol clus-
ters, setting them forth with earnest speech, adibly Spirit enables us? These discourses of @ae
the fruit of my lips. | cannot tell you how muctwish they were more worthy of my Master’s honor,
but, such as they are, you all have the benethah, and they lay you under an obligation to yieldr
fruit unto others. | am not called to bear witnekme, and when | have borne my fruit, and yourare
freshed, it is your bounden duty to go and bringhfohe same fruit for the refreshment of othetsus
much about the threefold fruit of the lips.

Now, there is one renowned topic upon which tps bught always to be able to speak, and that
blessed subject is summed up in the two words ofexty “Peace, peace.” “I create the fruit of thpes]
Peace, peace.” The lips ought to be occupied Wwithstibject of peace. This should be their breash. A
Saul breathed out threats, so should we breathpeade, and yet again, peace—a double peace from
our two lips. From the mouth of truth should conesks of peace, words of peace, the breath of peace
This is the best lip-salve—"Peace, peace.” Notldag so sweeten the breath as “Peace, peace.” Noth-
ing can so flavor the palate, and delight the haarthis “Peace, peace,” felt within and breathét-w
out. No teeth of ivory, nor lips of coral are comtel in loveliness till there glistens over all thight-
ness of peace! Fierce speech becomes not lovelifbssats and clamor destroy beauty. The charm of
the lips is peace. So | am going to take thosewwnds, and recommend them to you as a fruit of the
lips which God creates. May the Lord help us alytoout of this place with this on our lips—“Peace,
peace.”
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|. We shall employ these words in four ways, and wal stommence by using them as THE CRY
OF THE AWAKENED.

When men are awakened, by the grace of God, intmaciousness of their true condition, they find
themselves at war with God, and at war with thein@onsciences, and consequently they begin to cry,
“Peace, peace”— eagerly longing to end the dreadduflict in which they find themselves engaged.
While a man is dead in trespasses and sins—whéueenaft him, and where the devil keeps him—he
has a deadly calm of mind. He is not troubled. e ho bonds in his death, should he die, nor none i
his life while he is drunk with sin. He is like aube beast, looking no further than to the pastare
which he feeds—he lives for the present, and ag s his bodily needs are satisfied, he is content.
When the Spirit of God awakens thoughts of higlemgs in him, the whole matter is changed. He
thinks of God, and laments that he has forgotteriMaker. He thinks of that Maker’s law, and peresiv
that he has constantly broken it. Indeed, he hasrmegardedit, but treated it as a thing of nothing. He
thinks of death, and he says, “I must die, but | @mprepared.” He thinks of eternity, of that other
world—that lasting world beyond time—that world wleve must dwell forever, and he cries, “Where
shall I dwell? Where will my portion be?” He fe@€annot be among the sanctified, for he is na& oh
them. He cannot hope to see the face of God wjthfgw he has never sought that face, nor carethor
knowledge of God’s ways. As He begins thinkinghege high themes, conscience sets before his mind
the Day of Judgment. He sees the heavens on fickthee great Judge calling all men to account—and
he is sorely troubled. He sees heaven open, arig glory, but he fears that he will be excludfedt,he
has been a rebel against the Lord! He looks downreliowith all its terror, and it seems to gapeHon,
as for one most suitable to be its everlasting!prey

Do you wonder, then, if the man is tormented witiernal strife, and with horror of a war without?
He has no rest, and he cries, “Peace, peace’—yhanty echoes in his ears, for what peace can there
for him? Very likely a worldling comes along and/sa“You are melancholy. Do not give way to such
low spirits. | count it one of the wisest thingsdive dull care away. Come with me where they make
merry.” He goes, but, someway or other he seesathlie gold is gilt, and all the finery is flimsgnd
that there is nothing in the mirth. The sport im¢aand dull to him, and he is duller than ever.ddes
not enjoy what once was the delight of his eyeslddges, and when they ask him to visit their hgunt
again, he says, “No, no. My heart seems heaviee tihan when | am alone.” “As vinegar upon niter, s
is he that sings songs to a sad heart.” There suitability in worldly merry-making to ease a toed
spirit. The awakened sinner cries, “Peace, peabehéX | had peace!”

Then there visits him one who knowingly whispésu need not disturb yourself. These things are
not so. Do you not know that these are all bugbetes past generation? We men of modern thought
have made great discoveries, and changed all #ie & our benighted ancestors into a brave urfbelie
You can live at ease. Do not fret yourself abonf er heaven, or hell, or eternity.” Vain are thetade
skepticisms! The man is too much in earnest toragged with such soporifics. Boastful unbelief has
small power over an agonized soul! God Himselfd@svsinced this man of sin, of righteousness, and of
judgment, and though he tries to disbelieve he @ér@onviction haunts him, follows him into his
chamber, robs him of his rest, and he cries, “tiglavould be an unbeliever if | could, but I cannOh
that | had peace! Oh that | had peace!”

Mr. Worldly Wiseman calls upon him, with his fr@nDr. Legality, and his assistant-surgeon, Mr.
Civility—and these try their Balm of Conceit, anthgter of Natural Goodness. Dr. Legality finds his
patient disturbed with the threats of the gospet| the doctrines of Holy Writ, and he says, “These
things are quite true, but you need not worry beeatou have not been as bad as a great many, &nd if
goes hard with you, it will go very hard with masdtthe people. You are all right, for you have been
honest, obliging, generous, and religious.” Yeg,ibGod has been dealing with this man, he wilf,sa
“But | am not all right! | feel that | deserve the wrath of Gaahd that goodness is not in me. You may
think it is so, but | know myself, and 1 have lodketo my heart, and | find all manner of evil tae©h
that | had peace! Oh that | had peace!” Self-righsmess is too short a bed for an awakened sioner t
stretch himself on—neither can flatterers cajola mto a peace based upon forgetfulness of thaelivi
law.

Then comes a priest and he exclaims,” Come witlang undergo ceremonies, and take sacraments,
and we will ease you of your burden.” Perhaps thar pnan tries this, but though he tries it, he $imd
rest whatever. No, the leprosy lies deep withird aa outward form can cleanse away the deep-seated
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pollution. The burden presses on his heart, ancetve no manipulation of outward rites can remove
the heavy load from him. His cry is, “Peace, peaeace, peace! Oh that | could get it! Oh thatuldo
get it! | would search through earth, and sea, @ndand hell, itself, if | might find it, and bleghe
grave if it would give it to me.” Dear heart, | spathize with you. | remember when | would have gone
to the utmost verge of this green earth if | cowdde found peace. | tell you, racks and tortunesuld
have boldly endured! Prisons and dungeons | woalctbravely entered, and battle and death | would
have gladly encountered if | could have found pdam® my accusing conscience; but | found none. |
was like that serpent which is said to sting itselfleath. “My thoughts,” as George Herbert saygre

all a case of knives.” Every motion of my mind seehto drive a dagger into my heart! A volcano had
burst up within my soul, and the burning lava ofhar flowed over all. | was no fool, nor was | en@
delusion. I think | was never saner than at thaadrperiod of my life—certainly | was never more-se
ously in earnest! | was not a simpleton scaredi®blvn shadow, but | had cause to be disquieted, fo
actual guilt was upon me—not that | was worse thidners in outward sin—but that | had such a sight
and sense of my guiltiness that | could only cry, 6Woe is me! Oh, wretched man that | am!” Then
my daily prayer was, “Peace, peace!” but | could firad it. This is a good cry, however, for every
awakened spirit. | would put it into the mouth ekey penitent—rather may the Lokimselfcreate it
there as the fruit of the lips. “Peace, peace.”

Il. Secondly, our theme is much more cheerful when eeetkat this is THE ANSWER OF THE
SAVIOR.

It is the fruit of the Savior’s lips, whose lipseaas lilies dropping sweet smelling myrrh. It is that
comes to a soul, and says, “Peace, peace.” Olyodicgver see Him as dying of sin? If you have never
seen Him with the eyes of faith, you do not knowatyeace means. After this fashion He shows Him-
self. He looks upon the sinner, troubled and to$sexhd fro, and He says, “What ails you?” “My 8in,
says the sinner, “has utterly condemned me.” “Do ot know that | bore it 1,800 years ago and more,
in My own body on the cross?” “Yes, Lord, | haveattethat You did something of the kind, but did
You bear it so that | need not bear it?” Then tleeléemer shows that He bore the burden of guilteffe
tually, and carried it away into the land of fofgétess, and, moreover, He makes clear the truthauof
that if He took our sin, it can never be laid onfos it is not consistent with the Father’s justidirst to
punish the Substitute for sin, and then to punieh dffender, also. That were to makenackeryof
Christ Jesus by making Him a Substitute, and themshing those for whom He stood as a Surety! Do
you see that, poor soul? Is it not clear enoughiththe Surety is sued for the debt, and is maddis-
charge it, the original debtor is free? Rest infdat that this is the believer’s case.

“But,” says the heart, “my Lord, | know that Youddlie. | see Your wounds, | mark Your open side,
but tell me, did You die fomein particular?” “Will you trust Me, soul? Will yotrust Me wholly?”
“Ah, that | will, my Lord!” “Then | bore your sinl was punished in your place. Your iniquity has
ceased to be. Your sins | have cast into the degftiise sea. Your transgression shall never be men-
tioned against you again forever! Go and sin noemBeace, peace!” What can break a peace like this?
Why need | fret about sin which is hurled into gldn? Why should | despair because of my guilt, and
reckon myself condemned? | amt condemned, for Jesus was condemned for me—even Wkom
my spirit fixes all her trust. He paid my debts atischarged my liability to justice, and therefong
soul is clear! Peace, peace! Was there ever péacthis? Glory be to my Redeemer for such rest-Tr
ly Godhas given us this repose—

“O You who did Your glory leave
Apostate sinners to retrieve

From nature’s deadly fall,

You have purchased me with a price,
Nor shall my crimes in judgment rise,
For You have borne them all.”

But did you ever see Christ as He is risen froemdbad? Here is another vision of consolation, an-
other fountain of peace. The poor heart lies patstat the Savior’s feet, and cries, “l see You,Lord!
| see how You have put away my sin, and | am atgleBut alas, | am a poor fool, and shall sin again
and | have a wayward, wandering heart that willnsbe away over the mountains leaping into sin again
How can | hope to enter heaven?” To this the Lasl3 replies most sweetly, “Do you not know that |
am risen from the dead? | am He that lives, thomgte | died for sin. | am that great Shepherd who
lives to take care of His own flock. Because | Jiyeu shall live, also. | am able also to save thertine
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uttermost that come unto God by Me, seeing | alviagsto make intercession for them.” Do you know
the peace which the resurrection of the Lord Jbsuags into the spirit? If so, you find rich frnanging
upon Jesus’ lips. He who knows the virtue of thenj Lord, at once concludes that the future isafe

as the past! The slain Savior has slain our past and the living Savior lives to take care of etarnal

life, and to bring us to God'’s right hand at thstl&5ee how Jesus says, “Peace, peace, peacal All i
well.”

Did you ever see Jesus as He sits there triummtahie Lord God's right hand? | hope you have,
because a poor, tried spirit is greatly comfortgdHat sight. The downcast one exclaims, “My Ldrd,
know You will take care of mbere for | perceive that You live to provide for meutB shall have to
die, and what shall | dthen?My Lord, | am afraid to die! It is grim work—dyindt is a path | never
trod before. What shall | do in the swellings ofdean?” Jesus answers such fears in His own swelet fa
ion by saying, “Do you not know that | am risennfrahe dead, and that | have gone into glory to pre-
pare a place for you? | will come to you at thed,lasd | will take your spirit away to dwell with é/
forever. You need not fear to die, for he thatdiamd believes in Me shall never die. He that sean
Me, though he were dead, yet shall he live. | Wdlp you. Death shall be no death to you! | wikea
your soul away, and you shall never know it tiluygee Me face to face! As for your poor dust, #lish
lie in the grave a little while, but | will take of every atom of it, and when | shall descendhenlast
day, My archangel shall sound his trumpet, and ymor body shall rise again, only more fair and
beautiful than when you had it in its best est&i®w—and so you shall be forever with Me, bothas t
body and soul.” Does not this breathe, “Peace,@gaace”?—

“Surely the last end

Of the good man is peace!
How calm his exit!

Night dews fall not more
Calmly on the ground,

Nor weary worn out winds
Expire so softly.”

If | were to go on picturing our glorious Lord Jedbhrist in any and all of His relationships to us,
we should, in each case, hear Him say, “Peacegpddis voice is the sovereign balm which heals-eve
ry wound, the cordial which removes every fear! tstress or amazement can seize upon you for
which, in Christ, there is not a peace that paaesiderstanding to keep your heart and soul agaih
dread. This is the fruit of the lips of the Well{Beed—peace, peace, peace. If you do not comertg Hi
you will receive no peace! If you do not stay netm, you will retain no peace! And if you do not
come growingly nearer and nearer to Him, you wiiksnmuch of the peace that you might have had.
Abide in Christ Jesus, and let Him abide in youwd &ou shall have abundance of peace so long as the
moon endures!

A soldier in the Crimean war, as he lay dying, wessted by a worthy missionary. The young man
asked his visitor to read a chapter to him, andctregpter chosen was John 14. When he came to this
verse—“Peace | leave with you,” the soldier wasadinn the throes of death, but he said to theargad
“Sir, that is the peace which | enjoy. | have hiafbi years.” “Peace | leave with you.” “Now,” haid,

“if I have known this peace—and | have had it feass—I shall not lose it now, but shall die trium-
phantly.” And so he did! Can you, my hearer, saygbt that you have that peace? If you have it now,
you shall have it in your dying hour! Could yowysehat Dr. Watts said to his host, Sir Thomas Alshey
He said, “Sir Thomas, | thank God that for manyanth | have been able to say, ‘It is a matter of pe
fect indifference to me, when | fall asleep at mjghhether |1 wake up in this world or in anothen.”
well remember reading the old story of a Methodisb was pressed into the army some 50 or 60 years
ago who had his leg carried away in battle, andolagding on the ground. When they carried him off
the field, he said, “I| am as happy as a man cawltbke out of heaven.” They said he was mad! O for
more of such glorious madness! To be able to sagnwour limb is shot away, and you are bleeding
away your life, “I am as happy as a man can beobuiteaven,” why there is something in that! This
must be the finger of God! Where else can suclmipiu over pain and weakness be found? What voice
but that of Jesus can, in such a storm, commareheaehnly calm? Jesus, Master, whose message to Your
people is always, “Peace, peace,” speak that divorel to me, and to all Your troubled ones! Stamd i
our midst and say, “Peace be unto you,” and pdaalélze ours!

[Il. Thirdly, | am going to use these words as THE SODFTHE TRUE BELIEVER.
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He who has really seen Christ, and placed hig truslim, can now sing, “Peace, peace, peace.”
What a thrice accursed thing is war! | believe vB#gnjamin Franklin that there never was a good war,
and there never was a bad peace. War is unmitigaigchief from end to end, and peace is a thing to
rejoice in, take it in whatever light you will. Kihg and slaying, devastating and burning are sfuort
fiends and for fiends, alone! True men, if oncdechto battle, are the last persons who would lyght
enter upon it again. It is an awful and terribleg | remember reading that when the last greatwes
over—I mean the greatest war of all, in which weeveo long engaged with the Bonapartes—news of
the peace came to a certain town. It was only geviispered that there was peace, but it was @t ov
the town in a few minutes! Everybody ran through streets! Bread had been sent up to an awful price
by the war, and everybody was weary with the tattes slaughter of soldiers, and the perpetual déar
invasion. A man ran down the street shouting, “Begeace, peace, peace,” and everybody was glad!
All manner of good things were wrapped up in the word, “peace”—families would no longer be di-
vided, trade would no longer be crippled, famineuldano more devour the land. Now the loaf would be
within the reach of the poor and the hungry—andwitgow might keep her sons at home, safe from the
cannon’s mouth. “Peace, peace,” they cried, anflinvian hour there were bells ringing from every
steeple, and as the sun went down there were caimdéxery window! Everybody must have an illumi-
nation because peace had come!

Now, if peace is so precious asémporalthings, it is equally precious as to eternal telrgnd if a
man has once seen Jesus Christ, it is the joysolifeito sing, “Peace, peace.” Here stands thenrec
ciled man, and he looks up to heaven through the plue air, past yon stars, endless leagues beyond
imagination’s utmost stretch! He looks up, andrhiad conceives of God, and his heart feels, “| am a
peace with Him. Though He is a consuming fire, la@npeace with Him! With the great Father | am at
peace! Though it is very tempestuous round abont, et | am at peace with Him. | am at peace with
the eternal Son! Though He shall break His enemittsa rod of iron, He will never break me—I am at
peace with Him. | am at peace with the Holy Spfat,though to blaspheme Him is death without hope
of mercy, yet | am at peace with Him—He will newdastroy me.” What a peace this is—peadth
God, the peacef God, perfect peaceHaving this peace, every angel is my friend, exargrub is my
guardian, and all the hosts in glittering ranksvae-of angelic spirits, and unfallen, and of humpin-s
its saved and washed in the blood—all are my fgeffor | have peace with the armies of heaven if |
have peace with the Lord of hosts! How delightéuldok all around you and to feel confident thaivpr
idence is on your side! The wheels are stupendmdthe results that come of their revolution ays-m
terious and terrible—but let the wheels revolve—ytlannot hurt a child of God! All things work to-
gether for good to them that love God, to them #ratthe called according to His purpose! There is
peace in all events when there is peace with hedenbeasts of the field are in league with usd, the
stones of the field are at peace with us when \eaapeace with God! It is most sweet to feel that
wherever you are, everything is at peace with yone-en to look inside into this little world where
there once raged such fierce battles, and these, & feel the sprinkled blood—this, this is JG3An-
science is quiet, fear has subsided, the deadiddsegone, all is quiet, and all is well!

To feel that you have forgiven every enemy if ymve any—that you do not bear a recollection of
an injury—this also is a brave easement of theth@arthe tablets of the Romans, when they had writ
ten upon the wax, were afterwards rolled over &ithot iron to produce a complete erasure, so bgegra
we are enabled to smooth out of the soul everyyalinge, and to begin life anew as to our fellow men
Revenge and malice are unknown among true Chrsstldrave no more memory of ill towards any man
that lives than an unborn babe. This is a cleaogpmere to live in! How different from the thunder-
charged air of envy, malice, and hate! “You shalbgt with joy, and be led forth with peace: theumo
tains and the hills shall break forth before yoto isinging, and all the trees of the field shatipctheir
hands.” Blessed are the men who live in this pegoeaece of God’s giving! Peace of the Holy Spirit's
working! Peace above, and peace below, peace winid peace around—peace, peace—the blessed
fruit of the lips!

IV. | close by using my text in a fourth way, practigaby saying that this should be THE MOTTO
OF EVERY BELIEVER.

It has been his song for himself—now let it berhistto in dealing with other people. This should be
his spirit and desire in the church—"Peace, pedciank God that we have enjoyed peace as a church
these many years, but | have known certain churalhese peace would be a novelty—a novelty which
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| recommend them to try! Some little churches séerthink that they must have an angry discussion
every month, or else they are living beneath tgespel privileges. This leads to heart-burningsl an
promotes splits and divisions, and these are agiér® among them as fights at an Irish wake. They
need a new minister every now and then, for thesicr their lack of prosperity to be thenister’s
fault—and then they need a fresh set of deaconshéoevil is thought to be the deacons’ fault. &yd-

by they discover that some leading man, or, whatasse, some leading woman, is at the bottom of the
evil, and they must get rid of him or her, and tladirwill go right! And so they practice the prosesf
dismemberment—cutting off one part of the body, Hmh another till they think the smaller they be-
come the better they will be. What a mistake! Deytthink to find peace by breaking into pieces? The
more Christians are divided, the more they can isud&] and the smaller the sect, the more prepared

it for another schism. Brothers and sisters, whenggu fall to quarrelling | shall know that theifypof

God has gone from you! Up to now we have put up wite another very well, by God’s grace, and |
hope we shall continue to do so. | do not suppaseeyver thought that | was perfect—if you did, you
did not know much about me! | knew very well tiyau are not perfect. | never flattered you from the
very beginning, and therefore | am not disappointegiou. We have gone on wonderfully well with
each other, considering how imperfect we are—anakst that the grace of God, which has kept scelarg
a multitude together in love and peace—will conginia do it, to His own glory.

Now, especially when | am away, if any enemy Isistrange fire to set the church alight with it, |
pray you who are older and wiser than others t@ kemur buckets full of water, and stand ready to
guench the first spark of ill feeling. You, goodtirers and sisters, who are rather fond of talkingyu
see a little blaze beginning, leave off your tadkifor fear you should be adding fuel to the flarbe!
not repeat what you have heard against a brothérjriyg the curfew, and cover the fire. Pull thgdall
apart, and throw the holy water of love over thedshes! Do not let the fire of anger burn. Whywdtio
we? We have to live together in heaven forever—ag as well enjoy happy fellowship here! May the
Lord grant us to feel the force of those heaveniyqgiples which will enable us to live in peace and-
et for many and many a year to come! | would likerg member of the church to go about saying with-
in himself, “Peace, peace. | am a peace-makerarckiurch, and if | ever must be a peace-breaker, it
shall not be in the house of God, among the faofithe Lord Jesus.”

We should labor to carry out the same quiet spirihe family. When you get home, do not change,
“Peace, peace,” into scolding and nagging. “Isipossible, as much as lies in you, live peaceatity
all men.” The apostle says, “If it is possible,"chase he knew that it would be a very difficulinthi
always to be peaceable with everybody, for som@lpesre so unreasonable that theyreeeerat peace
till they are at war, and never quiet till they amaking a disturbance. Be it ours under great pration
still to cry, “Peace, peace.” Put up with a greeald-bear, and bear, and bear, and bear, and bear—I
have not time to repeat the word 70 times severyWill most surely conquer who can most complete-
ly submit, for in this world, he that would be giest must be least, and he that can stoop the towes
shall rise the highest! | do not think there is mmurc a heritage worth fighting for compared witlotir-
erly unity. Family peace and love are worth mosnth disputed will can ever yield. The game of quar
relling is not worth the candle. When | have hacdcémpose family differences, | have usually found
that the misunderstanding began about nothingward on about nothing—and yet the mischief done
is frequently terrible! When | have to make peddie to have some real injury, injustice, or wgpto
deal with—something that | can handle, judge, amtlemn—an invisible, misty, indefinable suspicion
is hard to overcome. When there is nothing in tingabble, peace-making is difficult work. There is a
great tingle-tangle over nothing. You cannot gat.dt is a sort of stinging jellyfish which yoieel but
cannot grasp! Loving bonds are broken, and theié-lidood between Christian men and Christian
women who ought to love one another, and all abalteut—nothing! Now, you Christian people, go
about with this as your password—"Peace, peaceepeeace.” This will quiet the worst scolding of a
wife that ever wearied a man—peace, peace! Thissefiler the most outrageous husband that ever tried
a woman—peace, peace! Cultivate peace in the hamaexg whatever you do elsewhere.

When peace reigns in your own family, go into therld with the same watchword—"Peace,
peace.” Do not set dogs by the ears, but tame howstigers! Compose differences, and make people
friends. If certain persons were dropped into tleden of Eden, they would be the serpent in it! But
there are others who, if you were to set them diomanvillage distracted with strife and contentitdmey
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would be lumps of love to sweeten every bitterndsg.and be just such. Members of the Tabernacle,
especially, let your motto always be, “Peace, pgasaong your neighbors, for the glory of God!

What a difference there will be when this is takgnamong all Christian denominations—when
there shall be no more envying and strife betwbaendenomination and that, but each one shall e sa
ing in Christ's name, “We are brethren—peace, péatew silly it is for one clique of good people to
be setting up Mr. So-and-So as “the greatest pexabht ever lived.” How idle for others to reptio,
he is not. So-and-so preaches better.” Let alllibisilenced while we cry, “Peace, peace!” Nonasf
who are ministers preach as well as we ought tadd,none of you who are hearers live as you ought
to live. When you hear anything like crying up otk poor mortals as we are, cry, “Peace, peace,” to
such nonsense! We are all servants of one Masted—+ay the Lord make us all betsgrvants Let
peace ring the death-knell of petty jealousies, raag all the saints be visibly one in Christ Jesus!

May the day come when, all the world over, thdralldoe peace! Peace to Afghan and to Zulu, as it
is today to Prussian and to Frenchman and to Bnghs. Let us wish “Peace, peace” to all born of
woman. May this blessed word be rung out as actlarote beneath these heavens till men shall recog-
nize that they make one family, and God is the great Father! You nations, learn war no more!
“Peace, peace, peace.” Catch the words, you wants$,carry them—“Peace, peace, peace!” Hear the
words, you stars, and shine them out tonight—*Pgaeace.” Rise up, O sun, in the morning, and over
all rejoicing lands pour forth, with your light amgarmth, peace and quietness! May peace be with you
my brothers and sisters, now and forever. Amenaanen!

PORTION OF SCRIPTURE READ BEFORE SERMON—Isaiah 575121, 58:1-12.
HYMNS FROM “OUR OWN HYMN BOOK"—23 (VERS. Il), 704, 722.

Adapted froniThe C. H. Spurgeon CollectipWersion 1.0, Ages Software.

PLEASE PRAY THE HOLY SPIRIT WILL USE THIS SERMON
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