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PREFACE

THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE PULPIT
VOLUME 7
(Sermons Nos. 348-426)
Published in 1861
By Charles Spurgeon

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 com-
forts 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 dif-
ficulties, and comforted under ferocious attacks, we can sing unto the
Lord who has 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 is 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 more clearly the glory of the great worker. In our case, no flesh has
reason to glory. What the Lord has worked cannot in this instance be as-
cribed 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 belongs unto God; as for mortal might, what does it? There at
Your altar, O Lord, let all honor and glory be laid! We are Your debtors
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immersed in debt, and we can give You nothing but our love, and even
the power to offer this we must first of all receive at Your 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 errors. As to the
preacher’s style, he who expects elaboration and exact accuracy in an ex-
tempore discourse, and especially in a report printed the next day, and
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, discover-
ies, and theorizing, 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 foun-
dations of all our churches, and our only safety lies in adhering tena-
ciously 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, 200,000 copies of our sermons have been pre-
sented to the Universities of Cambridge and Oxford. A selection having
been made of those which touched the more vital points of faith and god-
liness, 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
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of our land. Not for any sectarian end, but solely to promote the conver-
sion 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 precedent 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, Dutch, German, and Swedish is-
sues, a new translation has been prepared for the great German nations,
and a large edition will be ready for the famous Leipzig book fair. O Spirit
of God, go with the Word and make it mighty to win 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 preach-
ers, 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 coun-
try, 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
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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, alt-
hough 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 commu-
nications from souls set at joyous liberty, or otherwise blessed by reading
and hearing the sermons, “Wailing of Risca,” “Shield of Faith,” “Interces-
sory Prayer,” “The Interest of Christ and His People in Each Other,”
“Cleansing of the Leper,” and “Christ the Propitiation.”

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
eyes, 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,
C. H. Spurgeon
DECEMBER 1861.

Adapted from The C. H. Spurgeon Collection, Version 1.0, Ages Software.

PLEASE PRAY THE HOLY SPIRIT WILL USE THIS PREFACE
TO BRING MANY TO A SAVING KNOWLEDGE OF JESUS CHRIST.

By the grace of God, for all 63 volumes of
C. H. Spurgeon sermons in Modern English,
and 574 Spanish translations, visit:
WwWw.spurgeongems.org
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Religious Services and Other Meetings
In Connection with the Opening of the
Metropolitan Tabernacle, Newington.

THE Committee is very happy to inform their friends and the public,
that the vast edifice erected for the Church and Congregation of the Rev.
C. H. SPURGEON is now nearly completed. The sum required has, by
God’s gracious providence, been obtained—with the exception of about
£3,000. It is firmly believed that this remaining amount will be raised by
means of the Bazaar, and the contributions given at the opening meet-
ings.

In order that the large numbers who desire to be present upon this oc-
casion may be accommodated, the proceedings have been extended
throughout a whole month, and there are one or two days yet unoccu-
pied, for which services will be afterwards advertised, if the present ar-
rangement should prove insufficient. Owing to the early date at which
this circular is issued, the particulars cannot be given; nor is it possible
to publish all the names of the ministers and gentlemen who will assist
at the services. The present program will be adhered to as nearly as pos-
sible, but some variations may very naturally occur. The meetings are,
many of them, definite in their subjects and objectives, both for the sake
of variety and edification. We desire not only to welcome our friends, and
accept their assistance, but to set forth a public testimony of our faith
and practice. It is hoped that the more prominent features of our reli-
gious views, as a church and denomination, will thus be publicly ex-
pounded while our union with the faithful will be unmistakably affirmed.

Friends desiring tickets for any of the services are requested to make
their application by letter to Mr. C. BLACKSHAW, Metropolitan Taber-
nacle, Newington, S. They are requested to enclose a stamped envelope,
bearing their address, and to state clearly what meeting they wish to at-
tend. As the number of tickets is limited, when compared with the ex-
pected demand, no large supply can be issued to any one person. It is
hoped that many will see fit to enclose a contribution with their applica-
tion. The Committee will endeavor, as far as possible, to oblige every ap-
plicant, but they cannot absolutely engage in every case, to supply the
particular tickets required. Delay will necessarily occur in attending to so
extensive an arrangement, but our friends will exercise patience, and we
hope all will be gratified.

In conclusion, the Committee begs the renewed assistance of all their
friends in this, their crowning effort, and they beg it to be distinctly un-
derstood that no persuasion will prevail upon their Pastor to use the
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building for public worship on the Sabbath until the whole of the liabili-
ties are discharged. Shall the house be closed a single Sunday? We be-
lieve in our gracious God, and trust that He will so influence His people,
that by the end of the second week, or before the Good Friday has passed
away, all will be accomplished—in which case we shall meet for regular
worship on Lord’s Day, March 31st.

The proceeds of collections, after payment of contracted liabilities, will
be needed for the completion of the front boundaries; the fitting up of the
schools; furnishing the students’ classrooms and other works which the
Committee has not as yet commenced. Feeling it to be highly objectiona-
ble to run into debt, they have left many matters to be finished when the
funds shall be forthcoming, and they are cheerfully confident that before
these preliminary meetings are over, this great temple of the Lord will
have been finished in every department.

FIRST WEEK
Monday, March 18"—Meeting for prayer, at 7 o’clock in the morning. The
Rev. C. H. SPURGEON will preside. A Bazaar will be held in the Lecture
Hall and School Rooms, commencing at 12 o’clock each day, on Tuesday,
March 19th; Wednesday, March 20th; Thursday, March 21st; Friday,
March 22nd; and Saturday, March 23rd. Tickets of admission, one shilling
each. Contributions of goods are earnestly requested, and should be for-
warded to Mrs. SPURGEON, Clapham.

SECOND WEEK
Monday, March 25—Morning at 7—meeting for prayer. The Rev. G. ROG-
ERS will preside. Afternoon at 3—sermon by Rev. C. H. SPURGEON;
evening at 7—sermon by Rev. WITTBROOK of Bloomsbury Chapel.
Tuesday, March 26—Public meeting of our contributors. Chair to be tak-
en at half-past 6, by Sir HENRY HAVELOCK. The Revs. C. STOVEL, M.
BARRINGER, J. BIGWOOD, F. TUCKER, J. RUSSELL, and other minis-
ters and gentlemen will address the meeting. Tickets will be given to con-
tributors.
Wednesday, March 27—Public meeting of the neighboring churches.
Chair to be taken at half-past six, by Dr. STEANE. The Revs. W. HOWIE-
SON of Lion-Street; ANEMONE HALL, of Surrey Chapel; R. W. BUTTS, of
Hanover Chapel; G. H. WHITE, of Bermondsey; G. ROGERS, of Albany
Chapel, and other ministers and gentlemen are expected to address the
meeting.
Good Friday, March 29—Two sermons will be preached by the Rev. C. H.
SPURGEON. Morning at a quarter to eleven; Evening at seven. Tickets for
these services will be chiefly given to members and seat holders.

THIRD WEEK
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Monday, April 1—Morning at 7—meeting for prayer. The Rev. B. DAVIES
will preside. Evening at 7—A sermon will be preached by the Rev. JOHN
GRAHAM of Craven Chapel.
Tuesday, April 2—A public meeting of our London Baptist brethren.
Chair to be taken at 7 p.m., by Sir S. M. PETO, Bart. The Revs. A. C.
THOMAS, J. H. HINTON, P. DICKERSON, JABEZ BURNS, D. D. and oth-
er ministers and gentlemen are expected to take part in the proceedings.
Wednesday, April, 3—A public meeting of the denominations. Chair to be
taken at 6:30 p. m., by E. BALL ESQ., M.P. E. CORDEROQOY, ESQ., Rev.
W. G. LEWIS, Rev. J. Hard, Rev. W. BUSHELL, and others, will be pre-
sent. The subject of the Unity of the Church will be discussed by able
ministers and laymen representing the various sections of the one
church.
Thursday, April 4—A sermon will be preached by the Rev. OCTAVIUS
WINSLOW of Bath, at 7 p. m.

FOURTH WEEK.
Monday, April 8—Morning at 7—meeting for prayer. Evening at 7—Our
own church. The Pastor, elders and deacons will speak; the former min-
isters are invited, and the Rev. JOHN SPURGEON, the father of the Pas-
tor, is expected to preside. By this meeting, we desire to testify to the in-
dependency, unity and fellowship which each Church of Christ has with-
in itself.
Tuesday, April 9—Baptismal service at 7 p.m. A sermon upon believers’
baptism, by Rev. H. S. BROWN, of Liverpool. Rev. C. H. SPURGEON will
baptize.
Wednesday, April 10—Communion. Dr. STEANE, Rev. C. H. SPURGEON,
and Dr. HAMILTON will preside. This service is intended to set forth the
essential oneness of the church, and the real fellowship in the body of
Christ which is the privilege of all her members. Members of the various
Protestant bodies can apply for cards through their pastors, or where
this is impossible, through any members of the church under the care of
the Rev. C. H. SPURGEON. The offering at this communion will be devot-
ed to the memorial on behalf of the widow of the late Rev. JONATHAN
GEORGE.
Thursday, April 11—Afternoon at 3—Calvinistic Doctrine. The Rev. C. H.
SPURGEON will introduce the subject and five ministers will take up the
points by which the Calvinistic creed is distinguished. The service com-
mences at 3. There will be a pause at 5 for refreshment, and the friends
will reassemble at 6:30. The addresses will last about half an hour each,
and will be printed, as a Manual of Doctrine and be a memorial of the
opening of this great house of God.
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Friday, Aprii 12—Oration by HOBBY VINCENT, ESQ. Subject—
“Nonconformity in its political bearings.” Chair to be taken at 7 p.m. by
Sir JOHN BURGOYNE. Tickets, One shilling. Reserved seats, half-a-
crown.
FIFTH WEEK.

The arrangements for the fifth week will be announced in the April Maga-
zines. It is hoped that many friends from the country, being in town for
the May meetings, will then favor us with their company, and to this end
their applications will have the preference.

Adapted from The C. H. Spurgeon Collection, Version 1.0, Ages Software.

PLEASE PRAY THE HOLY SPIRIT WILL USE THESE MEETINGS
TO BRING MANY TO A SAVING KNOWLEDGE OF JESUS CHRIST.

By the grace of God, for all 63 volumes of
C. H. Spurgeon sermons in Modern English,
and 574 Spanish translations, visit:
WwWw.spurgeongems.org
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A DEFENSE OF CALVINISM

NOTE: THIS MESSAGE IS FROM C. H. SPURGEON’S
AUTOBIOGRAPHY, VOLUME 1.

IT is a great thing to begin the Christian life by believing good solid
doctrine. Some people have received 20 different “gospels” in as many
years. How many more they will accept before they get to their journey’s
end, it would be difficult to predict. I thank God that He early taught me
the gospel, and I have been so perfectly satisfied with it, that I do not
want to know any other. Constant change of creed is sure loss; if a tree
has to be taken up two or three times a year, you will not need to build a
very large loft in which to store the apples! When people are always shift-
ing their doctrinal principles, they are not likely to bring forth much fruit
to the glory of God. It is good for young believers to begin with a firm hold
upon those great fundamental doctrines which the Lord has taught in
His Word; why if I believed what some preach about the temporary,
showy salvation which only lasts for a time, I would scarcely be at all
grateful for it; but when I know that those whom God saves, He saves
with an everlasting salvation; when I know that He gives to them an ever-
lasting righteousness; when I know that He settles them on an everlast-
ing foundation of everlasting love, and that He will bring them to His ev-
erlasting kingdom—oh, then I do wonder, and I am astonished that such

a blessing as this should ever have been given to me!—
“Pause, my soul! Adore and wonder!
Ask, ‘Oh, why such love to me?’
Grace has put me in the number
Of the Savior’s family:
Hallelujah!
Thanks, eternal thanks, to Thee.”

I suppose there are some persons whose minds naturally incline to-
wards the doctrine of free will; I can only say that mine inclines as natu-
rally towards the doctrines of sovereign grace! Sometimes, when I see
some of the worst characters in the street, I feel as if my heart must
burst forth in tears of gratitude that God has never let me act as they
have done! I have thought if God had left me alone, and had not touched
me by His grace what a great sinner I would have been! I would have run
to the utmost lengths of sin, and dived into the very depths of evill Nor
would I have stopped at any vice or folly, if God had not restrained me; I
feel that I would have been a very king of sinners if God had let me alone.
I cannot understand the reason why I am saved except upon the ground
that God would have it so. I cannot, if I look ever so earnestly, discover
any kind of reason in myself why I should be a partaker of divine grace. If
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[ am at this moment with Christ, it is only because Christ Jesus would
have His will with me, and that will was that I should be with Him where
He is, and should share His glory. I can put the crown nowhere but upon
the head of Him whose mighty grace has saved me from going down into
the pit of hell!

Looking back on my past life, I can see that the dawning of it all was
of God—of God effectively. 1 took no torch with which to light the sun,
but the sun enlightened me. I did not commence my spiritual life—no, I
rather kicked and struggled against the things of the Spirit. When He
drew me, for a time I did not run after Him—there was a natural hatred
in my soul of everything holy and good! Wooings were lost upon me—
warnings were cast to the wind—thunders were despised. As for the
whispers of His love, they were rejected as being less than nothing and
vanity. But, sure I am, I can say now, speaking on behalf of myself, “He
only is my salvation.” It was He who turned my heart, and brought me
down on my knees before Him. I can in very deed, say with Doddridge
and Toplady—

“Grace taught my soul to pray,
And made my eyes overflow.”

And coming to this moment, I can add—
“Tis grace has kept me to this day,
And will not let me go.”

Well can I remember the manner in which I learned the doctrines of
grace in a single instant. Born, as all of us are by nature, an Arminian, I
still believed the old things I had heard continually from the pulpit, and
did not see the grace of God. When I was coming to Christ, I thought I
was doing it all myself, and though I sought the Lord earnestly, I had no
idea the Lord was seeking me. I do not think the young convert is at first
aware of this. I can recall the very day and hour when first I received
those truths in my own soul—when they were, as John Bunyan says,
burnt into my heart as with a hot iron, and I can recollect how I felt that
I had grown all of a sudden from a babe into a man—that I had made
progress in Scriptural knowledge through having found, once and for all,
the clue to the truth of God. One week night, when I was sitting in the
House of God, I was not thinking much about the preacher’s sermon, for
I did not believe it. The thought struck me, how did you come to be a
Christian? I sought the Lord. But how did you come to seek the Lord?
The truth flashed across my mind in a moment—I would not have sought
Him unless there had been some previous influence in my mind to make
me seek Him! I prayed, thought I, but then I asked myself, How came I to
pray? I was induced to pray by reading the Scriptures. How came I to
read the Scriptures? I did read them, but what led me to do so? Then, in
a moment, I saw that God was at the bottom of it all, and that He was
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the author of my faith—and so, the whole doctrine of grace opened up to
me and from that doctrine I have not departed to this day, and I desire to
make this my constant confession, “I ascribe my change wholly to God.”

I once attended a service where the text happened to be, “He shall
choose our inheritance for us”—and the good man who occupied the pul-
pit was more than a little of an Arminian. Therefore, when he com-
menced, he said, “This passage refers entirely to our temporal inher-
itance; it has nothing whatever to do with our everlasting destiny, for,” he
said, “we do not want Christ to choose for us in the matter of heaven or
hell. It is so plain and easy that every man who has a grain of common
sense will choose heaven, and any person would know better than to
choose helll We have no need of any superior intelligence, or any greater
being to choose heaven or hell for us; it is left to our own free will, and
we have enough wisdom given us, sufficiently correct means to judge for
ourselves.” And therefore, as he very logically inferred, there was no ne-
cessity for Jesus Christ, or anyone, to make a choice for us; who could
choose the inheritance for ourselves without any assistance. “Ah,” I
thought, “but, my good brother, it may be very true that we could, but I
think we would want something more than common sense before we
would choose aright.” First, let me ask, must we not all of us admit an
overruling providence and the appointment of Jehovah’s hand as to the
means whereby we came into this world? Those men, who think that, af-
terwards, we are left to our own free will to choose this one, or the other
to direct our steps, must admit that our entrance into the world was not
of our own will, but that God had then to choose for us. What circum-
stances were those in our power which led us to elect certain persons to
be our parents? Had we anything to do with it? Did not God Himself ap-
point our parents, native place and friends?

Could He not have caused me to be born with the skin of the African;
brought forth by a filthy mother who would nurse me in her “hut,” and
teach me to bow down to pagan gods, quite as easily as to have given me
a pious mother, who would each morning and night bend her knees in
prayer on my behalf? Or, might He not, if He had pleased, have given me
some degenerate to have been my parent—from whose lips I might have
early heard fearful, filthy, and obscene language? Might He not have
placed me where I would have had a drunken father who would have im-
prisoned me in a very dungeon of ignorance, and brought me up in the
chains of crime? Was it not God’s providence that I had so happy a lot,
that both my parents were His children, and endeavored to train me up
in the fear of the Lord? John Newton used to tell a whimsical story and
laugh at it too, of a good woman who said, in order to prove the doctrine
of election, “Ah, sir, the Lord must have loved me before I was born, or

else He would not have seen anything in me to love afterwards.” I am
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sure it is true in my case. I believe the doctrine of election because I am
quite certain that if God had not chosen me, I would never have chosen
Him; and I am sure He chose me before I was born, or else He never
would have chosen me afterwards! He must have elected me for reasons
unknown to me, for I never could find any reason in myself why He
should have looked upon me with special love. So I am forced to accept
that great Biblical doctrine.

I recollect an Arminian brother telling me that he had read the Scrip-
tures through a score or more times and could never find the doctrine of
election in them; he added that he was sure he would have done so if it
had been there, for he read the Word of God on his knees. I said to him,
“l think you read the Bible in a very uncomfortable posture, and if you
had read it in your easy chair, you would have been more likely to un-
derstand it. Pray, by all means, and the more the better, but it is a piece
of superstition to think there is anything in the posture in which a man
puts himself for reading! As to reading through the Bible 20 times with-
out having found anything about the doctrine of election, the wonder is
that you found anything at all—you must have galloped through it at
such a rate that you were not likely to have any intelligible idea of the
meaning of the Scriptures.” If it would be marvelous to see one river leap
up from the earth, full-grown, what would it be to gaze upon a vast
spring from which all the rivers of the earth should at once come bub-
bling up, a million of them born at a birth? What a vision would it be!
Who can conceive it? And yet the love of God is that fountain, from which
all the rivers of mercy which have ever gladdened our race—all the rivers
of grace in time and of glory hereafter—take their rise. My soul, stand at
that sacred fountainhead and adore and magnify forever and ever, God,
even our Father, who has loved us! In the very beginning, when this
great universe lay in the mind of God like unborn forests in the acorn
cup—long before the echoes awoke the solitudes—before the mountains
were brought forth; long before the light flashed through the sky, God
loved His chosen creatures! Before there was any created being—when
the ether was not fanned by an angel’s wings; when space itself had not
an existence; when there was nothing save God alone—even then, in that
loneliness of Deity, and in that deep quiet and profundity, His heart
moved with love for His chosen! Their names were written on His heart,
and then were they dear to His soul! Jesus loved His people before the
foundation of the world—even from eternity! And when He called me by
His grace, He said to me, “I have loved you with an everlasting love:
therefore with loving kindness have I drawn you.” Then, in the fullness of
time, He purchased me with His blood; He let His heart run out in one
deep gaping wound for me long before I loved Him! Yes, when He first
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came to me, did I not spurn Him? When He knocked at the door, and
asked for entrance, did I not drive Him away and do despite to His grace?
Ah, I can remember that I full often did so until, at last, by the power of
His effectual grace, He said, “I must, I will come in.” And then He turned
my heart, and made me love Him—but even till now I would have resist-
ed Him, had it not been for His grace.

Well, since He purchased me when I was dead in sins, does it not fol-
low, as a necessary and logical consequence, that He must have loved me
first? Did my Savior die for me because I believed on Him? No. | was not
then in existence! I had then no being. Could the Savior, therefore, have
died because I had faith, when I was not yet born? Could that have been
possible? Could that have been the origin of the Savior’s love towards
me? Oh, no! My Savior died for me long before I believed. “But,” says
someone, “He foresaw that you would have faith, and therefore He loved
you.” What did He foresee about my faith? Did He foresee that I should
get that faith, myself, and that I should believe on Him of myself? No!
Christ could not foresee that, because no Christian will ever say that
faith came of itself without the gift, and without the working of the Holy
Spirit. I have met with a great many believers, and talked with them
about this matter, but I never knew one who could put his hand on his
heart and say, “I believed in Jesus without the assistance of the Holy
Spirit.” I am bound to the doctrine of the depravity of the human heart
because I find myself depraved in heart, and have daily proofs that in my
flesh there dwells no good thing! If God enters into covenant with unfall-
en man, man is so insignificant a creature, that it must be an act of gra-
cious condescension on the Lord’s part; but if God enters into covenant
with sinful man, he is then so offensive a creature, that it must be, on
God’s part, an act of pure, free, rich, sovereign grace! When the Lord en-
tered into covenant with me, I am sure that it was all of grace, nothing
else but grace; when I remember what a den of unclean beasts and birds
my heart was, and how strong was my unrenewed will, how obstinate
and rebellious against the sovereignty of the divine rule, I always feel in-
clined to take the very lowest room in my Father’s house; and when I en-
ter heaven, it will be to go among the less than the least of all saints, and
with the chief of sinners.

The late lamented Mr. Denham has put, at the foot of his portrait, a
most admirable text, “salvation is of the Lord.” That is just an epitome of
Calvinism—it is the sum and substance of it—if anyone should ask me
what [ mean by a Calvinist, I would reply, “He is one who says salvation
is of the Lord.” I cannot find in Scripture any other doctrine than this; it
is the essence of the Bible, “He only is my rock and my salvation.” Tell
me anything contrary to this truth of God, and it will be a heresy! Tell me

a heresy, and I shall find its essence here, that it has departed from this
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great, this fundamental, this rock truth, “God is my rock and my salva-
tion.” What is the heresy of Rome, but the addition of something to the
perfect merits of Jesus Christ—the bringing in of the works of the flesh to
assist in our justification? And what is the heresy of Arminianism, but
the addition of something to the work of the Redeemer? Every heresy, if
brought to the touchstone, will discover itself here! | have my own private
opinion that there is no such thing as preaching Christ and Him cruci-
fied unless we preach what nowadays is called Calvinism; it is a nick-
name to call it Calvinism—Calvinism is the gospel and nothing else! I do
not believe we can preach the gospel if we do not preach justification by
faith, without works—nor unless we preach the sovereignty of God in His
dispensation of grace—nor unless we exalt the electing, unchangeable,
eternal, immutable, conquering love of Jehovah! Nor do I think we can
preach the gospel unless we base it upon the special and particular re-
demption of His elect and chosen people which Christ worked out upon
the cross. Nor can I comprehend a gospel which lets saints fall away after
they are called, and allows the children of God to be burned in the fires
of damnation after having once believed in Jesus! Such a gospel I ab-

hor—
“If ever it should come to pass,
That sheep of Christ might fall away,
My fickle, feeble soul, alas!
Would fall a thousand times a day.”

If one dear saint of God had perished, so might all! If one of the cove-
nant ones is lost, so may all be! And then there is no gospel promise
true, but the Bible is a lie, and there is nothing in it worth my ac-
ceptance. I will be an infidel at once when I can believe that a saint of
God can ever fall finally! If God has loved me once, then He will love me
forever; God has a mastermind—He arranged everything in His gigantic
intellect long before He did it—and once having settled it, He never alters
it! “This shall be done,” He says, and the iron hand of destiny marks it
down, and it is brought to pass. “This is My purpose,” and it stands—
neither earth or hell alter it. “This is My decree,” He says, “promulgate it,
you holy angels. Rend it down from the gate of heaven, you devils, if you
can—but you cannot alter the decree—it shall stand forever.” God alters
not His plans. Why should He? He is Almighty, and therefore can per-
form His pleasure. Why should He? He is the all-wise, and therefore can-
not have planned wrongly. Why should He? He is the everlasting God,
and therefore cannot die before His plan is accomplished. Why should He
change? You worthless atoms of earth, ephemera of a day! You creeping
insects upon this bay-leaf of existence—you may change your plans—but
He shall never, never change His! Has He told me that His plan is to save
me? If so, I am forever safe—
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“My name from the palms of His hands
Eternity will not erase,

Impressed on His heart it remains,

In marks of indelible grace.”

I do not know how some people who believe that a Christian can fall
from grace manage to be happy. It must be a very commendable thing in
them to be able to get through a day without despair! If I did not believe
the doctrine of the final perseverance of the Saints, I think I would be, of
all men, the most miserable, because I should lack any ground of com-
fort. I could not say, whatever state of heart I came into, that I should be
like a well-spring of water whose stream fails not; I should rather have to
take the comparison of an intermittent spring that might stop all of a
sudden, or a reservoir which I had no reason to expect would always be
full. I believe that the happiest of Christians, and the truest of Christians
are those, who never dare to doubt God, but who take His Word simply
as it stands, and believe it and ask no questions—just feeling assured
that if God has said it, it will be so. I bear my willing testimony that I
have no reason, nor even the shadow of a reason, to doubt my Lord, and
I challenge heaven and earth, and hell to bring any proof that God is un-
true! From the depths of hell I call the fiends, and from this earth I call
the tried and afflicted believers, and to heaven I appeal and challenge the
long experience of the blood-washed host—and there is not to be found
in the three realms, a single person who can bear witness to one fact
which can disprove the faithfulness of God, or weaken His claim to be
trusted by His servants! There are many things that may or may not
happen, but this I know shall happen—

“He shall present my soul,

Unblemished and complete,

Before the glory of His face,

With joys divinely great.”
All the purposes of man have been defeated, but not the purposes of
God! The promises of man may be broken—many of them are made to be
broken—but the promises of God shall all be fulfilled! He is a prom-
ise-maker, but He never was a promise-breaker; He is a promise-keeping
God, and every one of His people shall prove it to be so. This is my grate-
ful, personal confidence, “The Lord will perfect that which concerns
me”—unworthy me, lost and ruined me! He will yet save me. And—

“I, among the blood-washed throng,

Shall wave the palm and wear the crown,

And shout loud victor.”

I go to a land which the plow of earth has never upturned; where it is
greener than earth’s best pastures, and richer than her most abundant
harvests ever saw! I go to a building of more gorgeous architecture than
man has ever built—it is not of mortal design—it is “a building of God, a
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house not made with hands, eternal in the heavens.” All I shall know and
enjoy in heaven will be given to me by the Lord, and I shall say, when at

last I appear before Him—
“Grace all the work shall crown
Through everlasting days;
It lays in heaven the topmost stone,
And well deserves the praise.”

[ know there are some who think it necessary to their system of theology
to limit the merit of the blood of Jesus—if my theological system needed
such a limitation, I would cast it to the winds! I cannot, I dare not, allow
the thought to find a lodging in my mind—it seems so near akin to blas-
phemy. In Christ’s finished work, I see an ocean of merit; my plummet
finds no bottom, my eye discovers no shore. There is sufficient efficacy in
the blood of Christ, if God had so willed it, to have saved not only all in
this world, but all in ten thousand worlds had they transgressed their
Maker’s law! Once admit infinity into the matter, and limit is out of the
question! Having a divine person for an offering, it is not consistent to
conceive of limited value; boundaries and measure are inapplicable terms
to the divine Sacrifice! The intent of the divine purpose fixes the applica-
tion of the infinite offering, but does not change it into a finite work.
Think of the numbers upon whom God has bestowed His grace; think of
the countless hosts in heaven—if you were introduced there today, you
would find it as easy to count the stars, or the sands of the sea, as to
count the multitudes that are before the throne even now! They have
come from the East and from the West, from the North and from the
South, and they are sitting down with Abraham and with Isaac, and with
Jacob in the kingdom of God.

Beside those in heaven, think of the saved ones on earth. Blessed be
God, His elect on earth are to be counted by millions! I believe the days
are coming, brighter days than these, when there shall be multitudes
upon multitudes brought to know the Savior, and to rejoice in Him. The
Father’s love is not only for a few, but for an exceedingly great company.
“A great multitude, which no man could number,” will be found in heav-
en! A man can reckon up to very high figures; set to work your Newtons,
your mightiest calculators, and they can count great numbers; but God,
and God alone, can tell the multitude of His redeemed! I believe there will
be more in heaven than in hell. If anyone asks me why I think so, I an-
swer, because Christ, in everything, is to “have the pre-eminence,” and I
cannot conceive how He could have the pre-eminence if there are to be
more in the dominions of Satan than in Paradise. Moreover, I have never
read that there is to be in hell a great multitude which no man could
number. I rejoice to know that the souls of all infants, as soon as they
die, speed their way to Paradise; think what a multitude there is of them!
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Then there are already in heaven unnumbered myriads of the spirits of
just men made perfect—the redeemed of all nations and kindreds and
people, and tongues up till now. And there are better times coming, when
the religion of Christ shall be universal—

“He shall reign from pole to pole,
With illimitable sway,”

when whole kingdoms shall bow down before Him, and nations shall be
born in a day, and in the thousand years of the great millennial state,
there will be enough saved to make up all the deficiencies of the thou-
sands of years that have gone before! Christ shall be Master everywhere,
and His praise shall be sounded in every land. Christ shall have the
pre-eminence at last; His train shall be far larger than that which shall
attend the chariot of the grim monarch of hell!

Some persons love the doctrine of universal atonement, because, they
say, “It is so beautiful. It is a lovely idea that Christ should have died for
all men. It commends itself,” they say, “to the instincts of humanity!
There is something in it full of joy and beauty.” I admit there is, but
beauty may be often associated with lies! There is much which I might
admire in the theory of universal redemption, but I will just show what
the supposition necessarily involves. If Christ on His cross intended to
save every man, then He intended to save those who were lost before He
died; if the doctrine is true—that He died for all men—then He died for
some who were in hell before He came into this world—for doubtless
there were even then myriads there who had been cast away because of
their sins! Once again—if it were Christ’s intention to save all men, how
deplorably has He been disappointed, for we have His own testimony that
there is a lake which burns with fire and brimstone, and into that pit of
woe have been cast some of the very persons who, according to the theo-
ry of universal redemption, were bought with His blood! That seems to
me a conception a thousand times more repulsive than any of those con-
sequences which are said to be associated with the Calvinistic and Chris-
tian doctrine of special and particular redemption! To think that my Sav-
ior died for men who were, or are in hell, seems a supposition too horri-
ble for me to entertain! To imagine for a moment that He was the substi-
tute for all the sons of men, and that God, having first punished the sub-
stitute, afterwards punished the sinners, seems to conflict with all my
ideas of divine justice; that Christ should offer an atonement and satis-
faction for the sins of all men, and that afterwards some of those very
men should be punished for the sins for which Christ had already
atoned, appears to me to be the most monstrous iniquity that could ever
have been imputed to Saturn, to Janus, to the goddess of the Thugs, or
to the most diabolical heathen deities! God forbid that we should ever
think thus of Jehovah, the just and wise and God!
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There is no soul living who holds more firmly to the doctrines of grace
than I do, and if any man asks me whether | am ashamed to be called a
Calvinist, I answer—I wish to be called nothing but a Christian—but if
you ask me, do I hold the doctrinal views which were held by John Cal-
vin? I reply I do in the main hold them, and rejoice to avow it; but far be
it from me even to imagine that Zion contains none but Calvinistic Chris-
tians within her walls, or that there are none saved who do not hold our
views! Most atrocious things have been spoken about the character and
spiritual condition of John Wesley, the modern prince of Arminians. I can
only say concerning him, that while I detest many of the doctrines which
he preached, yet for the man, himself, I have a reverence second to no
Wesleyan. And if there were needed two apostles to be added to the
number of the twelve, I do not believe that there could be found two men
more fit to be so added than George Whitefield, and John Wesley! The
character of John Wesley stands beyond all imputation for self-sacrifice,
zeal, holiness, and communion with God. He lived far above the ordinary
level of common Christians, and was one “of whom the world was not
worthy.” 1 believe there are multitudes of men who cannot see these
truths of Calvinism, or, at least, cannot see them in the way in which we
put them, who nevertheless have received Christ as their Savior, and are
as dear to the heart of the God of grace as the soundest Calvinist in or
out of heaven. I do not think I differ from any of my Hyper-Calvinistic
brothers and sisters in what I do believe, but I differ from them in what
they do not believe. I do not hold any less than they do, but I hold a little
more, and I think, a little more of the truth of God revealed in the Scrip-
tures. Not only are there a few cardinal doctrines by which we can steer
our ship North, South, East, or West, but as we study the Word, we shall
begin to learn something about the Northwest, and Northeast, and all
else that lies between the four cardinal points. The system of truth re-
vealed in the Scriptures is not simply one straight line, but two—no man
will ever get a right view of the gospel until he knows how to look at the
two lines at once. For instance, I read in one book of the Bible, “The Spir-
it and the bride say, Come. And let him that hears say, Come. And let
him that is thirsty come; and whoever wills, let him take the water of life
freely.” Yet I am taught, in another part of the same inspired Word, that,
“It is not of him who wills, nor of him who runs, but of God who shows
mercy.” | see in one place God in providence presiding over all, and yet I
see, and I cannot help seeing that man acts as he pleases, and that God
has left his actions, in a great measure, to his own free will.

Now, if I were to declare that man was so free to act that there was no
control of God over his actions, I would be driven very near to atheism.
But if, on the other hand, I should declare that God so overrules all
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things that man is not free enough to be responsible, I would be driven at
once into Antinomianism or fatalism. That God predestines, and yet that
man is responsible, are two facts that few can clearly see; they are be-
lieved to be inconsistent, and contradictory to each other. If, then, I find
taught in one part of the Bible that everything is foreordained—that is
true; and if I find, in another Scripture, that man is responsible for all
his actions—that is true! It is only my folly that leads me to imagine that
these two truths of God can ever contradict each other! I do not believe
they can ever be welded into one upon any earthly anvil—but they cer-
tainly shall be one in eternity. They are two lines that are so nearly paral-
lel, that the human mind which pursues them farthest will never discov-
er that they converge—but they do converge—and they will meet some-
where in eternity, close to the throne of God, where all of His truths
spring!

It is often said that the doctrines we believe, have a tendency to lead
us to sin; I have heard it asserted most positively that those high doc-
trines which we love, and which we find in the Scriptures, are licentious
ones! I do not know who will have the hardihood to make that assertion
when they consider that the holiest of men have been believers in them. I
ask the man who dares to say that Calvinism is a licentious religion,
what he thinks of the character of Augustine, or Calvin, or Whitefield,
who in successive ages were the great exponents of the system of grace?
Or what will he say of the Puritans, whose works are full of them? Had a
man been an Arminian in those days, he would have been accounted the
vilest heretic breathing; but now we are looked upon as the heretics and
they as the orthodox! We have gone back to the old school; we can trace
our descent from the apostles; it is that vein of free grace running
through the sermonizing of Baptists which has saved us as a denomina-
tion! Were it not for that, we should not stand where we are today. We
can run a golden line up to Jesus Christ, Himself, through a holy suc-
cession of mighty fathers who all held these glorious truths—and we can
ask concerning them—“Where will you find holier and better men in the
world?” No doctrine is so calculated to preserve a man from sin as the
doctrine of the grace of God—those who have called it “a licentious doc-
trine”—did not know anything at all about it. Poor ignorant things—they
little knew that their own vile stuff was the most licentious doctrine un-
der heaven; if they knew the grace of God in truth, they would soon see
that there was no preservative from lying like a knowledge that we are
elect of God from the foundation of the world; there is nothing like a be-
lief in my eternal perseverance, and the immutability of my Father’s af-
fection which can keep me near to Him from a motive of simple gratitude!
Nothing makes a man so virtuous as belief of the truths of God! A lying

doctrine will soon beget a lying practice; a man cannot have an errone-
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ous belief without, by-and-by, having an erroneous life. I believe the one
thing naturally begets the other. Of all men—those have the most unself-
ish piety, the most sublime reverence, the most ardent devotion—who be-
lieve that they are saved by grace, without works, through faith, and that
not of themselves, it is the gift of God! Christians should take heed and
see that it always is so, lest by any means Christ should be crucified
afresh, and put to an open shame.

MISREPRESENTATIONS OF TRUE CALVINISM CLEARED AWAY

Note: In the year 1861, the church of which Mr. C. H Spurgeon was pastor,
completed its tremendous new structure, the Metropolitan Tabernacle. The
first sermon by Mr. Spurgeon in this new building was preached on Mon-
day afternoon, March 25%. A few days later in this new building, on
Thursday, April 1st, Mr. Spurgeon had what we today would call a Bible
Conference. The theme of the conference was, “Exposition of the Doctrines
of Grace.” The speakers and their subjects were as follows—election by
John Bloomfield; human depravity by Evan Probert; particular redemption
by James A. Spurgeon, Mr. Spurgeon’s brother; effectual calling by James
Smith, and the final perseverance of believers in Christ Jesus by William
O’Neil. Mr. Spurgeon, as pastor of the church, was the “Master of Ceremo-
nies,” and he gave the following introductory message as printed in Vol-
ume 7 of The New Park Street and Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit.

The main body of this message is as follows:

There is nothing upon which men need to be more instructed than
upon the question of what Calvinism really is. The most infamous allega-
tions have been brought against us, and sometimes, I must fear, by men
who knew them to be utterly untrue; and to this day there are many of
our opponents who, when they run short of matter, invent and make for
themselves a man of straw! They call that man of straw, John Calvin,
and then shoot all their arrows at it. We have not come here to defend
your man of straw; shoot at him or burn him as you will, and if it suits
your convenience, go ahead and still oppose doctrines which were never
taught, and rail at fictions which, save in your brain, were never in exist-
ence! We come here to state what our views really are, and we trust that
any who do not agree with us will do us the justice of not misrepresent-
ing us. If they can disprove our doctrines, let them state them fairly, and
then overthrow them—but why should they first caricature our opinions,
and then afterwards attempt to put them down?
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Among the gross falsehoods which have been uttered against the Cal-
vinists proper is the wicked slander that we hold the damnation of little
infants. A baser lie was never uttered! There may have existed some-
where—in some corner of the earth—an evildoer who would dare to say
that there were infants in hell, but I have never met with him, nor have I
met with a man who ever saw such a person. We say, with regard to in-
fants, Scripture said but very little, and therefore, where Scripture is
confessedly scant, it is for no man to determine dogmatically; but I think
I speak for the entire body, or certainly with exceedingly few exceptions,
and those unknown to me, when I say we hold that all infants are elect of
God, and are, therefore, saved, and we look to this as being the means by
which Christ shall see of the travail of His soul to a great degree, and we
do sometimes hope that thus the multitude of the saved shall be made to
exceed the multitude of the lost. Whatever views our friends may hold
upon the point, they are not necessarily connected with Calvinistic doc-
trine. I believe that the Lord Jesus, who said, “Of such is the kingdom of
heaven,” does daily and constantly receive into His loving arms those
tender ones who are only shown, and then snatched away to heaven. Our
hymns are no ill witness to our faith on this point, and one of them runs
thus—

“Millions of infant souls compose
The family above.”

Toplady, one of the keenest of Calvinists, was of this number. “In my re-
marks,” he says, “on Dr. Newell, I testified my firm belief that the souls of
all departed infants are with God in glory—that in the decree of predesti-
nation to life, God has included all whom He decreed to take away in in-
fancy—and that the decree of reprobation has nothing to do with them.”
No, he proceeds farther, and asks, with reason, how the anti-Calvinistic
system of conditional salvation, and election, or good works foreseen, will
suit with the salvation of infants? It is plain that Arminians and Pelagi-
ans must introduce a new principle of election—and in so far as the sal-
vation of infants is concerned, become Calvinists! Is it not an argument
in behalf of Calvinism that its principle is uniform throughout, and that
no change is needed on the ground on which man is saved, whether
young or old? John Newton, of London, the friend of Cowper, noted for
his Calvinism, holds that the children in heaven exceed its adult inhabit-
ants in their entire multitudinous array! Gill, a very champion of Calvin-
ism, held the doctrine that all dying in infancy are saved; an intelligent
modern writer, Dr. Russell of Dundee, also a Calvinist, maintains the
same views. When it is considered that nearly one-half of the human race
die in early years, it is easy to see what a vast accession must be daily
and hourly making to the blessed population of heaven!
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A more common charge, brought by more decent people, for I must
say that the last charge is never brought except by disreputable per-
sons—a more common charge is that we hold clear fatalism! Now, there
may be Calvinists who are fatalists, but Calvinism and fatalism are two
distinct things. Do not most Christians hold the doctrine of the provi-
dence of God? Do not all Christians; do not all believers in God hold the
doctrine of His foreknowledge? All the difficulties which are laid against
the doctrine of predestination might, with equal force, be laid against
that of divine foreknowledge. We believe that God has predestinated all
things from the beginning, but there is a difference between the predesti-
nation of an intelligent, all-wise, all-bounteous God, and that blind fatal-
ism which simply says, “It is because it is to be.” Between the predestina-
tion of Scripture, and the fate of the Koran, every sensible man must per-
ceive a difference of the most essential character. We do not deny that
the thing is so ordained that it must be, but why is it to be but that the
Father—God—whose name is love, ordained it? Not because of any ne-
cessity in circumstances that such-and-such a thing should take place;
though the wheels of providence revolve with rigid exactness, yet not
without purpose and wisdom! The wheels are full of eyes, and everything
ordained is so ordained that it shall conduce to the grandest of all ends—
the glory of God—and next to that, the good of His creatures.

But we are next met by some who tell us that we preach the wicked
and horrible doctrine of sovereign and unmerited reprobation. “Oh,” they
say, “you teach that men are damned because God made them to be
damned, and that they go to hell, not because of sin, not because of un-
belief—but because of some dark decree with which God has stamped
their destiny.” Brothers and sisters, this is another unfair charge! Elec-
tion does not involve reprobation! There may be some who hold uncondi-
tional reprobation, but I stand not here as their defender—let them de-
fend themselves as best they can! I hold God’s election, but I testify just
as clearly that if any man is lost, he is lost for sin. This has been the uni-
form statement of Calvinistic ministers. I might refer you to our stand-
ards such as “The Westminster Assembly’s Catechism” and to all our
Confessions, for they all distinctly state that man is lost for sin, and that
there is no punishment put on any man except that which he richly and
righteously deserves. If any of you have ever uttered that libel against us,
do it not again—for we are as guiltless of that as you are yourselves! I am
speaking personally—and I think in this I would command the suffrages
of my brothers—I do know that the appointment of God extends to all
things; I stand not in this pulpit, nor in any other to lay the damnation of
any man anywhere but upon himselfl If he is lost, damnation is all of
men. But, if he is saved, salvation is still all of God.
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To state this important point yet more clearly and explicitly, I shall
quote at large from an able Presbyterian divine—“The pious Methodist is
taught that the Calvinist represents God as creating men in order to de-
stroy them; he is taught that Calvinists hold that men are lost, not be-
cause they sin, but because they are non-elected. Believing this to be a
true statement, is it not amazing that the Methodist stops short, and de-
clares himself, if not an Arminian, at least an anti-predestinarian? But
no statement can be more scandalously untrue. It is the uniform doctrine
of Calvinism that God creates all for His own glory—that He is infinitely
righteous and kind, and that where men perish, it is only for their sins.
In speaking of suffering, whether in this world, or in the world to come—
whether it respects angels or men, the Westminster standards (which
may be considered as the most authoritative modern statement of the
system) invariably connect the punishment with previous sin, and sin
only—‘As for those wicked and ungodly men whom God, as a righteous
Judge, FOR their SINS does blind and harden, from them He not only
withholds His grace, whereby they might have been enlightened in their
understandings, and worked upon in their hearts, but sometimes also
withdraws the gifts which they had, and exposes them to such objects as
their corruption makes occasion of sin; and withal gives them over to their
own lusts, the temptations of the world and the power of Satan, whereby
it comes to pass that they harden themselves even under those means
which God uses for the softening of others.’

“The Larger Catechism, speaking of the unsaved among angels and
men, says, ‘God, according to His sovereign power, and the unsearchable
counsel of His own will (whereby He extends or withholds favor as He
pleases) has passed by and foreordained the rest to dishonor and wrath,
to before their sin inflicted, to the praise of the glory of His justice.” Again,
‘The end of God appointing this day (of the last judgment) is for the
manifestation of the glory of His mercy, in the eternal salvation of the
elect, and of His justice in the damnation of the reprobate who are wick-
ed and disobedient.’

“This is no more than what the Methodist and all other Evangelical
bodies acknowledge—that where men perish it is in consequence of their
sin. If it is asked why sin which destroys is permitted to enter the world;
that is a question which bears not only on the Calvinist, but equally on
all other parties. They are as much concerned and bound to answer it as
he. No, the question is not confined to Christians. All who believe in the
existence of God—in His righteous character and perfect providence are
equally under obligation to answer it. Whatever may be the reply of oth-
ers, that of the Calvinist may be regarded as given in the statement of the
Confession of Faith, which declares that God’s providence extends itself

even to the first fall and other sins of angels and men, etc.—Yet so as the
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sinfulness thereof proceeds only from the creature, and not from God, who
being most holy and righteous, neither is nor can be ‘the author or approv-
er of sin.” It is difficult to see what more could be said upon the subject;
and if such is the undoubted sentiments of Calvinists, then what misrep-
resentation can be more gross than that which describes them as holding
that sinners perish irrespective of their sin, or that God is the author of
their sin? What is the declaration of Calvin? ‘Every soul departs (at
death) to that place which it has prepared for itself while in this world.’ It
is hard to be charged with holding as sacred truth what one abhors as
horrid blasphemy, and yet this is the treatment which has been persever-
ingly meted out to Calvinists in spite of the most solemn and indignant
disclaimers! Against nothing have they more stoutly protested than the
thought that the infinitely holy and righteous, and amiable Jehovah is
the author of sin—and yet how often do the supporters of rival systems
charge them with this as an article of faith?”

A yet further charge against us is that we dare not preach the gospel
to the unregenerate! That, in fact, our theology is so narrow and
cramped, that we cannot preach to sinners! Gentlemen, if you dare to
say this, I would take you to any library in the world where the old Puri-
tan fathers are stored up, and I would let you take down any one volume
and tell me if you ever read more telling exhortations and addresses to
sinners in any of your own books! Did not Bunyan plead with sinners
and whoever classed him with any but the Calvinists? Did not Charnock,
Goodwin, and Howe agonize for souls, and what were they but Calvin-
ists? Did not Jonathan Edwards preach to sinners, and who more clear
and explicit on these doctrinal matters? The works of our innumerable
divines teem with passionate appeals to the unconverted! Oh, sirs, if I
should begin the list, time should fail me; it is an indisputable fact that
we have labored more than they all for the winning of souls! Was George
Whitefield any the less seraphic? Did his eyes weep the fewer tears or his
heart move with less compassion because he believed in God’s electing
love, and preached the sovereignty of the Most High? It is an unfounded
slander! Our souls are not stony; our hearts are not withdrawn from the
compassion which we ought to feel for our fellow men; we can hold all
our views, and yet can weep as Christ did over a Jerusalem which was
certainly to be destroyed! Again I must say I am not defending certain
brothers who have exaggerated Calvinism. I speak of Calvinism proper—
not that which has run to seed, and outgrown its beauty and verdure. I
speak of it as I find it in Calvin’s Institutes, and especially in his Exposi-
tions. I have read them carefully. I take not my views of Calvinism from
common repute, but from his books; nor do I, in thus speaking, even
vindicate Calvinism as if I cared for the name, but I mean that glorious
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system which teaches that salvation is of grace from first to last! And
again, then, I say it is an utterly unfounded charge that we dare not
preach to sinners!

And then further, that I may clear up these points, and leave the less
rubbish for my brothers to wheel away—we have sometimes heard it
said, but those who say it ought to go to school to read the first book of
history—that we who hold Calvinistic views are the enemies of revivals.
Why, sirs, in the history of the Church, with but few exceptions, you
could not find a revival at all that was not produced by the orthodox
faith! What was that great work which was done by Augustine when the
church suddenly woke up from the diseased and deadly sleep into which
Pelagian doctrine had cast it? What was the Reformation, itself, but the
waking up of men’s minds to those old truths of God? However far mod-
ern Lutherans may have turned aside from their ancient doctrines—and I
must confess some of them would not agree with what [ now say, yet, at
any rate—Luther and Calvin had no dispute about predestination! Their
views were identical, and Luther’s, On the Bondage of the Will is as strong
a book upon the free grace of God as Calvin, himself, could have written.
Hear that great thunder while he cries in that book, “Let the Christian
reader know, then, that God foresees nothing in a contingent manner—
but that He foresees, proposes, and acts from His eternal and unchange-
able willl This is the thunder stroke which breaks and overturns free
will.” Do I need mention to you better names than Huss, Jerome of Pra-
gue, Fartel, John Knox, Wickliffe, Wishart, and Bradford? Need I do more
than say that these held the same views and that in their day anything
like an Arminian revival was utterly unheard of and undreamed of? And
then, to come to more modern times, there is the great exception—that
wondrous revival under Mr. Wesley in which the Wesleyan Methodists
had so large a share. But permit me to say that the strength of the doc-
trine of Wesleyan Methodism lay in its Calvinism! The great body of the
Methodists disclaimed Pelagianism in whole and in part; they contended
for man’s entire depravity, the necessity of the direct agency of the Holy
Spirit, and that the first step in the change proceeds not from the sinner,
but from God. They denied at the time that they were Pelagians; does not
the Methodist hold as firmly as ever we do, that man is saved by the op-
eration of the Holy Spirit and only the Holy Spirit?

And are not many of Mr. Wesley’s sermons full of that great truth—
that the Holy Spirit is necessary to regeneration? Whatever mistakes he
may have made, he continually preached the absolute necessity of the
new birth by the Holy Spirit! And there are some other points of exceed-
ingly close agreement; for instance, even that of human inability. It mat-
ters not how some may abuse us when we say man could not of himself

repent or believe—yet the old Arminian standards said the same. True,
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they affirm that God has given grace to every man, but they do not dis-
pute the fact, that apart from that grace, there was no ability in man to
do that which was good in his own salvation. And then let me say—if you
turn to the continent of America, how gross the falsehood that Calvinistic
doctrine is unfavorable to revivals! Look at that wondrous shaking under
Jonathan Edwards and others which we might quote. Or turn to Scot-
land—what shall we say of M’Cheyne? What shall we say of those re-
nowned Calvinists—Chalmers, Wardlaw, and before them, Livingstone,
Haldane, Erskine, and the like? What shall we say of the men of their
school but that, while they held and preached unflinchingly the great
truths which we would propound today, yet God acknowledged their
word, and multitudes were saved? And if it were not perhaps too much
like boasting of one’s own work under God, I might say personally I have
never found the preaching of these doctrines lull this church to sleep!
But always while we have loved to maintain these truths of God, we have
agonized for the souls of men, and the 1,600 or more whom I have myself
baptized upon profession of their faith, are living testimonies that these
old truths in modern times have not lost their power to promote a revival
of religion!

I have thus cleared away these allegations at the outset. I shall now
need a few minutes more to say, with regard to the Calvinistic system,
that there are some things to be said in its layout to which, of course, I
attach but little comparative importance; but they ought not to be ig-
nored. It is a fact that the system of doctrines called the Calvinistic, is so
exceedingly simple, and so readily learned, that as a system of divinity it
is more easily taught, and more easily grasped by unlettered minds than
any other. The poor have the gospel preached to them in a style which
assists their memories, and commends itself to their judgments; it is a
system which was practically acknowledged on high philosophic grounds
by such men as Bacon, Leibnitz and Newton, and yet it can charm the
soul of a child, and expand the intellect of a peasant! And then it has an-
other virtue. I take it that the last is no mean one, but it has another—
that when it is preached, there is a something in it which excites thought.
A man may hear sermons upon the other theory which shall glance over
him as the swallow’s wing gently sweeps the brook—but these old doc-
trines either make a man so angry, that he goes home, and cannot sleep
for very hatred—or else they bring him down into lowliness of thought,
feeling the immensity of the things which he has heard! Either way, it ex-
cites and stirs him up not temporarily, but in a most lasting manner.
These doctrines haunt him; he kicks against the pricks, and full often
the Word forces a way into his soul! And I think this is no small thing for
any doctrine to do—in an age given to slumber, and with human hearts
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so indifferent to the truth of God. I know that many men have gained
more good by being made angry under a sermon than by being pleased
by it—for being angry, they have turned the truth of God over and over
again, and at last that truth has burned its way right into their hearts!

It also has this singular virtue—it is so coherent in all its parts. You
cannot vanquish a Calvinist; you may think you can, but you cannot!
The stones of the great doctrines so fit into each other that the more
pressure there is applied to remove them, the more strenuously do they
adhere. And you may mark that you cannot receive one of these doc-
trines without believing all!l Hold, for instance, that man is utterly de-
praved, and you draw the inference, then, that certainly if God has such
a creature to deal with, salvation must come from God alone! And if from
Him, the offended one, to an offending creature—then He has a right to
give or withhold His mercy as He wills—you are thus forced upon elec-
tion, and when you have gotten that, you have all—the others must fol-
low. Some, by putting the strain upon their judgments, may manage to
hold two or three points, and not the rest; but sound logic, I take it, re-
quires a man to hold the whole or reject the whole! The doctrines stand
like soldiers in a square, presenting on every side a line of defense which
is hazardous to attack, but easy to maintain. And mark you—in these
times when error is so rife, and neology strives to be so rampant, it is no
little thing to put into the hands of a young man a weapon which can
slay his foes—a weapon he can easily learn to handle—which he may
grasp tenaciously, wield readily, and carry without fatigue. A weapon, I
may add, which no rust can corrode, and no blows can break—effective
and well annealed—a true Jerusalem blade of a temper fit for deeds of
renown! The coherency of the parts, though it is, of course, but a trifle in
comparison with other things, is not unimportant.

And then, I add, but this is the point my brothers will take up—it has
this excellence—that it is Scriptural, and that it is consistent with the ex-
perience of believers. Men generally grow more Calvinistic as they ad-
vance in years. Is not that a sign that the doctrine is right? As they are
growing riper for heaven; as they are getting nearer to the rest that re-
mains for the people of God; the soul longs to feed on the finest of the
wheat and abhors chaff and husks. And then, I add—and, in so doing, I
would refute a slander that has sometimes been urged—this glorious
truth has this excellence, that it produces the holiest of men. We can look
back through all our annals and say, to those who oppose us, you can
mention no names of men more holy, more devoted, more loving, more
generous than those which we can mention! The saints of our calendar,
though economized by Rome, rank first in the book of life; the name of
Puritan needs only to be heard to compel our reverence; holiness has

reached a height among them which is rare, indeed, and well it might, for
Volume 7 WWW.spurgeongems.org 19




20 A Defense of Calvinism Volume 7

they loved and lived the truth of God! And if you say that our doctrine is
harmful to human liberty, we point you to Oliver Cromwell, and to his
brave Ironsides, Calvinists to a man! If you say it leads to inaction, we
point you to the Pilgrim fathers, and the wilderness they subdued. We
can put our finger upon every spot of land the wide world over, and say,
“Here was something done by a man who believed in God’s decrees, and,
inasmuch as he did this, it is proof it did not make him inactive, it did
not lull him to sloth.”

The better way, however, of proving this point, is for each of us who
hold these truths of God to be more prayerful, more watchful, more holy,
more active than we have ever been before, and by so doing, we shall put
to silence the gainsaying of foolish men! A living argument is an argu-
ment which tells upon every man. We cannot deny what we see and feel.
Be it ours, if maligned, to disprove it by a blameless life, and it shall yet
come to pass that our church and its sentiments, too, shall come forth,
“Fair as the moon, clear as the sun, and terrible as an army with ban-
ners.”

Adapted from The C. H. Spurgeon Collection, Version 1.0, Ages Software.
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CONSOLATION IN CHRIST
NO. 348

A SERMON
DELIVERED ON SABBATH MORNING, DECEMBER 2, 1860,
BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,
AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.

“If there is therefore any consolation in Christ, if any comfort of love,
if any fellowship of the Spirit, if any affection and mercy.”
Philippians 2:1.

THE language of man has received a new coinage of words since the
time of his perfection in Eden. Adam could scarcely 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 suffi-
ciently 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 masti-
cate and digest the word, sorrow, but he could never season and flavor 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 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 sa-
cred Scripture when we avow that in its full meaning, consolation can be
found nowhere except in Christ who has come down from heaven, and
who has again ascended to heaven to provide strong and everlasting con-
solation 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 convict
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 who are bowed down. Whatever the Holy
Spirit may not be, He is always the Comforter to the Church, and this
age is peculiarly the dispensation of the Holy Spirit in which Christ
cheers us not by His presence, as He shall do, by-and-by, but by the in-
dwelling and constant abiding of the Holy Spirit, the Comforter. Now,
mark—as the Holy Spirit is the Comforter, Christ is the comfort. The Ho-
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ly 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 today by new revelations, but by the old revelation ex-
plained, enforced, and lit up with new splendor by the presence and
power of the Holy Spirit, 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 is the Com-
forter, the other is the comfort!

I shall try this morning, first, to show how Christ in His varied posi-
tions, 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 na-
ture is the consolation to the children of God in their continual sorrows.
And lastly, I 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 THE CONSOLATION
FOR THE MANY 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 mediatorial kingdom, on to the day when He shall deliver up the
throne to God, even our Father—throughout every part of that wondrous
pathway there may be found the flowers of consolation growing plente-
ously, and the children of God have but to stoop and gather them! “All
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 was the day in which
our parent stretched forth his hand to touch the forbidden fruit.” If only
he had rested in unsullied purity and that we, his sons and daughters,
might have lived beneath an unclouded sky, and 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 eyes of your faith, believer, and see Christ as your everlasting
covenant head stipulating to redeem you even before you had become a
bond-slave, bound to deliver even before you had worn the chain. Think,
I pray you, of the Eternal Council in which your restoration was planned
and declared even before the fall and in which you were established in an
eternal salvation, even before the necessity of that salvation had begun!
O, my brothers and sisters, how it cheers our hearts to think of the an-
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ticipating mercy of God! He anticipated our fall, foreknew the ills which it
would bring upon us, and provided in His eternal decree of predestinat-
ing love, an effectual remedy for all our diseases—a certain deliverance
from all our sorrows! I see You, You fellow of the Eternal, You equal of
the Almighty God! Your goings forth were of old. I see You lift Your right
hand and engage Yourself to fulfill Your Father’s will—“In the volume of
the book it is written of Me, T delight to do Your will, O God.” I see You
forming, signing and sealing that everlasting covenant by which the souls
of all the redeemed were then and there delivered from the curse, and
made sure and certain inheritors of Your kingdom and of Your 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. 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 also appear 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, He was in the midst of the fire, too—not as a king—but
as one in the fire with them? Cheer, then, your heart with this consoling
inference! If Christ appeared to His servants in the olden time, and mani-
fested 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 for you today! He will
be with you in passing through the fire—He will be your rock, your shield
and your high tower. He will be your song, your banner and your 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 peo-
ple, 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 in-
visible 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 today are tried and troubled, and you ask for consolation. What bet-
ter can be afforded you than what is presented to you in the fact that Je-
sus Christ is one with you in your nature—that He has suffered all that
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you are now suffering—that your pathway has been aforetime trod by His
sacred feet—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! Are you ashamed to suffer
what your Master suffered? Shall the disciple be above his Master, and
the servant above his Lord? Shall He die upon a cross, and will not you
bear the cross? Must He be crowned with thorns, and shall you be
crowned with laurel? Is He to be pierced in hands and feet, and are your
members to feel no pain? O cast away the fond delusion, I pray you, 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 garment in keeping
with His apparent origin; He is a carpenter’s son, and He wears a gar-
ment which becomes His station. View Him, you sons of poverty, as He
stands before you in His seamless garment, the common dress of the
peasant! And if you have this week felt the load of need—if you have suf-
fered and are suffering this very day the ills connected with poverty,
pluck up courage and find a consolation in the fact that Christ was poor-
er than you are—that He knew more of the bitterness of need than you
can ever 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, you have never known a 40 day’s fast. You have some com-
forts left to you—you know at least the sweet taste of bread to the hungry
and of rest to the weary; but these things were often denied to Him. Look
at Him, then, and see if there is not to you comfort in Christ.

We pass now, O Jesus, from Your robe of poverty to that scene of
shame in which Your garments were torn from You, and You did hang
naked before the sun! Children of God, if there is 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, [ 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 all red with His
own blood—wrapped in a bloody mantle of His own gore! He is brought
before Herod, and Pilate, and the Sanhedrin. See Him, now, as they
scourge Him with their knotted whips, and bloody Him once more—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 sorrowful
Lord. O look at Him as the ruby drops stand on the crown of thorns, 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 into
the dust of death. “Behold and see, was there ever sorrow like unto His
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sorrow that is done unto Him?” All you that pass by draw near and look
upon this spectacle of griefl Behold the Emperor of woe, who never had
an equal or a rival 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! If there is not consolation
in a murdered Christ, there is no joy, no peace to any heart! If in that fin-
ished ransom price; if in that efficacious blood; if in that all-accepted
sacrifice there is not joy, you harpers of heaven, there is no joy in you,
and the right hand of God shall know no pleasures! I am persuaded,
brothers and sisters, 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 humilia-

tion and His sorrow—
“Lord, Your death and passion give
Strength and comfort in my need!
Every hour while here I live,
On Your love my soul shall feed.”

But come, troubled heart, and follow the dead body of your 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 grave clothes and
have laid it in the new tomb. Come, saints, not to weep, but to dry your
tears! You have been your entire 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 morgue or a dark prison—His having entered it makes it a
blessed retiring room, a sacred house in which the King’s aromas 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—a joy to
be anticipated, a privilege to be desired. “Fearless we lay us in the tomb
and sleep the night away, for You are here to break the gloom and call us
back today.”

I am certain, brothers and sisters, that all the consolations which wise
men can ever afford in a dying hour, will never be equal to that which is
afforded by Jesus Christ ascending from the tomb! The maxims of phi-
losophy, 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 you would be rid, once
and for all, of every doubting thought about the hour of your dissolution,
look, I pray you, to Christ risen from the dead! Put your finger into the
print of the nails, and thrust your hand into His side and be not faith-
less, but believing! He is risen! He saw no corruption! The worms could
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not devour Him, and as Jesus Christ has risen from the dead, He has
become the first fruits of them who slept. Inasmuch as He has risen, you
shall rise! He has rolled the stone away, not for Himself, alone, but for
you also! He has unwrapped the grave clothes not for His own sake, but
for your sake, too! And you shall surely stand in the latter day upon the
earth when He shall be here, and in your flesh you shall see God!

Time would fail us if we should attempt to track the Master in His glo-
rious pathway after His resurrection. Let it suffice us briefly to observe
that having led His disciples out unto a mountain where He had often
delighted 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, you golden gates,
You everlasting doors give way”?

Behold angels gazing from the battlements of heaven, asking their com-
rades 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 you gates, and be you lifted
up, you everlasting doors, that the King of Glory may come in.” And now
the doors—

“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 an-
gels rise to “receive the King of Glory in.” Behold Him as He rides in tri-
umph through heaven’s streets! See Death and hell bound at His chariot
wheels! Listen 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 You! Glory be unto You, You Son of God, for You
were slain, and You have redeemed the world by Your blood!” See Him as
He mounts His throne and sits near His Father! 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 brothers
and sisters, in the midst of your trembling, and doubts and fears, antici-
pate the joy which you shall have when you shall share in this triumph!
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—“You have put all things under His feet; You made
Him to have dominion over all the works of Your hands.” Come, poor
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trembler, you are little in your own esteem, and but a worm and no man!
Rise, I say, to the height of your nobility; for you are in Christ greater
than angels are, more magnified and glorified by far! God give you
grace—you who have faith—that you may now, in the fact of Jesus
Christ’s exaltation, find consolation for yourself!

But now, today, I think I see the Master as He stands before His Fa-
ther’s throne, dressed in the garments of a priest. Upon His breast I see
the Urim and Thummim, glittering with the bejeweled remembrances of
His people. In His hands I still see the remembrance of His sacrifice, the
nail marks—and there, I still see 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 Fa-
ther’s face, “I will that they also whom You have given Me be with Me
where I am.” O my poor prayers, you shall be heard! O my faint groans,
you shall be answered! O my poor troubled soul, you are safe, for—

“Jesus pleads and must prevail,
His cause can never, never fail!”

Come, my poor heart, lift up yourself now from the dunghill; shake
yourself from the dust—ungird your sackcloth, and put on your 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 ascend-
ed in clouds, “Behold He comes with clouds.” He went up on high with
sound of trumpet, and with shout of angels. Behold He comes! 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 comes, go forth to meet Him.” That
same Jesus, who was crucified, shall come in glory; the hands that were
pierced shall grasp the scepter. Beneath His arm He shall gather up all
the scepters of all kings; monarchs shall be the sheaves and He shall be
the kingly reaper! On His head there shall be the many crowns of univer-
sal 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 Arma-
geddon. To the fight, you warriors of Christ! To the fight, for it is your
last conflict, and over the bodies of your foes you 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 victo-
ry. The dead in Christ shall rise first, and you who 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 trumpet! 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

Volume 7 WWW.Spurgeongems.org 7




8 Consolation in Christ Sermon #348

of men. Yes, today there awaits the recompense of an earthly splendor for
your earthly poverty—there awaits 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 Re-
deemer; 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 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.

II. 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 consola-
tions 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 You,
With rapture fills my breast.”

Speak we of the joys of friendship? And sweet they are, indeed; but
“There is a friend who sticks 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, where the forerunner has for us entered. The consola-
tions of Christ are unrivalled by any which can be offered by wit, by wis-
dom, by mirth, by hope itself. They are incomparable, and can never be
surpassed!
Again, the consolations of Christ, from the feet of His unchanging na-

ture, are unfailing—

“When every earthly prop gives way,

He still is all our strength and stay.”

Look at Job, and see the picture of how Christ can console! The messen-
ger 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 has fallen on the sheep! And the Chaldeans have car-
ried away the camels and slain the servants!” “Alas,” the good man might
say, “but my children are left, and if they are spared, then I can still have
joy.” “The wind has come from the wilderness and smitten the four cor-
ners of the house and all your sons and daughters are dead!” Ah, penni-
less and childless, the patriarch might weep! But, looking on his wife, he
would say, “There still remains one sweet comforter, my well-beloved
spouse.” She bids him, “Curse God and die,” speaking as one of the fool-
ish women speaks. Yet might Job say, “Though my wife has failed me,
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there remains at least three friends. There they sit with me on the dung-
hill, and they will console me.” But they speak bitterness till he cries,
“Miserable comforters are you alll” Well, at least he has his own body in
health, has he not? No. He sits down upon a dunghill and scrapes him-
self with a potsherd—for his sores have become intolerable. Well, well,
“Skin for skin, yes, all that a man has 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 lives, 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 window of redemp-
tion! 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 unceas-
ing stream! Brothers and sisters—when all things else depart—an un-
changing 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, He 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 melan-
choly 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 Spir-
it, 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, then He will be your consolation; in the
prospect of your coming dissolution, yes, when you walk through the val-
ley 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 awakes; but this substantial support shall abide with
you in the midst of the swellings of Jordan, in the hour of the departure
of your spirit from your body.

And then, remember that He is the consolation which is always within
the believer’s reach. He is “a very present help in time of trouble.” You
may always cheer your heart with Christ when other things are far away.
When friends visit you not, and your chamber becomes lonely—when
spouse has forgotten to speak a kind word to you, and children have be-
come 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 in heaven
forever and ever!

III. I close now with my last point—the grave and serious question, IS
CHRIST AN AVAILABLE CONSOLATION FOR ME?

Volume 7 WWW.Spurgeongems.org 9




10 Consolation in Christ Sermon #348

Who are you, friend? Are you one who needs no consolation? Have you
a righteousness of your own? Let me put it in your own words. You are a
good man, kind to the poor, charitable, upright, generous, and 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, I do solemnly assure you that
Christ is not an available consolation for you! Christ will have nothing to
do with you as long as you have anything to do with yourself. If you are
trusting in any measure whatever, upon anything 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 Him-
self. If you will take His work as it is, as a finished work—well and good—
but if you must add to it your own, God shall add unto you the plagues
which are written in this Book! 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, I think, a believer 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 pre-
tended 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 I? Often, sir, do I feel as if the doom of Judas must be
mine—as if I must perish miserably, like Demas, who loved this present
world.” Ah, backslider, backslider, God speaks to you this morning, and
He says, “Return you 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 re-
ceive you again! Come where the blood is flowing; the blood that washed
you once, can wash you yet once more! Come, come, you are naked and
poor, and miserable; the raiment which was given to you once shall array
you again with beauty; the unsearchable riches which were opened up to

you before, shall be yours again—
“To your Father’s bosom pressed,
Once again a child confessed,
From His hand no more to roam,
Come, backsliding sinner, come.”

But I hear another say, “I am not a backslider, but simply one who de-
sires to be saved. I can honestly say I would give my right arm from its
socket if I might but be saved. Why, sir, if I had 10,000 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 you you shall never have
Christ? Why you have a warrant to lay hold on Christ today! “No,” you
say, “I have no right whatever.” The fact that you say you have no right
should at least comfort the minister in addressing himself freely to you;
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
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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 in-
terview 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
would 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 doing. “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,” he says. “You are not properly
robed for the occasion.” You show the 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. I feel I shall not know how
to behave myself”? Suppose you are silly enough not to go—you would be
disobedient, and 10 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 today. Christ says, “Come unto Me.” He does not merely in-
vite you, because He knows you would think you did not deserve the in-
vitation, 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 you shall 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, I 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 [ am
were really to trust Christ, I would be saved.” The English of that is that
you call God a liar! 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 be-
lieve 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, “You
are false.” He says, “He who comes unto Me, I will in no wise cast out.”
“Ah!” you say, “but that does not mean me!” Can any language speak
more plainly? “He.” What “he”? Why, any “he” or “she” in the world!
“Yes,” says one, “but the invitations are made to character—‘Come un-
to Me, all you who 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 who 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
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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 feeling to recommend
him—he is the man who may come! He who says, “But | may not come,”
is the very man that is bid 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 you be-
lieve on Jesus Christ whom He has 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 you believe on Jesus Christ,
whom He has sent.” Nor that one where God expressly says, “He who be-
lieves not is condemned already, because he believes not.” Why, I should
think I was 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 you to do it—you may
do it! Let the devil say, “No,” but God says, “Yes.” Let him stand and
push you back; but say to him, “No, Satan, no, I come here in God’s
name.” And as devils fear and fly before the name of Christ, so will Satan
and your fears all fly before His command. He commands you to believe—
that is, to trust Him! Trust him, soul, trust Him! Right or wrong, trust
Him.

But some of you need 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! I remember John Bunyan said he had a black
temptation, and it did him a great deal of good—for, he said, “Before I
had the temptation, I always questioned God’s promises saying, ‘May I
come, or may I not come?’ Yes, often I felt as if the Lord would refuse my
soul forever—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 infi-
nitely 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!

Adapted from The C. H. Spurgeon Collection, Version 1.0, Ages Software.
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TO BRING MANY TO A SAVING KNOWLEDGE OF JESUS CHRIST.
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THE WAILING OF RISCA
NO. 349

A SERMON
DELIVERED ON SABBATH MORNING, DECEMBER 9, 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 exceedingly heavy when he ut-
tered 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 as much as a moment for sympathy with the griefs of past
ages. God has visited our land, and His strokes have been exceedingly
hard. We are compelled 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 re-
treat. 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 does 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 pro-
claimed. I remember how they compelled 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 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, I addressed a mighty gathering within a short
distance of that spot. 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
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visitation of that neighborhood must always be mingled with sorrow. How
has God been pleased to smite down strong men, and to take away the
young men all of a sudden! “How suddenly are my tents spoiled, and my
curtains in a moment.” Oh, valley of Risca, I take up a lamentation for
you—the Lord has dealt sorely with you; behold and see if there is sorrow
in any valley like unto your sorrow which is done unto you. The angel of
death has emptied out his quiver upon you; the awful reaper has gath-
ered to him full sheaves from your beautiful valley!

You all know the story—it scarcely needs that I should tell it to you.
Last Saturday week, some 200 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 lit-
tle ones had gone to their schools, when suddenly there was heard a
noise at the mouth of the pit—it was an 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, but
scarcely alive, but yet, thank God, with enough of the vital spark remain-
ing 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 val-
ley? Do you see the women as they come clustering round the pit, shriek-
ing for their sons, and their husbands, and their fathers? Do you hear
that shrill scream as yonder 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 forever? 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 comfort-
ed 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 scarcely buried
bodies of those men which lie around us in vision have each a sorrowful
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lesson. The cry of the widow, and of the childless mother shall come up
into our ears today and, O Lord God of Saboath, may it so awaken us
that we may hear, and fear, and tremble, and turn unto You—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 wid-
owed of the dearest objects of our affections! O Lord, You have shown to
us this day how soon You can 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 can You lay them beneath the sod. We have not a
single relative who may not become to us within the next moment a foun-
tain of grief. All who are dear and precious to us are only here by God’s
good pleasure. What should we be today if it were not for those whom we
love and who love us? What was our house without its little prattlers?
What was our habitation without the wife of our bosom? What were our
daily business without our associates and friends to cheer us in our tri-
als? Ah, this were a sad world, indeed, if the ties of kindred, of affection,
and of friendship all were snapped; and yet, it is such a world that they
could be taken away 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 to us al-
so—I would that we would learn profitable lessons. And first, let us learn
to set loose our dearest friends who 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 your nest on any of these trees, for
they are all marked for the axe! “Set not your affections on things on
earth,” for the things of earth will leave you, and then, what will you do
when your joy is emptied, and the golden bowl which held your mirth
shall be dashed to pieces? Love first and foremost, Christ; and when you
love 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 your friend that you shall not wonder when he vanishes from
you; so view the partakers of your life that you will not be amazed when
they glide into the land of spirits. See you the disease of mortality on eve-
ry cheek, and write not Eternal upon the creature of an hour.
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Take care that you put all your dear ones into God’s hands. You have
put your soul there, put them there. You can trust Him for temporals for
yourself, trust your jewels with Him. Feel that they are not your own, but
that they are God’s loans to you—loans which may be recalled at any
moment—precious gifts of heaven of which you are but a tenant at will.
Your possessions are never as safe as when you are willing to give them
up, and you are never as rich as when you put all you have into the
hands of God. You shall find it greatly mitigates the sorrow of bereave-
ments, if, before bereavement, you shall have learned to surrender each
day all the things that are dearest to you into the keeping of your gra-
cious 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 has blessed you so much more than others. You are not a wid-
ow, but there are many who wear the weeds, and why is it not your lot?
You are not bereaved of your spouse, but there is many a man whose
heart is torn in two by such a calamity—why is it not your portion, too?
You have not to follow, tomorrow, your little ones to their narrow
graves—early 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 for so long. Oh, be not ungrateful lest you provoke the
Lord to smite very low the mercy which you do 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 since these sudden bereave-
ments 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 your father as you would if you knew
he would die tomorrow; when you shall follow him to the grave, amidst
all your tears for his loss, let there not be one tear of repentance because
of your 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 are 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, your negligence was my destruction! Mother,
your lack of prayer was the instrument of my damnation!” But so live
that when you hear the funeral knell, even for a neighbor, you may be
able to say, “Poor soul, whether he is gone to heaven or to hell, I know I
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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-by.”
But what if they should die tomorrow? “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, im-
ploring them to stay, and not madly to destroy themselves! If hell must
be filled, at least let it be filled in 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 to-
gether around you this afternoon, and say to them, “My dear children, I
have learned today that you may die. I knew it before, but I have had it
impressed upon my mind by a solemn incident. My dear children, I can-
not help telling you that as you will 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 the image of Yourself. As
they are in the image of the earthy, so make them in the image of the
heavenly, that at the last | may be able to say, ‘Here am I, and the chil-
dren You have given me.”

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

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? No, they
had grown so fearless of danger, that some of them even thrust them-
selves into it in defiance of every regulation for the preservation of hu-
man life! They were bold and careless, and would gratify a selfish indul-
gence 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, it is
sure 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
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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 50 times before; why may I not do it again?” But as in a
moment, although there was no lightning flash, no earthquake, no open-
ing of a pit to swallow them up—in a moment the gas explodes—and they
stand before the Eternal God! It was but the twinkling of an eye—as
though the last trumpet had sounded, (and indeed, it did sound as far as
they were concerned), and down fell the lifeless corpse and the spirit re-
turned 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 are 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 best, and most hearty
health. I was startled, indeed, when [ 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 a 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 is so, if there are a
thousand 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 Sa-
tan’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—tomorrow is with God, and may never come!
“Today, if you 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 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!l They are all convinced—
convinced by terrible facts—convinced that there is a God while they are
crushed beneath His vengeance, and made to tremble at His eternal
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power! But I pray you, brothers and sisters, 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 seashore! That hourglass 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 passages 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 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 unconverted
men, and nothing but our feeble voice with which to preach the Word!
My soul, shall you ever condemn yourself in your dying moments for
having preached too often, or too earnestly? No, never! You may rebuke
your sloth—but you can never bemoan your excessive industry! Minister
of Christ! In your 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 studying,
when we might have preached better had we come away and preached
without them. Our hunting 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 liv-
ing—but what are you living for? Surely you are not living to get money—
that is the worldling’s objective! Are you living merely to please your-
selves? 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 hearts! Do
we give to God as much as we give to our own pleasures? Do we give
Christ’s service as much time as we give many of our trifling amuse-
ments? 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
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did not do more for Christ while we were here! I think as we fall down be-
fore 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 today, work, for
the night comes 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, do not go there. If
you would not wish to enter the presence of your God with such-and-
such a word upon your lips, 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 who dies in his pulpit! Blessed is
the man who 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; You everlasting King—permit not death to intrude upon an ill-
spent hour—but find me rapt in high meditation—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 you when you may come—come when you will.
But if | might choose, come to me while I am yearning after souls! Come
to me when the cry of inviting love is on my lips, 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, [ 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, be-
cause it is so trite an event—we have heard of it so many times. We look
down the catalog 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 them-
selves. If there were a great Hydra in the city of London which every day
ate 10 of the inhabitants of London alive, we should be dreadfully miser-
able—especially if we never knew when it would be our turn to be eaten!
If we were certain that it would eat all in London, by-and-by, but would
only eat 10 in a week, we should all tremble as we passed by the huge
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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 appetite is never filled; its teeth are never blunted; its ravenous
hunger is never stayed—and here we are, and though it will be our turn,
by-and-by, 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 dy-
ing. I once stood by the side of a poor boy whom I had taught as a Sun-
day school teacher; he had received very little good training at home, and
though he was but a lad 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 I heard, at last, the death-rattle in his
throat; and as I went downstairs, I thought everybody a fool for doing an-
ything 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 ex-
cept their eternal business—and myself most of all foolish for not point-
ing dying sinners to a living Christ, and inviting them to trust in His pre-
cious 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 not the next. I mean not
that I really thought so, but I fear I acted as if I thought so! The impres-
sion of the deathbed was soon obliterated. If you could see all die who
die, perhaps the impression would be different. I 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 differ-
ent from us? Man after man is being taken away from us by the devour-
ing 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 who 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 glo-
rified 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. I 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.
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You see yonder Christian—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 exceedingly troubled, his
faith but very weak. He steps outside 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 and 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 hun-
dred 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 marvel-
ous the change! No aches now, no casting down of spirit; he then is su-
premely blest, the decrepit has become perfect, the weak has become
strong, the trembling one has become a David, and David has become as
the angel of the Lord! Listen to the song which pours from the lips of him
who just now groaned! Look at the celestial smile which lights the fea-
tures of the man just now racked with pain, and tormented with an-
guish! Was ever change so surprising, so marvelous? 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 who 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 who 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 scarcely 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, cov-
ered 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 its eyes from the blindness caused
by this dazzling light of God and to think—when its thoughts have recov-
ered 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 trans-
porting 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
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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 sera-
phim and prays them to assist him in his song, till all the harps of heav-
en, re-taught 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 forever; 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 which is full of bitterness. He has just listened to the sound of
the harp, and the violin, and the music of those who 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 I would not believe are at last really 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 mil-
lion years, what will be his surprise! “And am I,” he will say, “really here?
I was in the streets of London but a minute ago; I was singing a song but
an instant before, and here am I in helll 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 over-
whelming 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 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,
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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
sleet of divine wrath be when once it is poured out? Sodom and Gomor-
rah! 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, I would sooner preach of other things by far—but it is necessary that
men may be awakened. Oh, I implore you, men and women, you who
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 an-
guish for your souls as ever Baxter felt! Oh, that you would be saved! My
eyes ache; my brow is full of fire because I cannot preach as I wanted to
preach to you! Oh, that God would take up the work, and send His 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 forever and ever, if you are 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, convict of sin and bring the heart to Christ, and may we
all without exception see Your face in joy and glory, and praise You,
world without end. Amen.

Adapted from The C. H. Spurgeon Collection, Version 1.0, Ages Software.

PLEASE PRAY THE HOLY SPIRIT WILL USE THIS SERMON
TO BRING MANY TO A SAVING KNOWLEDGE OF JESUS CHRIST.
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C. H. Spurgeon sermons in Modern English,
and 574 Spanish translations, visit:
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A BLOW AT SELF-RIGHTEOUSNESS
NO. 350

A SERMON
DELIVERED ON SABBATH MORNING, DECEMBER 16, 1860,
BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,
AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.

“If I justify myself, my 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 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 tena-
ciously 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 over-
come 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
knows we are naked, and poor and miserable! Tens of thousands of ser-
mons 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
preaching against the righteousness of man, and yet, he said, “I find that
I still 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 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 your-
selves! The godly, those who are righteous through faith in Christ, still
have to mourn that this infirmity clings to them; while as to the uncon-
verted themselves, their besetting sin is to deny their guilt, 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 weep-
ing 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 im-
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part; for he so little understood what he had heard, that when the ques-
tion 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!l You would still believe that some sufferings, repentings, or believing
of your own, might possibly merit salvation. The Church of Rome 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 righteous-
ness 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 gos-
pel 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 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 IT-
SELF. “If I justify myself, mine own mouth shall condemn me.”

Come, friend, you who justify yourself by your own works, let me hear
you 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 command-
ments of God from my youth up, and I do not think that I am guilty in
His sight. I 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 has
said it, let Jew and Gentile stop his mouth, and let the entire 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
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wandering sheep, have gone astray. We have turned everyone to his own
way.” And you, in saying that you are righteous, do commit the sin of
calling God a liar! You have dared to impugn His veracity, you have slan-
dered His justice. This boast of yours is, in itself, a sin so great, so hei-
nous, that if you had only that one sin to account for, it would be suffi-
cient to sink you to the lowest hell. The boast, I say, is in itself a sin! The
moment that a man says, “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, do you not see, you vain and foolish creature, that you have
been guilty of pride in the very language you have 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 perfec-
tion? Did he not say, “If I justify myself, my own mouth shall condemn
me”? Oh, proud wretch, how are you puffed up! How has Satan be-
witched you! How has he made you lift up your horn on high and speak
with a stiff neck! Take heed to yourself, for if you had never been guilty
before, this pride of yours were quite sufficient to draw Jehovah’s thun-
derbolts out of the quiver, and make Him smite you once and for all to
your 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 compara-
tive righteousness. “Why,” he says, “I am no worse than my neighbors—
in fact, a great deal better! I do not drink, or swear; I do not commit for-
nication 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 [ am not saved, God help those who are worse than I
am! If I cannot enter the kingdom of heaven, who can?” Just so—but
then, all that you claim is that you are righteous as compared with oth-
ers. 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 as 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 in-
tent, 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 sins, it
shall die.” Take heed to yourself that you find no shelter in this refuge of
lies, for it shall certainly fail you when God shall come to judge the world
with righteousness and the people with equity!
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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. It would be equally absurd 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. The lion might plead that
he had not the craftiness of the fox. “It is true,” he says, “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 crea-
tures, 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 liv-
ing in Whitechapel or St. Giles who have been thieves longer than I have,
and if there is one conviction in the book against me, there are some who
have a dozen convictions against them.” No magistrate would acquit a
man on such an excuse as that! 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 per-
sonal appearance, and it will not be what another man has done that will
condemn, or acquit you, but your own personal guilt. Take heed; take
heed, sinner, for it will not avail you that there are others blacker with
sin than yourself! If there is but a spot upon you, you are lost! If there is
but one sin unwashed by Jesus’ blood—your portion must be with the
tormentors—a holy God cannot look even upon the least degree of iniqui-
ty!

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,” he says,
“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 right-
eous, because my virtues exceed my vices, and my good deeds quite cov-
er 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 per-
fect? You admit you have committed some sins. Now I am not responsi-
ble 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 grace to you that you have not committed 10,000 sins—for if
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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; if there is 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, “l have kept such a com-
mandment 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 is any 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, or by a
church, 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 thun-
ders roar? “If so much as a beast touches the mountain, it must be
stoned or thrust through with a dart.” Who can stand when the light-
nings 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 everyone who continues not in all things that are
written in the law to do them.” Cursed is the man who sins but once,
yes, hopelessly cursed so far as the law is concerned! Oh, sinner, I can-
not 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 worked 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 impassa-
ble; 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 flies 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,
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this is a matter of conscience, and therefore, I must deal plainly with
you, and if I speak not what you have felt, then you can say I am mistak-
en. But, if [ 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 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 brag-
ging 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 argue 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—he 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 villain-
ous 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 as-
sent 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 pris-
on 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, “You bloody man!
You bloody man!” As it was not consistent with law, that one prisoner
should insult another, the strictest inquiry 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 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, “You bloody man! You
bloody man!” There is in all your hearts a witness who will not cease his
testimony. It cries, “You sinful man! You 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, “You sinful man! You
sinful man!” And I think yours must say the same unless you are given
up of God, and left to a seared conscience to perish in your sins.
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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,” says grim Death, in tones which
cannot be heard by mortal ear, but which are listened to by the mortal
heart—“where now are all your 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 molds, 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! 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. Yes, 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 un-
necessary.” 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 be-
cause you have 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 of God. 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 are any who
have kept the law of God—if there are faultless ones; if there are any who
have never sinned, let them stand forth and claim the promised reward!
But, if not, let the pit of hell engulf the sinner, let the fiery thunderbolt
be launched upon the impenitent offenders! Now, stand forth, sir, and
clear yourselfl 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 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 and claim the reward!
What? What? Is your face turned to whiteness? Is there an ashy paleness
on your cheeks? Come forward, you multitudes 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 bet-
ter light of judgment driven out the darkness of your self-righteousness?
Oh, I see you, I see you, you are not boasting now! But you, the best of
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you, are crying, “You rocks, hide me! You mountains, open your stony
bowels, and let me hide myself from the face of Him who 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 flam-
ing 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 points 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 ears. But hark below, if
you could descend with them, you would hear their doleful groans, and
hollow moans, as they now feel that the omnipotent God was right and
just, and wise and tender, when He bade them forsake their righteous-
ness and flee to Christ and lay hold on Him who can save to the utter-
most them who come unto God by Him!

III. THE PLEA IS ITSELF EVIDENCE AGAINST THE PLEADER.

There is an unregenerated man here, who says, “Am [ blind also?” I
answer in the words of Jesus, “But now you say, we see, therefore, your
sin remains.” 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 en-
lightened of God the Holy Spirit; for one of the first signs of a renewed
heart is that it abhors itself in dust and ashes. If you today feel yourself
to be guilty, and lost and ruined, there is the richest hope for you in the
gospel. But if you say, “I am good; 1 have merits,” the law condemns you,
and the gospel cannot comfort you—you are in the gall of bitterness, and
in the bonds of iniquity, and you are ignorant that all the while you are
talking thus, the wrath of God abides on you! 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 infirmi-
ty may bespatter him with much mire, but he 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 salva-
tion 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,
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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 iniqui-
ty; 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 forever and
ever! He who 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
who believes, and is baptized, shall be saved. He who believes 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 has it, it be-
came 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 misera-
bly! Such shall your self-righteousness be to you. It seems a pleasant
draught and intoxicates for the moment; but it is deadly and damnable
as the venom of asps, and as the wine of Gomorrah. O soul! Would that
you would 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 man 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 you are; but if you have any righteousness of
your own, you are 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, | say,
your heart has been so tender towards the poor, and the sick and the
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needy, that you would have been willing to suffer with them—to bear all
their loathsome diseases—no, if adding all this, you could give your body
to be burned, yet if you trusted in any one of these things, your damna-
tion would be as sure as though you were a thief or a drunkard! Under-
stand me, I mean what I say! I want you not to think I speak unguarded-
ly. 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, He said, the publi-
cans 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 sen-
tence must be executed upon us forever and ever!

IV. 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.

Let me show you two suicides. There is a man who has sharpened a
dagger, and seeking out his opportunity, he stabs himself in the heart.
There he falls. Who shall blame any man for his death? He slew himself;
his blood is 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. Here 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 doctor, “There are certain signs
which I mark in your countenance which prove to me that you 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 sick-
ness. A monitor within tells him that it is so. He obstinately replies to the
physician a second time—“Sir, if I want your medicine, I will send for it;
and if [ need it, I will pay for it.” He knows all the while there is not a far-
thing in his pocket, and that he cannot get credit anywhere. And there
stands, the life-giving cup before him which the physician at great ex-
pense has obtained, and which he would freely give to him, and bid him
freely take. “No,” says the man, “I will not take it. I may be 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 is on his own head! He is as base a sui-
cide as the other!
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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 na-
ture and of grace, despised warnings, declared he would be damned, and
he has got what he richly deserved.

Here is another. He says, “I despise these vices. | 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 ac-
complish it! I tell 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 sud-
den and hasty end by his iniquity and crimes.

“Well,” says one, “this is a sermon well adapted to self-righteous per-
sons, 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 I may 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 you, Christ, because I am such-
a-one, and such-a-one.” So, then, you need 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,” says 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 [ would.” Self-
righteousness again! Let me just utter a solemn sentence which you may
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masticate at your leisure. If you trust to your faith, and to your repent-
ance, 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, | 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 me when He did hang up-
on the cross. Now, be it known unto you that when Christ died, He took
the sins of all His people upon His head, and then and there they all
ceased to be! At the moment when Christ died, the sins of all His re-
deemed were blotted out. He did then suffer all they ought to have suf-
fered; He paid all their debts; and their sins were actually and positively
lifted that day from their shoulders to His shoulders, for “The Lord has
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—
d “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 your-
selves; ruined in yourselves, utterly destroyed! But believing—the mo-
ment you believe—you may know that you were chosen of God from be-
fore the foundation of the world! Believing, you may know that the right-
eousness 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 place!

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. Amen.

Adapted from The C. H. Spurgeon Collection, Version 1.0, Ages Software.
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PLENTEOUS REDEMPTION
NO. 351

A SERMON
DELIVERED ON SABBATH EVENING, DECEMBER 16, 1860,
BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,
AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.

“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 sea
robbers, 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 relieved 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 would be snapped asun-
der, so that they would no more go out to the plantations to sweat in the
sun, driven by the whip—but they could call themselves their own, and
none should be their masters to possess their flesh, and have property of
their souls. You can conceive when the sun of that happy morn arose—
when emancipation was proclaimed from sea to sea, and the whole land
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was at liberty—how joyful must their new-found freedom have appeared!
O there are many sonnets in that one word, “redemption!”

Now, you who have sold for nothing your glorious heritage; you who
have been carried bond slaves into Satan’s dominion; you who have worn
the fetters of guilt, and groaned under them; you who have smarted be-
neath the lash of the law of God; what the news of redemption has been
to slaves and captives, that will it be to you tonight! It will cheer your
souls, gladden your spirits, and more especially so when that rich adjec-
tive is coupled with it—“plenteous redemption.”

This evening, I shall consider the subject of redemption, and then no-
tice 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
will have. I hold it to be repugnant to reason and much more to revela-
tion, 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 inten-
tion when He died—we lay it down as a very groundwork truth of God
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 can-
not for a moment allow you to imagine that Christ should shed His blood
in vain! Nor 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 ob-
tain 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 that the effica-
cy of Christ’s blood knows no other limit than the purpose of God. I be-
lieve that the efficacy of Christ’s atonement is just as great as God meant
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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 fun-
damental 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 frustrat-
ed, and that Christ has not received what He died to procure! If, there-
fore, 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 with-
out the checks of ridicule or reason!

Starting then, with this assumption, I beg now to tell you what I be-
lieve according to sound doctrine and Scripture. Christ has really re-
deemed. His redemption is a very concise 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, consid-
ered 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 re-
deemed 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 privi-
leged 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 no other men were in that sense subjects of Christ’s redemp-
tion. I do not hold the doctrine that Judas was redeemed. I could not
conceive my Savior bearing the punishment for Judas, or if so, how could
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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 number—and [ fondly hope
they are all of you—are effectually redeemed!

1. 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 forever 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 per-
son! You are reckoned by God as a justified believer to have the right-
eousness of Christ about you; and therefore, you can say—to recall 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 the entire Lord’s believ-
ing 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 make it more effectual, it is as it were written over again that con-
demnation is taken away, as well as the sin for which we might be con-
demned. “There is, therefore, now, no condemnation to them who are in
Christ Jesus.” None of those who were redeemed by Christ can ever be
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damned; they can never be punished on account of sin, for Christ has
suffered their punishment in their place, and therefore, they cannot—
unless God is 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 no longer owe anything, for Christ has
paid it all! If He has shed His blood; if He has yielded up the ghost; if He
has “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 pun-
ished 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 power of sin. Oh, there are
some who suck in the two truths of God I have been mentioning, as if
they were honey—but they cannot endure this other point—Christ deliv-
ers 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 is at the same time delivered from the pow-
er of sin! Unless he is made by God to hate his own sin; unless he is en-
abled 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 you are still under the dominion
of your lusts, O wicked sinner, you have no right to think yourself a pur-
chased heir of heaven! If you can be drunk, if you can swear, if you can
curse God, if you can lie, if you can profane the Sabbath, if you can hate
His people, if you can despise His Word, then, you have no right whatev-
er, any more than Satan in hell, to boast that you are redeemed; for all
the Lord’s redeemed are in due time brought out of the house of bond-
age, out of the land of Egypt, and they are taught the evil of sin, the hor-
rible penalty of it, and the desperate character of it in the sight of God.
Are you delivered from the power of sin, my hearer? Have you mortified
it? Are you dead unto it? Is it dead unto you? Is it crucified unto you and
you unto it? Do you hate it as you would a viper? Do you tread on it as
you would tread upon a serpent? If you do, albeit there are sins of frailty
and infirmity, yet if you hate the sin of your heart, if you have an unut-
terable enmity to it, take courage and comfort! The Lord has redeemed
you from the guilt and penalty, and also from the power of sin! That is
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the first point of Christ’s 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 to so 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 [ have said—that I believe that none
others were redeemed than those who are or shall be redeemed from the
guilt, the punishment, and the power of sin! 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 hell 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 re-
deemed 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, pur-
chased the body as well as the soul of every believer. You ask, then, in
what way His redemption operates upon the body of the believer? I an-
swer, 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 resur-
rection, while others are quickened only to a cursed resurrection; a res-
urrection of woe, a resurrection of unutterable anguish. O Christian,

your body is redeemed—
“What though your inbred sins require
Your flesh to see the dust,
Yet, as the Lord your 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 lives, 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 has the bodies of the just locked up in his dungeons;
they are wrapped up in their grave clothes and he thinks they are se-
cure—he has sealed their tombs and marked them for his own. O death!
Foolish death! Your caskets shall be rifled! Your storehouses shall be
broken open! Lo, the morning is come! Christ has descended from on
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high. I hear the trumpet, “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, you who have lost friends—you 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 noonday of happiness! That very
frame which you did sorrowfully convey with dread attire of a funeral to
bury in its tomb—yes, that same body, made like the image of Jesus
Christ, spiritualized and changed, but nevertheless, the same body, shall
rise again! And you, if you are redeemed, shall see it—for Christ has pur-
chased it, and Christ shall not die in vain! Death will not have one bone
of the righteous—no, not a particle of their dust—no, 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 forever in heaven with the glo-
rified 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 are you? I have a controversy
with you, man, for I have lost much by you. Come here, Adam! You see
what you are now; tell me what you once were. Then, I shall know what I
have lost by you, and then, I shall be able to thank my Master that all
you did lose, He has freely bought back to all believers. What did you
lose? “Alas!” cries Adam, “I once had a crown; I was king of the entire
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 once had a miter,” said
Adam, “for I was a priest to God, and oftentimes in the morning did I
climb the hills and sing sweet prayers of praise to Him who made me. My
censer of praise has often smoked with incense, and my voice has been
sweet with praise. Oft have I bid misty exhalations. Sun and moon, and
stars sing His praise. Daily have I bid the herds upon the hills low out
His glories, and the lions roar His honors. Nightly have I told the stars to
shine out, and the little flowers to blossom forth. But ah, I lost my miter
and I, who was once a priest to God, ceased any longer to be His holy
servant.” Ah, Adam, you have lost me much. But yonder I see my Savior.

Volume 7 WWW.Spurgeongems.org 7




8 Plenteous Redemption Sermon #351

He takes His crown off His head, that He may put a crown on my head!
And He puts a miter on His head, to be a priest, that He may put a miter
on my head, too—and on the head of all His people—for, as we have just
been singing—

“You have redeemed our souls with blood,

Have set the prisoners free!

Have 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 did you lose, Adam?
“Why, I lost paradise.” Hush, man! Say nothing upon that, for Christ has
bought me a paradise worth ten thousand such Edens as yours! So we
can well forgive you that. And what else did you lose? “Why, I lost the
image of my Maker.” Ah, hush, Adam! In Jesus Christ, we have some-
thing more than that, for we have the perfect righteousness of Jesus
Christ, and surely 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 you
have lost, I have again. Christ has redeemed all that we sold for nothing.
I who have sold for nothing a divine heritage, shall have it back un-
bought—the gift of love, says Christ, even Mine. Oh, hear it, then! The
trumpet of Jubilee is blown! Christ has 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 the world. “Well,
now,” says one, “that is strange, sir. You are going to flatly contradict
yourself.” Stop a moment! Understand what I 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 you, and in the sweat of your brow shall you eat
bread.” God cursed the earth! When Christ came into the world, they
twisted a crown made of the cursed thorns, 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 para-
dise 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 forev-
er; I believe that she is yet to be clothed with vegetation, such as she
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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 built half a forest for us now! Then, mighty crea-
tures, 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 comes, 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 prey 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 re-
store 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 re-
moved. See yonder planet? It is whirling along through space—bright,
bright and glorious. Hear the morning stars sing together because this
new sister of theirs is made? That is the earth! She is bright now. Stay!
Did you remark that shadow sweep across her? What caused it? The
planet is dimmed, 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—scarcely does a speck of light irradiate her. Mark
again—the day is not come, when that planet shall renew her glory—but
it is hastening again! As the serpent slips its slough, and leaves it behind
it in the valley, so yon planet has slipped its clouds, and shone forth
bright as it was before! Do you ask who has done it? Who has cleared
away the mist? Who has taken away the darkness? Who has 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 dwells righteousness. To explain my-
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self, lest I should 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 joyous wings
over the entire world! And then, shall you know that Christ has died for
the world, and that Christ has won it! “The whole creation,” said Paul,
“groans and travails in pain together until now.” Waiting for what? “Wait-
ing 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 assur-
edly 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. Surely I could 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 use 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 has redeemed me, and yet
failed in His intentions? Surely it is more to His honor to believe that ac-
cording to His immutable, sovereign, and all-wise will, He laid the foun-
dation as wide as 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 who have been re-
deemed. Think, if you 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
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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 we consider the sins of all who are re-
deemed. 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 the eternal throne,
Like pointed mountains rise.”

Yet His 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 be-
cause it is enough for all the distresses of all the saints. Your needs are
almost infinite; but this atonement is quite so. Your troubles are almost
unutterable; but this atonement is quite unutterable. Your needs can
scarcely be counted; but this redemption I know you cannot count! Be-
lieve, then, that it is a “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
Jesus’ 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 everyone
who will confess his sins, that Christ has redeemed him! “This is a faith-
ful saying, and worthy of 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 sin-
ners, who cry, “Yes, I am 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 any-
thing to you just now about Christ, for He “came not to call the right-
eous, 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 Spirit, 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
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know your glorious estate! Believe in Jesus now! Then you are saved and
you may go away happy—blest beyond what kings could dream! Believe
that since you are a sinner, Christ has redeemed you—that just because
you know yourself to be undone, guilty, lost and ruined—you have 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
you shall 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! Amen.

Adapted from The C. H. Spurgeon Collection, Version 1.0, Ages Software.

PLEASE PRAY THE HOLY SPIRIT WILL USE THIS SERMON
TO BRING MANY TO A SAVING KNOWLEDGE OF JESUS CHRIST.

By the grace of God, for all 63 volumes of
C. H. Spurgeon sermons in Modern English,
and 574 Spanish translations, visit:
WwWw.spurgeongems.org
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A MERRY CHRISTMAS
NO. 352

A SERMON
DELIVERED ON SABBATH MORNING, DECEMBER 23, 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 enter-
tain all the rest. So 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 brothers were envious and jealous of him; nor like
David’s household, where there was perpetual strife and bickering be-
tween 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 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! I say it
was their desire not only to enjoy pleasantness and peace, but to main-
tain 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,
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as soon as they met at the next brother’s house, all might be settled, and
the whole host might go on again, shoulder to shoulder, and foot to
foot—as one army 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, “Be-
hold how good and pleasant a thing it is for brethren to dwell together in
unity.”

Job was a godly man and so godly that unlike Eli, he brought up his
household in the fear of God, and he 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 ta-
bles—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 says the text. I pray
that now we may have divine 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 are parents, may be as Jobs, and when the feasting is 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 text, and that is festive, so we
will ring in a merry bell. Secondly, that which is in the text, and that is
instructive, so we will ring the sermon bell. And, thirdly, that which fol-
lows 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.

1. First, the text gives a license. Now, you souls who would deny to
your fellow men all sorts of mirth, come and listen to the merry bell of
this text while it gives a license especially to the righteous—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
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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 heathen cere-
mony! Now, you do not suppose that after the crier had made the proc-
lamation, 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
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 an-
nihilation 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 Roman Catholic 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, | 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 to do so. Let us think a minute. Feasting is
not a wrong thing, or otherwise Job would have forbidden it to his chil-
dren; 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 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 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 chil-
dren did, or else they were quite unworthy of their generous ancestor.
They feasted in good houses, and in good company. And they observed
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during their feasting, good behavior. Job never heard of a wrong expres-
sion 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 fami-
ly 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 same, 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 in-
tent of knitting our hearts, the one towards the other.

But again—good men of old have feasted. Need I remind you of Abra-
ham’s making a great feast in his house when his child Isaac was
weaned? Shall I tell you of Samson and his feasts, or of David, or of Hez-
ekiah, or of Josiah, and of the kings who gave to every man a loaf of
bread, and a good piece of meat, and a flagon of wine, and they cheered
their hearts and made merry before God?

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 is 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 do you suppose that He went there, and did not eat and
drink? Was it not said of Him, “Behold a drunken man and a wine bib-
ber, 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 Phariseeism which says that that which goes into a man de-
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files a man—whereas Christ teaches “not that which goes into a man, but
that which comes out of a man, that defiles a man.” Jesus Christ, I say,
was at the feast! And suppose you 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? I think not! I believe 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; He came to make others glad,
and I doubt not that at the feast He seemed the most glad 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 es-
pousal with the Church—which is “the bride, the Lamb’s wife.”

And let me add once more—God has certainly made in this world, pro-
vision 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, You did not
give simply dry bread and water for mankind, but You have filled the
earth with plenty, and milk and honey have You given to us! And You
have besides this laden the trees with fruit, and given dainties to men.
You are not stingy, You do not dole out with miserable hands the lean
and scanty charity which some men would give to the poor, but You give
generously, and You upbraid not! And for what purpose is this given? Is
it to rot, to mold, to be trod on, to be spoiled? No, but that men may have
more than enough! That they may have all they need, and may rejoice
before their God, and may feed the hungry, for this indeed is one essen-
tial 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,” he said, “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, listen, brothers and sisters,
“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 careful when I say, brothers and sisters, “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

Volume 7 WWW.Spurgeongems.org 5




6 A Merry Christmas Sermon #352

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—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 com-
pany met, but the Evil One somewhere intruded! Does he not come into
your business? Do you not find him entering into your very closet? Yes,
and the very table of the Lord—has not Satan sat there and tempted Ju-
das? Yes, 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 him; but he does not stay away for all 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 up-
right 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 divine 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 anything
of that to you. I hope not. If there is a man here who falls into drunken-
ness—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 Christians—
not to men and women 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. There-
fore, 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. Men have so little grace, that if they
are not on the watchtower, they may soon be overtaken, and they may
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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 has gathered together and the conversation has be-
come trifling, then full of levity; perhaps it has gone so far that after-
wards, 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 freer, joyous and glad—because of
such thrice-blessed Company! Oh, tell me not that Christianity curbs our
joy! My brothers and sisters, it shuts up one of its channels—that black
and filthy kennel into which the sinner’s joy must run; but it opens an-
other channel, wider, broader, deeper, purer, and fills it to the very
banks with joy, more lustrous and fuller 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 worldling that
our heart, despite its sometimes heaviness, does rejoice in the Lord, and
we have peace which is like a river, and a righteousness which is like the
waves of the sea! O Christian brothers and sisters! Let not the world
think of you that you are shut out here from anything like happiness;
but so act and so live at all times, that you may teach men that it is pos-
sible 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, 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 per-
sons, 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
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helped to quicken the faith of the sons! 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 bull-
ock for every son, and for every daughter; the old patriarch slew the vic-
tims, and laid them on the altar, and as the smoke ascended—they all
thought, if they had sinned against God, yet by His grace, the bloodshed,
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 can-
celled your transgression; you may go to your habitations, and take a fa-
ther’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 evil lying in bed when we have sin on
our conscience. He that has 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—Ilet them all be consecrated to Him, and let your
earnest prayers go up for them all—from your Reuben down to your Ben-
jamin. 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 visit-
ed, so often was there the sacrifice. I suppose they had 10 feasts in the
year; and it is supposed by the old commentators that they assembled on
their birthdays. 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 are
thus sanctified, we can in everything give thanks. Then “He that eats,
eats to the Lord, and gives God thanks.” And being accepted in our
thankfulness, the eating is to God’s glory! I say, then, my dear friends,
that Job did this continually which teaches to the parent his duty of con-
tinually pleading for his sons and daughters.

8 WWW.Spurgeongems.org Volume 7




Sermon #352 A Merry Christmas 9

The aim of my remarks is just this—you will, most of you, meet to-
gether next Tuesday and keep the household feast. I beg you to imitate
Job on Wednesday morning and make it your special and peculiar busi-
ness 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 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 unnec-
essary, 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 has ac-
cepted you through My blood; but watch and be you as men and women
who look for their Lord; still keep your lamps trimmed, and your lights
burning, and your loins girt about. Be steadfast 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—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 so-
cial meeting, or the like—look upon it as a necessary successor of the so-
cial gathering—that there is private supplication, private confession of
sin, and a personal laying hold anew upon the great sacrifice. If this is
done, your meetings, instead of being unprofitable, shall be the begin-
ning 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.

II. 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. Anthony’s church which were said to be both alike—
the bell was pulled a long while, and was exceedingly dreary in its tone,
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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 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 evill God said Job was a perfect and an upright man; and yet he
was jealous! How much more, then, shall you and I be jealous of our-
selves? Say not in your heart, Christian, “I may go here and there, 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 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, and
how guarded should you be! Brothers and sisters, 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 our 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 sharp 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
me up, and I shall be safe.” Let your daily cry be, especially you young
Christians, yes and you old Christians too, “Lord, keep me! Keep my
heart, I pray You, 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
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once the devil catches you abroad, and your shield at home, then he will
say, “Now is my time!” And he will send an arrow which may rattle be-
tween 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 ev-
er you live, may you hear it saying to you, “Be careful; be watchful; be
vigilant; danger may be in an hour when all seems secure to you.” In-
spect 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 break-
ers roll not, and the quicksand may underlie your keel, though you think
all is well. God help you then, Christian, to watch unto prayer! What we
say unto you, we say unto all—WATCH!

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

What follows the text? Why hear this, “Your sons and your daughters
were eating and drinking wine in their eldest brother’s house; and be-
hold, there came a great wind from the wilderness, and smote the four
corners of the house, and it fell upon the young men and they are dead,
and I only am escaped alone to tell you.” 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 do when we eat but
patch the old tenement, put fresh plaster on the dilapidated 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 your face till death and you are
friends. Saint! Let no joy be in your heart either, till you can say, “Wel-
come, death; I gladly go with you.” Do nothing that you would not will-
ingly die doing! Be found in no position in which you would be unwilling
to stand forever. Be you today what you would wish to be 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 Christ spoke when He rose
from the supper and left His disciples! Ah, my spirit rises on wings of de-
light at the solemn tones of that funeral knell—for it has more music in
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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 Your 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 you. Let it be a comfort to you,
and stand you so ready that when the Master shall say, “Arise!” you will
have nothing to do but to rise at His bidding, and march to heaven—
leading your captivity captive!

But you, sinner, when you are sitting at your table, remember my fu-
neral bell tolling in your ears. And if you should step aside, and the rest
should say, “What ails you?”—if you should be compelled to rise while
they are laughing, and go upstairs to pray, I shall not mind. Though
some may say [ have made you melancholy and have marred your feast—
sinner it is no time for you 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 that there is time to dance; it is not till
the heart stands with joy before the Ark, that there is time to make mer-
ry—it is not till sin is forgiven. Your time is a time to weep, and a time to
tear 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 be-
ing given, may you fall before the cross and find pardon and mercy there,
and then we may say, in the words of Solomon—“Go your way; eat your
bread with joy and drink your wine with a merry heart; for God now ac-
cepts your works.”

Adapted from The C. H. Spurgeon Collection, Version 1.0, Ages Software.

PLEASE PRAY THE HOLY SPIRIT WILL USE THIS SERMON
TO BRING MANY TO A SAVING KNOWLEDGE OF JESUS CHRIST.

By the grace of God, for all 63 volumes of
C. H. Spurgeon sermons in Modern English,
and 574 Spanish translations, visit:
wWww.spurgeongems.org
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THE CLEANSING OF THE LEPER
NO. 353

A SERMON
DELIVERED ON SABBATH MORNING, DECEMBER 30, 1860,
BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,
AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.

“And if a leprosy breaks out abroad in the skin, and the leprosy covers all the
skin of him that has the plague, from his head even to his foot, wherever the
priest looks; then the priest shall consider: and, behold, if the leprosy has
covered all his flesh, he shall pronounce him clean that has the plague:
it is all turned white: he is clean.”

Leviticus 13:12, 13.

THIS is an amazing paradox, but not a paradox to him who under-
stands 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 the psalm which we have just read. If we have come up here conscious
of guilt, and laden with iniquity, I am quite certain, and I speak positively
and confidently, there will be something 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 atten-
tively to the announcement of the rites and ceremonies which were neces-
sary 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 rites which follow after cleansing, which were not
the cause of the cleansing itself, but necessary before the man could ac-
tually enjoy the privileges which the cleansing gained for him.

I. First, then, let me ask you to turn your eyes to the LOATHSOME
AND GHASTLY SPECTACLE OF A LEPER.
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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 per-
spiration 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 healthy, so that there was no bleeding. When it came to its very
worst phase, the body itself would drop altogether—all the strings being
loosened, the whole house of manhood would become a horrible mass of
animated rubbish, rather than the stately temple which God originally
made it. [ could not in your presence this morning describe all the loath-
someness 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 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, [ 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 of God
that ever knew the intolerable wickedness of rebellion against God. Yet,
that little of it which God the Holy Spirit 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 my-
self as I was by nature, and in the thoughts and intents and imagina-
tions 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 Spirit—
we think that we are vile and full of sin, that there is no good thing what-
ever in us. Loathsome, | 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 whoever 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 pesti-
lence. He shot baneful glances from his eyes. All that he did was full of
the same loathsomeness as was he. Now, this may seem to be a very
humiliating truth, but faithfulness requires us to say it—all the actions
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of the natural man are tainted with sin! Whether he eats, or drinks, or
whatever he does, he continues to sin against his God! No, 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 abominations 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 sacred 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 were 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 to solemnly assure them
that they are unclean and covered with an 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! Submis-
sion to this truth is absolutely necessary to salvation! I am not to con-
demn any man, but still I must speak God’s Word, and speak it in loving
faithfulness—if you do not confess that all your actions before you were
regenerate, were full of sin and abominable in the sight of God—you have
not yet learned what you are, and it is not likely that you will 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 mulffled by reason of the covering which they wore, must have
sounded more ghastly and deathlike than any other human cry. Some of
the Rabbis 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 from a running stream of water of which
others might drink. Nor might they sit down on any stone by the road-
side 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. Yes, and such is the case
with the sinner with regard to the people of God. Do you not feel, poor
convicted sinner, that you are unfit to join Christ’s Church? You can go
and find such mirth as the company of your fellow lepers can afford. But
where God’s people are, you are out of place. You feel in yourself that you
are shut out from the communion of saints. You cannot pray their prayer
nor sing their hymns. You know not their joys. You have never tasted of
their perfect peace. You have never entered into the rest which remains
for them, but which remains not for you while you are such a one as you
are now! This, however, is the fearful part of the leprosy of sin—that
many, who are shut out from goodness, become contented with the ex-
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clusion. There are even some who 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 upon them and say, “There is no joy 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 him-
self to be healthy while he is full of disease, makes him imagine the
healthy ones to be diseased, while 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
veil, 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, you are shut out from all communion with God! True, He
gives you the mercies of this life as the leper had his bread and water,
but you have none of the spiritual joys which God affords to His people.
You cannot stand in His presence, for He is a devouring fire and would
consume you. Your prayers are shut out from Him, your words are un-
heard. You are a prodigal son, and your father is far from you! You have
spent your substance in riotous living, and no man will give to you; you
have become the companion of the swine, and you would gladly fill your
belly with the husks which the swine eat. No father’s eyes greets you; at
no father’s table do you sit; your father’s hired servants have bread
enough to spare, but you perish with hunger. Oh, sinner! If you who do
not feel yourself to be as I describe you now, you will one day find it to be
a very awful thing to be denied all fellowship with God, for at last you
may seek in vain to cross your father’s threshold. After death you will
long to enter within the pearly gates, and you shall 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 pu-
trid breath! God drove Satan out of Paradise because he sinned, and will
he always sin a second time to intrude into His presence? No, you shall
find that as long as you and your sins are one, God will always be at war
with you; as long as you are at peace with your guilt, the Eternal God
draws His sword and vows eternal warfare with you!

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 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.

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

There 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
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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 lep-
er. Here is another, and he has but one or two red spots appearing be-
neath 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 now
unable 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—all is
pollution and filth. But listen! The high priest says to him, “You are
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 on him, he was unclean. But
when the leprosy had covered him, wherever the priest looked, 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 here, 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 counterbalance the sin.
Have we not been charitable to the poor; have we not sought to instruct
the ignorant; to help those who 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.” I put you aside
in God’s name, this morning, as unclean lepers. For you, there is no hope
and no promise of salvation whatever! Here comes a second. He admits
with candor 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,” he says, “though
I have neither 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.” I set him aside as being an unclean
leper, for whom cleansing rites are not provided. He is one who must still
be kept outside 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 really a better man than either of the other two; but not in his own
opinion. He stands before us and, with many a sigh and tears, 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
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have done no good thing; I have sinned and come short of the glory of
God. If ever there was a sinner who deserved to be damned, sir, I am that
soul! If ever there was one who had not any excuse to make, but who
must plead guilty, without any extenuating circumstances, | am that
man! As for the future, I can make no promise! I have often promised and
so often lied; I have so often trusted in myself to reform; often have I
hoped the energy of my nature might yet heal my disease that I re-
nounce, because I cannot help renouncing all such desires. Lord, if ever I
am made whole, Your grace must make me so. I 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 per-
fect, even as You are 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 evill Lord, at Your feet I fall, full of
leprosy from head to foot. Nothing have I to boast of, nothing to trust to
except Your mercy.”

My brother, you are a clean leper! Your sins are forgiven you; your in-
iquities are put away. Through the blood of Jesus Christ, who died upon
the cross, 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 has anything to boast
of, there is no Christ for him; but the moment he has nothing of his own,
Christ is his! While you are anything, Christ is nothing to you—but when
you are 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?
Do 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.
“I do not know,” said Martin Luther, “wWhen 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 he 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
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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.”

III. Having thus brought the man before the priest, we shall now brief-
ly 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 is 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, 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 run-
ning 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, I think I
see You this morning coming out from the tabernacle of the Most High
where You have offered Your complete sacrifice, and You come down to
us loathsome and abhorred sinners! You take upon Yourself the form of
man; You do not disdain the Virgin’s womb; You come to sinners; You
eat and drink with them! But the coming of the priest 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 resur-
rection.

First, there was sacrifice. One of the birds was taken, and his blood
was shed in a vessel which was full, as the Hebrew has it, of “living wa-
ter’—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 re-
ceived, 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 mis-
sion 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 bird’s 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
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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 and
for all!

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 vir-
tual salvation was accomplished for all the elect when Christ died for
them upon the cross. 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. In fact, the reasons are all
the other way—for there is every reason why he should continue to be
shut out forever from the presence of God. But there stands the High
Priest, the great Melchizedek, 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 Je-
sus, 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 I
do not feel as if I were saved.” That is self-righteousness in a very deceit-
ful 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 need 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 is a life-
boat and some poor man is ready to drown, and some strong hand res-
cues 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
lifeboat. So it is Christ who 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 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 that in
you, that is, in your flesh, there dwells 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
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Christ came into the world to save sinners. I am a sinner; I feel it; I 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 sins
are as scarlet”—that is my case— “they shall be as wool; though they are
red like crimson”—that is my case—“they shall be as snow.” It is just
this—if you are willing to stand today, condemned as a sinner, and noth-
ing 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 cross for sinners;
for mark—faith is trusting Christ, and having done with selfl 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 the
clinging, it will be the cross that will save you! Do not trust your clinging!
Trust the cross! Still to the cross flee away, you poor, lost, ruined ones,
for under its shadow there is safety for the defenseless; there is hope
even for the despairing!

IV. 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. Until he is cleansed, he is to do noth-
ing. 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 Mas-
ter’s name, there is no trial too arduous, no service too hard—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 af-
terwards. No cleansing from evil 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 first. After that, the leper must be
washed. So sinner, if you are to be 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 ef-
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fectual and mighty duty. You shall be made holy and walk in white in the
purity wherewith Christ has endowed you. The shaving off of his hair
was fitly to represent how all the old things were to pass away, and eve-
rything 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 tak-
en 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 8t 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 in-
to 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 faith, namely, the cleansing purification
of the Spirit’s power. As to full assurance, I do not think that is to be at-
tained by immediate faith in Christ—full assurance is an after-result.
Faith grows by the influence of the Spirit till it comes to assurance; yet
mark that 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 scarcely 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 of-
fering, and the priest was to take him to the very door of the tabernacle.
He never dare go there before, but he may come now. So the pardoned
man may go 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 14t verse, “The priest shall take some of the blood of the trespass of-
fering, and the priest shall put it upon the tip of the right ear of him who
is to be cleansed.” Here the Lord puts away the sins of the ear, which are
very many; the sins of the ear—when you used to hear lascivious songs,
malignant words and idle talk. “He shall put it upon the tip of the right
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ear of him who 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 who 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 17th 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 who is to be
cleansed, and upon the thumb of his right hand, and upon the great toe
of his rlght foot, upon the blood of the trespass offermg This was telling
him again very plalnly 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 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 I 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
you are this day unrenewed and unregenerate, you are loathsome to
yourself; you are incapable of fellowship with God; you are preparing
yourself for the pit of hell. But the way of salvation is simply this—if you
are today full of sin, laden with iniquity; if you are ready to confess there
is no good thing in you; if you are willing to take the place of a prisoner
who has been tried, condemned, and cast, then, Christ has died for you!
Christ has shed His blood; Christ has risen up on high, and your salva-
tion is finished. Say not in your heart, “I do not feel this; I do not feel
that.” It is not your feeling or doing; it is what Christ has done. He must
do all for you, and all He asks of you is simply to stand in the place of
the unjust, that He may come to you in the place of the just, while He
stands in your place. 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 ad-
mirably 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 bath open? For the clean? No—for the filthy!
Step in filthy man, your filth is your warrant! For whom is medicine pro-
vided? For the healthy? No, it would be an insult. For the sick! Your
sickness is your warrant—come to mercy’s hospital and be healed! Whom
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do you think Christ came to carry on His shoulders to heaven? Those
who 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 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; simply
as a sinner—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—eternally saved!

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 it 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 Jesus’ death, and healing in His wounds!

Adapted from The C. H. Spurgeon Collection, Version 1.0, Ages Software.

PLEASE PRAY THE HOLY SPIRIT WILL USE THIS SERMON
TO BRING MANY TO A SAVING KNOWLEDGE OF JESUS CHRIST.

By the grace of God, for all 63 volumes of
C. H. Spurgeon sermons in Modern English,
and 574 Spanish translations, visit:
wWww.spurgeongems.org
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A SERMON FOR THE WEEK OF PRAYER
NO. 354

A SERMON
DELIVERED ON SABBATH MORNING, JANUARY 6, 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 amazing 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 awakened 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 experi-
enced 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 be-
siege 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!

Without further preface, let me observe that there are three exhorta-
tions 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 says, “CONTINUE.”

Be you not, O you intercessors with God for men—be you 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 ignorance as to the value of the mercy which you seek, and a lack
of earnestness as to your obtaining it. How many there are 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
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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 yourself up to a sudden fit of prayer, and then re-
turn again to your sloth; stir not yourself a moment from your bed to
throw your heavy head back again upon your pillow, but continue in
supplication—cease not to pray!

There is a great distinction between the prayer of the real convert and
the merely convicted sinner. The merely convicted sinner, terrified by the
Law, calls but once; the awakened heart, renewed of the Holy Spirit, nev-
er 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 ears 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 lifeguards who launched their boat, and some three poor mariners
who were clinging to a 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 de-
struction. If the Church of God shall offer prayer this week, and then
shall cease to be in earnest, we shall think her never to have meant her
prayers! If she shall but now and then start up, and make her supplica-
tions, we shall write her down as a hypocrite intent for a moment upon
keeping appearances, but afterwards relapsing into her lukewarm Laodi-
cean condition! The exhortation of my text, I think, stands in contrast,
then, to the transient prayer which is often offered by ungodly men. Con-
tinue 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 opposi-
tion 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 spir-
itual 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 con-
vert 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 prov-
erb, a church being too often the sleepiest thing in all the world! Some-
times 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!
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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 a season, but at all seasons! Be you always
crying out unto the Lord your God!

In the black country of England, you who have traveled will have ob-
served fires which never in your recollection have been quenched. I be-
lieve there are some which have been kept burning for more than 50
years, both night and day, every day in the year. They are never allowed
to go out, because, we are informed, the manufacturers would find it
amazingly expensive again to get the furnace to its needed red heat. In-
deed, 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; caldron after
caldron 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 you might 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. 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 pray-
ing. 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—Ilet them learn that the
Lord accepts 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”? He did this 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 pre-
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tense 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.

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 inten-
tions—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 be-
liever’s desire, if those desires are inspired of the Holy Spirit, is just an
exact copy of the book of the divine decree. And if the Church is deter-
mined today 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 con-
verted! Your feeble prayer today, brothers and sisters, 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! You, too,
are a decree!”

Prayer is a decree escaped out of the prison of obscurity, and come to
life and liberty among men. Pray, brothers and sisters, 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 pil-
lars of the universe, so are your prayers; they are the pivots on which
earth rests; they are the wheels on which providence revolves; your pray-
ers 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. I think I can see
in vision in the clouds, God’s register, and His file in 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 in 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 Eter-
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nal speak, and it shall be done—He shall command and it shall stand
fast! “Let there be light,” He says, and there shall be light at once. “Let
the kingdom come,” and the kingdom shall come; he who tarries shall be
put out of the way, he who hinders shall be cast down, and trod as the
mire of the streets. Up, Church of God, in all the glory of your prayer, put
on your vestments, and begin to plead through Jesus Christ, your Great
High Priest; enter within the veil today, for God hears you, and He will
surely answer you!

2. There is a second reason why the Church should continue in pray-
er, namely, that by her prayers the world will most certainly be blessed.
The other evening in visiting the sick, I saw at a 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 still dimmer. As we walked along, we said, “They have got the fire
under control; the engines have been at work; how soon it is out!” I com-
pare 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 pray-
er, 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 pumps! Now strip to it, everyone
of you, work while you have life and strength! Now, each man to his
knees, 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 dwells 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 is
wholly saved, and Christ is universal King!

3. Thirdly, continue in prayer, because souls shall be saved as the re-
sult 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, some
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 bil-
lows, 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 weather, she would surely have been overturned. Look at
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 plow, turns up the water on either side as though it were
clods of mold! 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 them-
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selves 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 in-
tent to save! Again, the captain 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 around and the
captain cries, “Now, my boys, once more!” And every man pulls with lusty
sinews, and the poor shipwrecked ones are saved! Yes, it is just so with
us right now! Long have Christ’s ministers, long has Christ’s Church
pulled with the gospel lifeboat—let us pull again! Every prayer is a fresh
stroke of the oar, and all of you are oarsmen! Yes, you feeble women con-
fined to your beds, shut up in your chambers—you who can do nothing
else but pray—you 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
divine 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 weap-
on 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 exceedingly 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 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 cowards, sirs, be not cowards. 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 before 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
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know how near her victory is—we do not believe how much God is do-
ing—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.”

II. 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 hands were weary, though the bat-
tle 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 up-
on 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 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 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—mor 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 alll 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 love-
able sort of people. But as sure as the Church, or any section of the
Church, shall be 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 con-
science 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
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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 en-
emy. 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, “Quack, pretender, fanatic!” Be it so—be it so, O
world—you have no power to honor Christ’s ministers, except by up-
braiding them. There is no power in the wicked to honor Christ’s minis-
ter, 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 you as sure
as ever you are earnest in prayer. In riding along the south coast of Eng-
land, you may have noticed the old Martello towers in constant succes-
sion very near to each other. They are the result of an old scheme of pro-
tecting 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 comes 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 is “Prayer,” his watchword will be “Fierce
attack.” Watch, then, while you continue in prayer.

But yet again—watch while you pray for propitious events which may
help you in the answer to your prayer. I 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 pas-
sage. And | 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 does 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
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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 opportuni-
ty! Watch, then, while you 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 your armory are rusty. Besiege the
throne of God with a hundred hands, and look at the promise with a
hundred eyes. 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 your might! When you are wrestling with an an-
tagonist, you must keep your eyes on him; you must look to see what he
means to do next, or 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 is in a watchful state. O Spirit of God, awaken 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—“Is it
not amazing!” Not at all, it would be amazing if it were not so! God says—
“Ask and you shall receive.” If I should ask and not receive, it would be
amazing. “Seek and you shall find.” If you seek and do not find, it is not
only amazing, 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 du-
ty to pray, but really they are not so enthusiastic as to think that God ac-
tually 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 up-
on 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, “Whatever we ask in prayer, believing we shall
receive,” then it does not teach anything at all. And if it is 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; God keeps the mercy back at times, and puts it out
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at compound interest because He means to pay it to us, interest and
all—whereas if we had it at once, we would miss the interest, which
sometimes doubles and trebles the principal! We are never losers by His
delays, but always gainers! We ought never to say, even though provi-
dence should tell us 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.” I believe this to be as true as a mathematical proposition! If twice
two is 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—still more surely and certainly if you are
pleading the name of Christ, God will hear you! But oh, open your eyes
and look for the blessing! Watch for it! Be not so simple as to sow the
seed and never look for the 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 ground for a garden,
and we put our seeds into it. I well recollect how the day after I had put
in my seed, | 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 pray-
ers—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 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, expect God to hear you! If you do
not expect, 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.

III. I have a third point, but my time is almost gone, therefore let me
dwell on it very briefly. The third point is, GIVE THANKS.
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Prayer should be mingled with praise. I have heard that in New Eng-
land 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, 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, you 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 lips, 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 20 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 it is has been, and it is to be again! If any friends had said that near-
ly all the theatres in London would be filled on the Sabbath, “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 con-
gregation of many thousands who, without any drawback in numbers,
would always assemble every Sabbath to listen to one minister, you
would have said, “Ridiculous! There is no precedent for it. It is impossi-
ble! 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; by God’s grace 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 yourself 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 needs before Him. And do still better—thank Him for the mercy
which is to come. Great God, I thank You for Sinim, the land of China,
which shall come unto You! I praise You for India, which shall receive
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You! I praise You for Ethiopia, which shall stretch out her arms unto
You! Great God, today we bless You for what You will do; Your promise
is, in the estimation of our faith, as good as the performance itself! We
extol and glorify You, for Your right hand, O Lord! Your right hand, O
Lord, has dashed in pieces the enemy. You have broken the bow and cut
the spear in sunder. You have burned the chariot in the fire. Your right
hand, O Lord, has gotten You the victory! Oh come, let us sing unto the
Lord, for He has triumphed gloriously! Let us laud and extol Him, for He
is King forever and ever! Say unto Zion, “Your God reigns.” Behold, He
comes. He comes to judge the world in righteousness, and the people
with equity. Rejoice before Him, O you hills, clap your hands, O you ce-
dars! Let the sea roar and the fullness thereof; the world and all that
dwell therein! Praise Him, you heavens; and you heaven of heavens; you
spirits that stand before His throne, for He is God and beside Him there
is no God. The whole earth praises You, O God, and all Your creatures
bless You forever and ever!

Thus, with the censor of prayer and praise, let us be this week like
priests of God; and You, great High Priest, take our sacrifice, and offer it
before Your 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 does not open the windows of heaven upon you. Be much
in prayer and you shall be much blessed. And O poor sinner! You who
have never 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 you.
“Seek you the Lord while He may be found. Call you upon Him while He

is near.” Cry to Him now! Say—
“O sovereign grace, my heart subdue!”

Trust Jesus with your soul, and unworthy though you are, your prayer
shall be 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
Jesus’ sake! Amen.

Adapted from The C. H. Spurgeon Collection, Version 1.0, Ages Software.

PLEASE PRAY THE HOLY SPIRIT WILL USE THIS SERMON
TO BRING MANY TO A SAVING KNOWLEDGE OF JESUS CHRIST.

By the grace of God, for all 63 volumes of
C. H. Spurgeon sermons in Modern English,
and 574 Spanish translations, visit:
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PORTRAITS OF CHRIST
NO. 355

A SERMON
DELIVERED ON SUNDAY MORNING, JANUARY 13, 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 to 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 shoes.
When one painter slavishly copies another, he is only known as the satel-
lite of the greater luminary; he himself is neither respectable nor respect-
ed. But this is not the case when men select models which are confessed
to be perfect. You never hear a man accused of a lack of originality be-
cause 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 Michelangelo or of Raphael.
These men are put at the head of their respective schools and the follow-
ing 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 weak-
ness; 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, neverthe-
less, 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 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 I should stand here this morning, my hearers, to exhort you
to imitate any one model in manhood except Christ, I would 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 as
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,
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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 Fa-
ther who is in heaven is perfect. There remains but one model we can ev-
er 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 pre-
destinated to be conformed to the image of Christ Jesus.

In what sense? Why? And is it possible? Three points, each interesting.

I. IN WHAT SENSE IS A BELIEVER TO BE CONFORMED TO THE IM-
AGE 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 of the highest
morality. Now, a Christian is not to bear the image of Christ as a penny
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 can claim to be accepted as Christians because they imag-
ine they have the seal of the Spirit and the stamp of Christ’s warranty
upon them. 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 be-
stowed upon us by the Spirit, than having in some dark corner the name
of Jesus tattooed into the skin of our profession.

Nor, again—neither have they attained to conformity to the image of
Christ who are content with a cold morality. You have seen a statue so
exceedingly well chiseled 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 motion-
less. I know some whose imitation of Christ is as if it were cut in mar-
ble—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 lifeblood 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 He as living men. Not as cold frozen things or mummies

2 WWW.Spurgeongems.org Volume 7




Sermon #355 Portraits of Christ 3

swathed in the bandages of the law of God—but as living freemen, we are
to be conformed to the image of Christ Jesus!

Some there are, too, who imagine that to be conformed 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 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 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 a while, they are the very image of
Julius Caesar, or of Richard IIl—and do you suppose that such is the in-
tention of the Holy 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, brothers and sisters, 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. Tomorrow you might put on 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 a 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 busi-
ness. 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 do-
ing good, who knew no rest except that wondrous rest which His holy toil
afforded to His spirit. “I have meat to eat,” He said, “that you know not
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of.” Now, if we would be like Christ, we must conquer our constitutional
sloth; we must spurn all the softness 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 love—
not that love which cants and whines, but the love which is true and
honest, and which, for love’s sake, dares not flatter. We see a love which
dwelt not in words, but in very deeds—a love which gave its whole self up
to the objectives which it had chosen. If we would be like Christ, we must
be pillars of love. We must not be so 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 intol-
erance 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 He 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 breastplate 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 prayerful-
ness. 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 brothers and sisters, I feel, in trying to describe
what that image is, like one who handles the brush with a shaking, pal-
sied hand—although he has the outlines of the most beauteous form
sketched upon the canvas. 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 Christ is altogether
lovely! Christ is not a mixture of many beauties, but He is all beauty put
together—

“Nature, to make His beauties known,
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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 the
enthusiastic songs 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
praises which are 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, His 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 always 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
that is yelling and hooting at Him? Men whom He had blessed are curs-
ing 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, the forsaken of all, goes outside 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 dies. He must not simply so die, but die outside the camp,
as a thing accursed and unclean! See there an image of yourself, if you
are ever 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 outside
the camp—even 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 I talk 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 their teeth in anger against them! We have Christian mer-
chants 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 con-
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victions, 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; today we think of Christ not

merely as the bearer of the cross, but as the wearer of the crown—
“The head that once was crowned with thorns,
Is crowned with glory now;
A royal diadem adorns
The mighty Victor’s 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 are cross-bearers,
we shall be crown-wearers! If the hands shall feel the nail, they shall
grasp the palm! If the feet shall be tightly fastened to the wood, they 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 as-
cend; 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 win; you must run the race if you would
obtain the reward. O then, let your hearts be cheered! As you have borne
“the image of the earthy,” you shall also bear “the image of the heavenly.”
You shall be like He is when you shall see Him as He is. You shall be per-
fect, 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!
Does the Father say to Him, “Well done,” and look on Him with inex-
pressible 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 bend
my willing shoulders to you, if I may afterward bow my head to receive
that crown! Come, earth! Lay your heaviest cross upon me! Come, you
adversaries of the truth! Bring your hammer and your nails; come, you
chief enemies; bring your sharpest spears! 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 conformed to the image of God’s Son in character, in suffering, and af-
terwards, in glory.
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II. But, secondly, and though it is a very extensive subject, hurriedly—
WHY 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 prefer-
ence. But to begin, well may we desire to bear the image of Christ be-
cause it was that which we lost in Eden. We look back to Paradise with
many a sigh, but well 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 spiritual mind would still
long to have it back again for only 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 trivi-
al—if we had still retained the image of our God!

Now then, my brothers and sisters, 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 were desirable to obtain its Paradise
again, surely the image of God must be desirable first and foremost of all!

But, then, ought not that to be the objective of all ambition, which is
the ultimate end of God’s decree? God, it is true, has predestinated be-
lievers to heaven—but that is not all! I do not read in so many words that
the saints are predestinated to Paradise, but I do read that they are pre-
destinated 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 objective of all His acts in provi-
dence, 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 him
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 a man, and in a certain
sense perfect and bears completely the image of manhood, yet it is true
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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 is 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 divine grace shall
step out. And as the serpent casts off its old skin, and comes out fresh
and young covered with azure hues, so shall the new man leave all cor-
ruptions behind! And we shall be discovered to be made in the perfect
image of Christ Jesus, our Lord and Master! Now, if this is the Spirit’s
work, certainly it ought to be our love, and we ought to be all seeking af-
ter it.

But further, my dear friends, I need not plead this case with you if you
are Christians, for there is not a believer alive who does not pant to be like
Christ. If I 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 comes and has nothing in me.” “Like Christ”™—O
if that prayer should involve the lion’s den, or the furnace’s fiery heat,
never mind! We could take these encumbrances upon the blessed estate
if we could but once have the fair hands. To be like Christ—oh, what trial
would you not endure with it, even though you had the direst tribula-
tions! Better to be like Christ in His poverty, in His wanting a place
whereon to lay His head—better to be like He is as despised and rejected
of men, than to be like a Caesar, or the richest man in the world’s eye,
the most happy of men! Better to be with Christ in His worst estate than
to be with an evil man in his best! If, then, this is the universal prayer
and cry of the Christian, shall not we, my brothers and sisters, 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 stimu-
late 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? I do believe that if the spirit of envy could penetrate the
hierarchy of angels, Gabriel would envy the poorest man on earth, be-
cause that man has a possibility of being like Christ—while the angel—
though he may be like He is in some respects, can never grow into the
perfect stature of a man in Christ! I do think, brethren, that if it came to
the point today, and the angelic spirits could have permission to ex-
change 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 honor and a matchless privilege to be allowed to
make the exchange—with this proviso—that thereby they might be rec-
ognized as being in the likeness of the Son of God! Why, this will make
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believers throughout eternity distinguished! Many a man has thought
that a few hour’s toil was but a mere trifle—a few minutes’ exposure of
his life was a little thing only to be snapped at if he might by that, win
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,
and put us in the posture and give us the possibility of becoming con-
formed to the image of Christ? I tell you, Gabriel—if you can hear the
voice of mortals—that sinner, though I am, and groaning beneath the
load of my inbred sin; mixed though I am with the sons of men and often
groaning in the tents of Kedar; yet, I would not change places with you,
for I have the hope, the hope to which you can not aspire, that after I
have slept in death, I shall wake up in His likeness! And as I have borne
“the image of the earthy,” so shall I bear “the image of the heavenly.” You
will not scorn me, I know, bright spirit, because I bear the broken and
disfigured image of the earthy. You, too, would be glad to try to bear it if
you might afterwards, as the result thereof, bear the image of the heav-
enly! 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 privi-
lege—a privilege, I dare 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!

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

“l have tried,” says one, “to make myself like Christ, and I cannot.” In-
deed, you cannot. Ah, there is a skill needed to make you like Christ!
Why, sirs, the most wondrous artists who have never failed before, al-
ways 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 many figures of speech, ever to reach the excellences of
Christ. Divine poets, whose hearts have been pregnant with celestial fire,
have been compelled to lay down their harps and relinquish all hope to
ever sing the s 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 nei-
ther paint Him, nor sing Him, nor preach Him, how can we live Him?
How can we be like He? How can we bear His image, if we cannot even
paint it? Indeed, if this were our work, it would be 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! And 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 sup-
pose it lies first, in the material to be worked upon. “Oh,” says one, “there
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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—unworkable! I know that the chisel will only blunt its edge upon
me; [ never can be made like Christ. What? Build a temple for God out of
bramble bushes? Make a crown for the King of kings out of common
pebbles of the brook? “No,” we say, “it cannot be!” But, stop, sir—what
matters the material when you know the great Creator? God is the great
artist who has predestinated and decreed that He will make you, who are
today 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 who can take the fiery power out 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 morgue 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
matters the material? He can overthrow your depravity, can cast off your
lust, and make you like your Lord!

“Ah, but,” says one, “there is another difficulty. Think what 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 Chris-
tians together, it might be possible. But I tell you, sir, you do not know
my business! It cannot be done, sir. | 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 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 are a
believer, to be conformed to the image of His dear Son. Of course Satan
will do his best to stop God’s decrees; but what shall become of anything
that stands in the way of God’s decree? As the cart of Juggernaut rolls
remorselessly on and crushes any man—be he king or whatever—who
dares to place himself in his way, so shall God’s decree! On, on it goes
and through blood and bones of your carnal nature, and natural depravi-
ty, that triumphant chariot of God shall grind! “A hideous figure,” you
say. 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
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will necessitate your suffering like He suffered! It will not take from you
the power to bear His image, but it will bring about you, as a hornet’s
nest, all those who hated Christ before.

I was standing one day at my window when living far from London,
and I saw on a house opposite, a canary, which had by some means or
other got loose from its cage. It had no sooner rested upon the roof than
about 20 sparrows came round it and began to pick and pull, and alt-
hough the poor thing resisted and flew here and there, it stood but a very
poor chance in the midst of so many enemies. | remembered that text—
“My 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 there-
fore 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 sure-
ly be opposed and maligned, even as your Master was!

Once more 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 om-
nipotence 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 Christ.
But the great and insurmountable obstacle is this—that image is so per-
fect, I can never reach it! It is high as heaven—what can I know? It sur-
passes my thoughts; I cannot even conceive the ideal; how then can I
reach the fact? 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 be-
gan to be made like it? When I come to love the image of Christ, it is be-
cause | 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, I think there must be somewhat—however little—that is Christ-like
within him. And if you as believers will look much at Christ, you will
grow like He! You shall be transformed from glory to glory as by the im-
age 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 photo-
graphed on you by His own power of light. Without need of any light be-
yond 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,
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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 be-
cause you are not like He is. 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 He
is! Are you not beginning to sorrow as He sorrowed? Your very agony, be-
cause you cannot be as He is, is a beginning of the agony which He en-
dured, because He would have had the cup pass from Him. I say, broth-
ers and sisters, 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 a blemish, which, if not removed,
would have ruined the image entirely. God help you to live near to Christ
and so shall you be more and more like He is 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 blasphe-
my; 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 alternativel—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; and that heart will be de-
veloped 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! Do
you believe in Christ? You are predestinated to be like He is! Are you an
unbeliever? Then if you die so, you shall be transformed into the image of
darkness! God save you! Christ help you! “Believe in the Lord Jesus
Christ, and you shall be saved,” for, “He who believes, and is baptized
shall be saved; but he who believes not, shall be damned.”

God add His blessing for Jesus’ sake!

Adapted from The C. H. Spurgeon Collection, Version 1.0, Ages Software.

PLEASE PRAY THE HOLY SPIRIT WILL USE THIS SERMON
TO BRING MANY TO A SAVING KNOWLEDGE OF JESUS CHRIST.

By the grace of God, for all 63 volumes of
C. H. Spurgeon sermons in Modern English,
and 574 Spanish translations, visit:
wWwWw.spurgeongems.org
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WORDS OF EXPOSTULATION
NO. 356

A SERMON
DELIVERED ON SUNDAY MORNING, JANUARY 20, 1861,
BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,
AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.

“And now what have you to do in the way of Egypt, to drink
the waters of Sihor? Or what have you 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 forever. By various miracles, by many mercies, by strange deliv-
erances, 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 en-
closed them as a sacred garden; they desired to be laid like common
lands, and to be joined with other peoples. No, more than this—they for-
sook their own true and loving God who had never deserted them, and
they sometimes adopted 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 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. Con-
stantly 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 chas-
tened, and they were smitten so often that “the whole head was sick, and
the whole heart was faint;” they had been chastened so sorely that from
the soles of their feet even to their head, they were full of wounds and
bruises, and putrefying sores! Yet they still went after evil; they still
turned aside from the righteous and true God. Our text contains one in-
stance of God’s expostulating with His people. He says to them, “What
have you to do in the way of Egypt, to drink the waters of the muddy riv-
er!”—for, so it may be translated—and of course that term is applied to
the Nile by way of contempt. “Why need you go to drink of that muddy
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river? What have you to do with Assyria, to drink the water of Euphra-
tes? Why do you turn aside and leave your own cool streams of Lebanon?
Why do you forsake Jerusalem to turn aside to Noph and to Tahapanes?
Why are you so strangely set on mischief that you cannot be content with
the good and healthful, but would 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 me and to you may God the Holy Spirit apply it,
and may this be a time for all God’s people, to every convinced soul, yes,
and to the careless, too—a time of searching of heart. May God question
us and may we be prepared to answer honestly. May the Holy Spirit push
home the solemn inquiries, and may we with truthful hearts search and
look and give earnest heed.

I shall apply the text to three characters—first to the Christian; sec-
ondly, 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 with 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 pre-
cious blood of Christ, “What have you to do in the way of Egypt, to drink
the waters of the muddy river?” What have you to do with the sins which
once delighted you, and which now find happy pastime for the world?
What have you to do with your deceitful lusts, with the indulgence of
your old passions? What have you to do to follow the multitudes which
do evil? Believer, answer these questions especially if you have lately fall-
en into sin, if you have backslidden in heart, and if you have been led to
backslide in your ways. Answer me, what have you to do—what excuses
have you for what you have done? Do you see yonder a gang of men,
dragging, like so many beasts of burden, a tremendous load? Listen 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 them. I 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 does this mean? There
is one among them who is not a slave—a man who is free! What does this
mean? How is it that he does the slaves’ work—that he bends his back to
the task master’s yoke, when he is a free man? Can you answer the
question? Let me ask it in your own case. I see the sinner burdened in
the ways of evil; I see him pulling iniquity as though it were with a cart
rope, laying hold with both his hands on everything that is full of iniqui-

2 WWW.Spurgeongems.org Volume 7




Sermon #356 Words of Expostulation 3

ty. But what have you to do there? The slaves of Satan are but acting out
their condition; but what have you to do, to be his slave, since you have
been redeemed with blood and set free by power? Why, man, you are no
slave now you are a son of God! You are an heir of all things! You are
joint-heir with Christ! What have you to do, then, in the service of sin
and of Satan? Why do you follow these menial tasks? You 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, be-
cause you are demeaning yourself in thus sinning against your own soul!

A vision flits before my eyes. The Lord God has 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 bleeding carcasses. The vultures sniff the prey from far-off
desert wilds—they fly, keen of scent. God has made a great feast for the
fowls of heaven, and for the ravenous beasts of the earth. Listen to the
whirring of their wings as they come in multitudes, for where the body is,
there shall the vultures 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 has brought you there in dangerous connection with your
fierce enemies? Where are you going? Is there anything in that bloody
feast that can content you? Shall your meek eyes glare with the fires of
anger? Shall your fair white plumage be stained with gore, and will you
go back to your dove-cot with your pinions bloody red? I appeal to you,
my hearers! Can you answer the question? Can you explain the strange
vision? How is it, then, that I see you, 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 element as a dove upon a battlefield! 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 flies itself with rapid wings to the cleft
of the rock. Christian, I say, if you do as the worldling does, you go
against your nature—against your 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
have you to do? What have you to do, quickened of the Spirit, and re-
newed in the image of Christ—what have you to do?

You have seen in Scripture a dreadful picture of a madman, 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

Volume 7 WWW.Spurgeongems.org 3




4 Words of Expostulation Sermon #356

who herds with the common—yes—and the unclean beasts of the earth?
O believer! If it is a pitiful thing to see a man make himself a beast, how
much more lamentable to see a Christian make himself a worldling!
“Come you 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 you—leave this dark-
ened filth and be clean, you vessel-bearer of the Lord! Come forth from
the midst of that plague land, where you can get nothing but the ashy
hue of leprosy, and be clean! Today the Lord invites you; refuse not His
invitation, but return, you 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 na-
ture which the Holy Spirit has implanted in him.

Let us press forward! Christian, what have you to do with sin? Has it
not cost you enough already? What? Man, have you forgotten the times
of your conviction? If you have, my brother, I have not. At the very men-
tion 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 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 Your 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 you had 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 ob-
tained 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,
will you play with the fire? What? Man, when you have already been torn
in pieces by the lion, will you step a second time into his den? Have you
not had enough of the old serpent? Did he not poison all your veins once,
and will you play upon the hole of the asp, and put your hand upon the
cockatrice den? Have you not seen enough of the leopards, and of the
dragons, and will you step a second time into their dens? Oh, be not so
mad! Be not so foolish! Did sin ever give you pleasure? Did you ever find
any solid satisfaction in it? If so, go back to your old drudgery; go back, I
say, and wear the chain again if you delight in it. But inasmuch as I
know, and you know, that sin did never give you what it promised to be-
stow—inasmuch as it did delude you with lies, and flatter you with
promises which were all to be broken—I pray you be not beguiled a sec-
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ond time! Be not a second time led into captivity—be free and let the re-
membrance of your ancient bondage forbid you 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 have you 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 at-
tacking one man. There are very many of them. Oh, how they howl!—oh,
how they scream! 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 has 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! Listen 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
cross—yonder is a man with the hammer in his hand who has just now
driven in the nails. Look round upon the mob. I can well comprehend
why yonder drunkard, why yonder swearer, why the whoremonger, and
the like of infamous notoriety should have joined in this treacherous
murder; but there is one man there—I think I know his face—yes, 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 have you to do in this counsel of the ungodly, this scene of sin
without a parallel? “What are you doing here, Elijah?” In the name of
love, and of every holy thing that can ever pertain to a human heart—
what are you doing here? Are you 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
have you to do, O Christian, in the way of Egypt, to drink the water of
the muddy river?” Cry revenge against yourself, because you have mur-
dered your Lord, and opened His wounds anew!

Have patience with me a moment while I turn my question over and
revolve it yet again. Believer, you have rebelled against your God! You
have done despite unto His Spirit! How will you answer for this? What
will you say to a scoffing world when the quick eyes of the sinner shall
detect you? What will you say when he hisses out, “There’s your reli-
gion”? How will you answer him? You may pretend to do so, but do you
not feel that he will get the best of the argument? If he goes his way, and
says the religion of Christ is a lie and hypocrisy, what will you have to
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say? Surely you will have to hide your face in confusion, and bemoan
yourself because by this act you have given the enemy cause to blas-
pheme! And what will you say to Christ’s Church when the Church shall
say to you, “What are you doing here?” How will you excuse yourself for
dishonest acts in business, or for any lust into which you have fallen?
Will you tell the Church it was your old nature? But how will you an-
swer, when the Church says, “They who are in Christ have crucified the
flesh and its affections and lusts”? More than this, how will you answer
your own conscience? Will you use some Antinomian quibble, and apply
that as a plaster to your wounds? No! If you are a child of God, you will
have to smart for it. The waters of the muddy river may be sweet to the
Egyptians, but they will be bitter to you. You shall have, as it were, a
cauldron in your heart, if you drink thereof. Christians can never sin
cheaply—they pay a heavy price for all the pleasures that they ever find
in evil. And what will you say to your Lord and Master next time you are
at the sacramental table? How will you dare to eat that bread and drink
that wine? And when you are alone on your knees, and seeking fellow-
ship with Him, how will you dare to seek it, when you have just now been
following His enemies and imitating them? Ah, well may He say to you, “I
have withdrawn Myself; I have gone, for you have grieved My Spirit, and
vexed My soul.” Believer, if Jesus Christ were here, what would you say
to make an excuse for your sin? Surely you would be speechless as the
dumb, and silent as the grave! Your tears might make confession; your
shudders should deepen your guilt; but your lips could not make an
apology. What have you to do, O Christian, in the way of evil? What are
you doing 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 are, brothers and sis-
ters, 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, my brothers and sisters! He has not for-
gotten His love to you! Turn! His grace is still the same! With weeping
and with bitter lamentation, come to His footstool, and you shall be once
more received into His heart, and you shall be set upon a rock again, and
your goings shall be established.

2. To take a different view of the subject. The pleasures of this world
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
have you 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
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moral. Now, I put this question to them. Christian, you have tasted of
better drink than the muddy river of this world’s pleasures can give you.
If your profession is not a lie, you have had fellowship with Christ; you
have had that joy which only the blessed spirits above, and the chosen
ones on earth can know—the joy of seeing Christ and leaning your head
upon His bosom. And do the trifles, the songs, the music, the merriment
of this earth content you after that? Have you eaten the bread of angels,
and can you live on husks? Good Rutherford once said, “I have tasted of
Christ’s own manna, and it has put my mouth out of taste for the brown
bread of this world’s joys.” I think it should be so with you. Again, believ-
er, have you not already learned the hollowness of all earth’s mirth? Turn
to your neighbor and ask him. Does he frequent the theater? 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 is a worldling, and is honest, he will say, “No.” He will tell you that his
soul pants after something better than fashion and dissipation can afford
him. He will tell you, 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. What? Shall the parings and waste
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—no—next akin to the eter-
nal 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 up, believer! You
are not lost to every sense of shame! Betray not yourself in seeking satis-
faction wherein worldlings confess they have never found it. But let me
ask you—will these pleasures yield to you any helps in your growth in
grace? You say the world is crucified unto you—will these pleasures help
to crucify it? You have prayed that you may be made like Christ—will
these things help to conform you to His image? Often do you cry, “Oh
Spirit of God, purge out the old leaven from me.” Will these help to purge
out the old leaven? Unless you will fling the lie into the face of all your
prayers, I pray you, 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 you were of the world, it would be right for
you to love her; if she were your mother, you might nurse—but even then
should not be satisfied with the breasts of her consolation. But you con-
fess 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, but 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 Pa-
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pist, one must always receive as being a true child of God, I have read an
anecdote 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, also of vice. But being per-
suaded by her friend, and being especially tempted with the idea that
perhaps her example might do good, she accepted the invitation. Her ex-
perience 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 per-
fect love, and it took some months before 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 as filthy as they are. He that has a thousand ene-
mies must take care how he exposes himself. He who has nothing on
earth to assist him towards heaven should take care that he goes not
where the earth can help towards helll O brothers and sisters shun, I
pray you, 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 be-
come Puritans. I wish we were Puritans, most certainly, but I am no as-
cetic. I believe the Christian 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. 1 say that the believer has a surer and cer-
tain right to be a happy and a cheerful person than any other, but if only
in this world we had hope, we would be of all people 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 Chris-
tian 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
has said it—“Cursed is he that trusts in man, and makes flesh his arm,”
but, “Blessed is he that trusts in the Lord.” Yet Christians often do trust
in man, and then our text comes home—“What have you 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 Is-
rael.” 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 is the
day of rest, about something in his business. Why are you troubled,
Christian? “Because of this great care,” he says. Care? Have you care? I
thought it was written, “Cast your burden upon the Lord.” “Be careful for
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nothing, but in everything, by prayer and supplication, make known your
needs unto God.” Can you not trust God for temporals? “Ah,” says the
believer, “I wish I could.” Believer, if you cannot trust God for temporals,
how dare you trust Him for spirituals; surely if He is worthy to be trusted
with eternity, He must be fit to be relied upon in time. Can you trust Him
for your soul’s redemption, and yet not rely upon Him for a few paltry
pounds? Then what do you trust in? “Oh, I wish I had a good friend,”
says one. ‘I wish I had someone at my back to help me.” Indeed, sir,
what have you to do to go in the way of Egypt, to want to drink of that
water? Is not God enough? Do you want another eye beside that of Him
who sees all things? Do you want another arm to help besides 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 is infinite, omnipotent, faithful, true and al-wise,
why do you go abroad so much to seek another confidence? Why do you
rake the earth to find another foundation, when this is strong enough
and broad enough and deep enough to bear all the weight which you can
ever build thereon? Christian, be single in your faith! Have not two
trusts, but one! Believer, rest only on your God, and let your expectation
be from Him!

God bless you, believer. Let this question ring in your ears this week,
and if you are tempted to sin, or to worldly pleasure, or to casual trust,
think you see your minister, and that you hear him saying in your ears—
“What have you to do in the way of Egypt, to drink the waters of the
muddy river? Or what have you to do in the way of Assyria, to drink the
waters of Euphrates?”

II. I now come to the second part of my subject. Let not our friends
grow dreary. | shall be brief on the matter that remains—that the Word
may be felt.

CONVICTED SINNER, I hope I have some such here. Some of those
precious ones of God, whose eyes are bejeweled with the tears of peni-
tence, and whose hearts are like the fragrant spices, which when broken,
send out a sweet perfume. And so, my friend, you feel your lost estate.
God’s Holy Spirit has kindly looked upon you, and begun a good work in
your soul. 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 you! It is hard for you! 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 ten-
der, 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
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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, 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, convicted sinner, another question: You are under convic-
tion of sin, and you have been lately—as it is a festive season—you have
been frequenting the dance hall, or the theater. Now these are amuse-
ments 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 have you 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 territory?
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 convicted sinner
where others are making merry. When you have joy in your heart, you
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 pretend-
ing to find joy in the very thing which has given you the pain! You have
heard the old and oft-repeated story of the celebrated clown who was un-
der conviction of sin. He went to a certain doctor, and told him he was
exceeding melancholy, and he wished that he could advise him some-
thing that would cheer his spirits. The doctor prescribed for him some
remedies, but they failed. He went at last to a celebrated popular preach-
er—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 myselfl” So strange must
have been his position, making others roar with laughter while he him-
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self was roaring with terror! And yet this is just your position, convicted
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, convicted 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 sen-
tence 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
thunder, and fire, and smoke; and if Moses did exceedingly 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 you, convicted sinner, never to go in that
way of Egypt, to drink the waters of Sihon—for these things are not for
you.

III. 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 ques-
tion to unreasonable men. You tell me, sirs, that you 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 already condemned because you
believe not on the Son of God! What have you to do with peace—a con-
demned man dancing in his cell at Newgate with chains about his
wrists? You’re a dying man; you may drop down dead in this halll What
have you to do with merriment? You! If you were sure you should live a
week, you might spend 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 today; it is sharp and strong as the arm
which shall wield it. That sword is meant for you unless 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—is 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 horseback, the
skeleton rider on his pale horse is rattling after you with tremendous
speed! 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 con-
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sistent 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 is
a wise thing for you to leap before you look; if it is a prudent thing to
damn your soul eternally for the sake of a few hours of mirth—say so—go
and do it like an honest man! But if it is unwise to forget forever and only
think of today; if it is the strongest madness to lose your life to gain the
mere apparel with which the body is to be covered; if it is madness to
fling away jewels, and hoard up dust as you are doing, then I pray you, I
beseech you, answer the question—“What have you to do in the way of
Egypt, to drink the waters of Sihor?” Turn, turn! “For why will you die, O
house of Israel? For I have no pleasure in the death of him who dies,
says the Lord God: therefore turn yourselves, and I will love you.” “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! Yes and with yours, too! Believe, sinner!
Trust Him—with your 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 who pleads 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 eyes, by the
rocks whose stony bowels shall refuse your prayer to fall upon you, by
the trumpet, and the thunders of the resurrection morning, by the pit of
hell and by the flame—I pray you think, and believe in Him who is the
Lamb of God which takes away the sins of the world!

God bless my words to you through His Spirit’s energy, and He shall
have the praise forever and ever! Amen.

Adapted from The C. H. Spurgeon Collection, Version 1.0, Ages Software.

PLEASE PRAY THE HOLY SPIRIT WILL USE THIS SERMON
TO BRING MANY TO A SAVING KNOWLEDGE OF JESUS CHRIST.

By the grace of God, for all 63 volumes of
C. H. Spurgeon sermons in Modern English,
and 574 Spanish translations, visit:
wWww.spurgeongems.org
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THE CHRIST OF PATMOS
NO. 357

A SERMON
DELIVERED ON SUNDAY MORNING, JANUARY 27, 1861,
BY THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,
AT EXETER HALL, STRAND.

“And I turned to see the voice that spoke with me. And being turned, I saw
seven golden candlesticks; and in the midst of the seven candlesticks
one like unto the Son of man, clothed with a garment down to the
feet, and girt about the chest with a golden band. His head and hair were
white like wool, as white as snow; and His eyes were as a flame of fire;
His feet like unto fine brass, as if refined in 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 like the sun shining in its 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, today and forever. Hav-
ing neither beginning of days, nor end of years, He is a priest forever af-
ter the order of Melchisedek. But the views which His people have of Him
are extremely varied. According to our progress in grace, will be the
standpoint 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 all 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 are 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 dis-
pensation, was the type of an uninstructed Christian; the rich man was
the picture of the well-taught believer. Now, the poor Jew brought a tur-
tle dove or two young pigeons (Lev 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
(Lev 1:3-9). This bullock was not only slain, but it had to be cut in piec-
es; the legs, the fat, the innards were washed in water, and all these were
laid in special order upon the altar. This was to teach him, even as
Christ now teaches the intelligent and instructed believer, that there is
within the mere act of shedding blood an order and a fullness of wisdom
which only advanced believers can perceive. The scapegoat taught one
truth, the paschal lamb another; the showbread 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
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different capacities, and could only learn a little at a time. As it was un-
der 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 baby. He took Him up in his arms, and was so overjoyed, that
he said, “Lord, now let Your servant depart in peace according to Your
word.”

You know how, in the Church of England, that Song of Simeon is
chanted every Sabbath, as if it were true that many of the worshippers
had never gotten further than that—to know Christ as a baby—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 experi-
ence 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 He apprehended us of old in the everlasting covenant, and took up
the seed of Abraham, and was made in their likeness, that He might re-
deem their souls. It is a great joy to know Christ, though it is 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 wor-
ship Christ, the newborn King. This, however, is but a lesson for begin-
ners; it is one of the first syllables of the schoolbook of divine grace. To
take Christ up in our arms is the sure pledge of salvation, but at the
same time, it is but the dawn of heavenly light in experience.

But, my dear brothers and sisters, 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, | 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 them 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. Yes, but there was one of the disciples, at
least, who knew Jesus Christ even better than this! There was one cho-
sen out of the twelve, as the 12 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 I 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
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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, brothers and sisters, there was one who comprehended Christ
Jesus fully as well as the beloved disciple. ‘Twas Mary. She knew Him as
one who 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 Spirit,
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 de-
stroy 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. At
some other time, when our eyes are more enlightened, we may take a
glimpse of a yet 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 transfigured. Do you not look back al-
most with envy upon those three favored ones who went up to the top of
Tabor, and were there overshadowed when His garment became whiter
than any fuller could make it, and there appeared unto Him, Moses and
Elijah talking with Him? You 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 Gethsemane. 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 you 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. As in the transfiguration, so in that agony and bloody sweat, there
was a sight which eyes can never see—because there was a glory and a
shame which man can never comprehend.

But perhaps 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 nailed to
the wood as though He tarried to be gracious, though the world waited
long in coming. Oh, to have seen that mangled naked body, and that
pierced side! John, you who did see and bear witness, we might well envy
you! But, oh, my brothers and sisters, why should we? Why should we?
For have we not seen by faith all of Christ, without that horror which
must have passed over the beholders, and which did pass over His moth-
er when a sword also pierced through her own heart, 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 be-
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held Him when He stood in the midst of the disciples, the doors 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, bless-
ing His disciples, a cloud receiving Him 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 most wonderful, and at the same
time, most important manifestation of Christ, that was ever seen by hu-
man eyes.

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 curi-
ous 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. Re-
member that this representation, this symbolic picture of Christ, is a
representation of the same Christ who suffered for our sins. Strangely di-
verse 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 known to describe Himself. That He was the same identical per-
son is very clear, because John speaks of Him at once as being like 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
crown of thorns, 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 hands 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. But I
doubt not that I shall be able to recognize your visage in heaven because
I knew your countenance on earth; so did John discover, despite the glo-
ries 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!

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 exceedingly great store by what He shall be when
He comes to judge the earth in righteousness, and so do we. But we real-
ly think that Christ in the future is not to be preferred to a knowledge of
Christ in the present; for we want to know today, in the midst of present
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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 He is 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 portrayed 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 valu-
able when we consider what an effect it would have upon us if we really
felt and understood it—we would 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 never so truly living as when the creature dies
away in the presence of the all-glorious King. I know this, that the death
of all that is sinful in me is my soul’s highest ambition, yes, 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 has the
new 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 I 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!

II. WHAT IS THE MEANING OF THIS VISION?

“Take off your shoes, for the place whereon you stand is holy ground.”
If God manifest in a bush commands solemnity, what shall we say of God
manifest in Christ, and manifest, too, after the most marvelous manner?
The words of our text are symbols—they are not to be understood literal-
ly. 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 enlightened as to understand any of this literally; he
knew that the candlesticks were not meant for candlesticks, but for the
seven light-giving Churches. He knew 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 unto
the Son of man clothed with a garment down to the feet and girt about the
chest with a golden band.” We have, first, in Christ as He is today, a pic-
ture of His official dignity, and of His royal honors. Clothed with a gar-
ment 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
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the long flowing white robe which reached down to the ground and cov-
ered him entirely. Christ, then, in being thus clothed, asserts His king-
ship and His eternal priesthood. It may indicate the fact, too, that He has
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 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 band which was about the
chest, it is a representation of how the high priest was girt. He was girt
with a band or belt that had gold in it. The belts of the other priests were
not of gold; that of the high priest’s was mainly made of that precious
metal, and it was girt about the chest—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 were the faithful belt of
His loins; as if the affection of His heart always 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 Chris-
tian mind to stop a minute and consider it. Come, believer, you have a
Lord to worship who is clothed today with supreme office! Come before
Him, He can govern for you—He is King! He can plead for you—He is
Priest! Come, worship HIM, HE is adored in heaven! Come, trust Him—
lo, at that golden band 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, or friendless! His royal dignity ensures the obedience of

angels, and His priestly merit wins the acceptance of His Father—
“Give Him, my soul, your cause to plead,
Nor doubt the Father’s grace.”

Let His garment, and His robe compel your faith to trust your soul, yes,
and your 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 band 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 es-
pousals, and in the day of the gladness of His heart.” Our soul longs and
watches 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 hair were white like wool, as white as snow.” When the
Church described Him in the Canticles, she said, “His locks are bushy
and black as a raven’s.” How are we to understand this apparent dis-
crepancy? My brothers and sisters, 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
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never grow old, whose hair would always have the blackness of youth.
And do we not bless God that her view of Him was true? We can say of
Jesus, “You have the dew of Your youth.” But the Church of today 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 merely 1800 years
ago, but, before the daystar 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 in
tempest—before the lamps of heaven had been lit, when God dwelt alone
in His immensity, and the unnavigated waves of ether, if there were
such, had never been fanned by the wings of the seraph, and the solem-
nity 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 re-
jected of men, but we understand, too, what He meant when He said,
“Before Abraham was, | AM.” We know how He who died when but a little
more than 30 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 rev-
erence. 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 be-
hests, and lay their borrowed dignities at His feet? O Christian! Rejoice
that you serve one so venerable, so worthy to be praised; let your soul
join now in the song which rolls upward to His throne, “Unto Him who is,
and who was, and who is to come, the Alpha and the Omega, unto Him
be glory, and honor, and dominion, and power, forever and ever. Amen.”

“His eyes like flames of fire.” This represents Christ’s oversight of His
Church. As He is in the Church, the Ancient of Eternal Days, her ever-
lasting 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 discrimi-
nating! “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 prayers of the Churches, nor from her experience of
her needs, 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 need, or how to pray, yet He cannot only see, but He can
see with such discrimination, that He can tell precisely what your true
needs are, and what are only fancies of an unsanctified desire. “His eyes
like flames of fire.” Why you are in darkness and you see no light—but
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He is the light that lights every man who comes 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 so that 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 aright. 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 never a trial to the
church, there is never 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 needs,
but forever to fulfill your desires! Bow before Him, lay bare your heart,
hope not to conceal anything. Think it not necessary that you should ex-
plain anything—He sees and He knows, for His eyes are like flames of
fire.

“And His feet were like fine brass, as if they were refined 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. I think 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
shines in its 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 refined in a furnace. Now, we think that wherever
Christ is, there will be the fire of trial to His Church. I would never be-
lieve 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 imag-
ine we spoke the words of God; if we were always understood, we would
think that we spoke not those things which the carnal mind cannot re-
ceive! No, brethren, no—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
band—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 robe came down even to His 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,” they said, “is an anvil that has bro-
ken many hammers.” The Evil One smites her—she does not reply except
by suffering 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 be-

»
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ing 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 its strength.” I rejoice in this part of my
text. It comforts one’s soul when cast down and deeply tried. “His feet
were like fine brass, as if they were refined 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 win the prize,
And sailed through bloody seas?
No, I must fight if I would reign;
Increase my courage, Lord!
Pll bear the toil, endure the pain,
Supported by Your 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. You angels,
bow before Him! They hear the command—“And at the name of Jesus
every knee does bow of things in heaven.” It is a voice that is heard in
hell! You fiends, be stilll “Vex not My anointed. Do My prophets no
harm.” And there those hell hounds tug at their chains, longing to escape
from their imprisonment. It is a voice that is heard on earth, too; wherev-
er Christ is preached, wherever His cross is lifted up, there is there a
voice that speaks 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
clamors, who can hope that the still small voice of the ministry should be
heard? But it is heard! Across the Alleghenies, the voice of God’s minister
echoes; no 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 the truth of God. There is not a humble
village pastor standing in his pulpit to edify his feeble flock, who is not
thereby exerting an influence on all generations yet to come. The minis-
ter of Christ stands in the midst of the telegraphic system of the uni-
verse, and works it according to Jehovah’s will; all society is but a tremu-
lous 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 many a valley. China shall hear!
India must listen, even though their gods hear not, yet tremble! And fee-
ble though we are in ourselves, yet does God make us mighty to the pull-
ing down of strongholds, and He shall make us conquerors through His
divine grace!

If you could stand upon some exceedingly 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. Suppose we are standing on the loftiest summit while
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a tremendous storm sweeps o’er the whole. The sea roars and the full-
ness thereof—yes, 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 Arc-
tic, 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 hand-
ful of men; they may be in the glens of Piedmont; they may be found up-
on 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 it-
self trembles before it! Oh, how consolatory to the heir of heaven and to
the minister of Christ is the fact that His 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 dan-
ger. 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 are in danger, yet, if they
are Christ’s ministers, they 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 from there? Church of God, be it always 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. Brothers and sisters, pray for us! We are but like
twinkling stars at least, and He is as the sun that shines in its strength.
Ask Him to give us light; ask Him to keep us always burning; ask Him
that we may be as the pole-star guiding the slave to liberty; ask Him that
we may be as the stars that make the southern cross—that when the
mariner sees us, stars of Christ—he may see not each star individually,
but Christ manifested in beauteous form in the shining of all combined!
This shall be my portion today. “The seven stars were in His right hand.”
How many would like to quench the light of God’s ministers! Many criti-
cize; some abuse, more still misrepresent. I can scarcely say a sentence
in which I am not misconstrued, and I aver that I have often taken Cob-
bett’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 does it
matter? What does it mean? Still, if the stars make not glad the eyes of
men; if they are 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 your tranquil couches sleep the stars;
they look down upon your boisterous waves, and when you shall subside
in calm, and the clouds that have risen from your vapor have passed
away, be it the lone star or one of a constellation; it shall shine out yet
again, and smile on your placid waters, till you, O ocean, shall mirror the
image of that star, and you shall know that there is an influence—even
in that envied spark which you have sought to quench—to lead your
floods, and make them ebb, and make them flow, so that you shall be
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servant to one whom you thought to put out forever! The seven stars are
in Christ’s right hand.

I shall not detain you much longer, but we must finish this wonderful
description. “Out of His mouth went a sharp two-edged sword.” 1 have
looked at one or two old pictures in which the artists of the olden times
have tried to sketch this vision. I think it a most ridiculous thing to at-
tempt! 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, 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 some-
thing 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 Je-
sus! 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 comes out of Je-
sus’ lips against the hosts of our sins! When the Spirit of God comes in
all His power into our souls, what death He 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 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 exceed-
ingly, because I cannot preach as I would, and I think that surely the
Master’s message has had no effect among you. But it is perfectly mar-
velous how many here have been called by divine grace. | am each day
more and more astonished when I see high and low, rich and poor, no-
bles and peasants, moral and immoral alike, subdued before this con-
quering sword of Christ! I must tell it to the Master’s honor, to the Mas-
ter’s glory, “His own right hand has gotten Him the victory.” Here the
slain of the Lord have been many! Here has He glorified Himself in the
conversion of multitudes of souls!

But to conclude: “His countenance was as the sun that shines in its
strength.” How can [ picture this? Go abroad and fix your eyes upon the
sun if you can. Select the day of the year in which it is most in the zen-
ith, and then fix your steady gaze upon it. Does it not blind you? Are you
not overwhelmed? But mark—when you can gaze at that sun with un-
dimmed eyes, you shall even then have no power to look upon the coun-
tenance of Christ! What glory, what majesty, what light, what spotless-
ness, what strength!—“His countenance was as the sun that shines in its
strength.” Well may the angels veil their faces with their wings; well may
the elders offer vials full of sweet odors, that the smoke of their incense
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may be a medium through which they may see His face. And well may

you and I feel and say—
“The more His glories strike our eyes
The humbler we must lie.”

But, Jesus, turn Your face and look on us. It is midnight, but if You turn
Your face, it must be noon, for Your face is as the sun! Thick darkness
and long nights have overwhelmed our spirits, and we have said, “l am
shut out from the Lord forever!” Jesus! Turn Your face and we are trou-
bled no more! Sea of love, where all our passions rest, You circle, where
all our joys revolve! You center of our souls—shine and make us glad!
This sun, if we look at Him curiously to understand His glory, may blind
us—but if we look at Him humbly, that we may receive His light, He will
make our eyes stronger than they were, and shed sunlight into the thick-
est darkness of our despair!

Oh, Church of God! What do you say to Him who is your husband!
Will you not forsake your own kindred and your father’s house? Will you
not long to know Him more and more, and shall it not be your cry today,
“Mount Your chariot, Jesus! Mount Your chariot! Ride forth conquering
and to conquer! Show Your face, and the darkness of superstition must
melt before Your countenance. Open Your mouth, and let the two-edged
sword of Your Spirit slay Your foes! Come forth, Jesus, bear the seven
stars, and let them shine where light was never been before! Speak, Je-
sus, speak! And men will hear You, for Your voice is as the sound of
many waters. Come, Jesus come, even though You bring the burning
heat with You, and we, as Your feet glow in the furnace! Come, look on
us and burn up all our sins with those eyes of fire! Come, show Yourself,
and we will adore You, for Your head and Your hair are white like wool!
Come, manifest Yourself, and we will trust You with Your garment, Your
priestly garment. We will reverence You, and with Your golden band, we
will adore You, King of kings and Lord of lords! Come then, that we may
see You; that You may put the crown upon Your head, and the shout
may be heard—Hallelujah! Hallelujah! The Lord God Omnipotent
reigns!”

Adapted from The C. H. Spurgeon Collection, Version 1.0, Ages Software.
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THE EARNEST OF HEAVEN
NO. 358

A SERMON
DELIVERED ON SUNDAY MORNING, FEBRUARY 3, 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 inher-
itance is not a thing which is bought with money, earned by labor, or
won by conquest; if any man has an inheritance, in the proper sense of
that term, it came to him by birth; it was not because of any special mer-
it 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. Is it not written, “The captain of our salvation brings many
sons unto glory”? They come not there as servants; no servant has any
right to the inheritance of his master; let him be ever so faithful, yet he is
not his master’s heir. But, because you are sons—sons by God’s adop-
tion, sons by the Spirit’s regeneration—because by supernatural energy
you have been born-again—you become inheritors of eternal life, and you
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 is born-again, he cannot see the king-
dom of God”—that kingdom being an inheritance, but until he has the
new birth, he can have no claim to enter it. But, is it possible for us, pro-
vided that heaven is our inheritance, and we are God’s children—is it
possible for us to know anything whatever 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 eternally in the
bosom of their God? We are met at the outset with a rebuff which stag-
gers us—“Eye has not seen, nor ear heard, neither has entered into the
heart of man, the things which God has prepared for them who 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 has revealed
it unto us by His Spirit.” It is possible to look within the veil! God’s Spirit
can turn it aside for a moment, and bid us take a glimpse—though it is
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but a distant one—at that unutterable glory! There are Pisgahs even now
on the surface of the earth, from the top of which the celestial Canaan
can be beheld; there are hallowed hours in which the mists and clouds
are swept away, and the sun shines in its strength and our eyes, being
freed from their natural dimness, behold something of that land which is
very far off, and glimpse a little of the joy and blessedness which is re-
served 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 a man
something, I may give him land or property in pledge; but if I pay him a
part of the sum which I have promised, that is more than a pledge—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 has given them the graces of
the Spirit, He will give them the glory that results from there. But He is
more—He is a foretaste—He is a sweet ante past 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 beams
of the rising sun of eternal bliss; they have not merely a pledge for secu-
rity—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, experi-
ences, joys and feelings which prove that they shall be in heaven—which
do more, which bring heaven down to them, and make them already able
to guess in some measure what heaven must be! When 1 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 pledge and an earnest of
those eternal pains which are reserved for the impenitent—a dark sub-
ject—but, may God grant it may be for our profit and awakening.

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 | am constitu-
tionally idle, that I look upon heaven in the aspect of rest with greater de-
light 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, 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—

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

“There remains 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 care, all remorse, all thoughts of tomorrow, all strain-
ing 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,” says 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 the entire
world ungratified. You knew yourself to be pardoned, you felt yourself to
be an heir of heaven, and 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 take 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 has taken away, blessed be the name of the
Lord.” Your spirit floated along the stream of divine 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.”

No, 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, when-
ever we are quiet and at peace—“For we who 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 a river, and our righteousness like the wave of the sea—then we al-
ready know in some degree what heaven is! We have but to make that
peace deeper and yet more profound—Ilasting and more continual; we
have but to multiply it eternally, and we have obtained a noble idea of
the rest which remains 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 concern-
ing the angels, that “They rest not day and night.” 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 or 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 al-

Volume 7 WWW.Spurgeongems.org 3




4 The Earnest of Heaven Sermon #358

ways singing the eternal hallelujahs unto the great Jehovah that sits up-
on 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 eyes of
God. So shall it be with the people of God eternally; always singing—
never hoarse with music; always serving—never wearied with their ser-
vice. “They rest not day and night.” Have there ever been times with you,
when you have had both the pledge and the earnest of this kind of heav-
en? Yes, when we have preached once, and again, and again, and again
in one day, and some have said to me, “But the constitution will be de-
stroyed, 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? When 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 fa-
tigue? Just at this hour, our missionaries are engaged throughout Ja-
maica in a sweltering sun, preaching the Word. Perhaps there has never
been a more glorious revival than that which God has sent to that is-
land—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 I do not doubt but his testimo-
ny 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 weari-
ness; 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 foretaste of the rest and the service, too, which remains
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! God has so constituted the human heart that it loves society,
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and especially the renewed heart is so made that it cannot help com-
muning with all the people of God. I always say to my Strict Baptist
brothers and sisters 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 is a child of God, I do not
care what I may think about him—if I am a child of God I do commune
with him, and I must! 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 there—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 brothers and sisters in faith who have fallen before you, or
who have rather entered into rest before you. These shall be your com-
panions 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? Yes, 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 bickering
were driven out of doors, and we felt that we were one family, and did all
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 drink of that
well of Bethlehem which is on the other side the pearly gate of the Celes-
tial City!

4. | 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 has founda-
tions, and when they see prodigals return, they sing! Jesus calls together
His friends and His neighbors, and He says unto them, “Rejoice with Me,
for I have found the sheep which was lost.” The angels begin the theme;
the sacred fire runs through the host, and all the saints above take up
the strain! Listen how they sing before the throne, for it has just been
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whispered there of some Saul, “Behold, he prays.” Listen how their songs
get a new inspiration—how their eternal Sabbath seems to be Sabbatized
afresh, and “the rest” becomes more joyous 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
win. Is there anything like this on earth? Yes, there is when the Spirit of
God gives to us joy over sinners saved! The other evening, when some of
us sat in our Church meeting, what joy was there, when one after anoth-
er, 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 meet-
ings as the best nights we ever spent; when first one, and then another
has said, “I have been plucked as a brand from the burning,” and the
tale of divine grace has been told. And a third has stood up and said,
“And I, too, was once a stranger 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 conver-
sion of others, we have sometimes thought, than even over our own! It
has been such bliss while we have taken the hand of the convert, and the
tears have been in both eyes—when the word of gratitude has been spo-
ken, and Jesus Christ has been magnified by lips that once blasphemed
Him! My brothers 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 who 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 be-
lieve, that the joy we felt when sinners have been converted, has been an
earnest and a pledge that we shall be partakers of the same joy in heav-
en!

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 commen-
taries—you opened them, and you found that you might inquire 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 those that are dark more mysterious than they were 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 to some one book, that
one is worth reading; when a man has taken up, as some have done, the
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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, dis-
appointed, 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.” You prayed over it. While you were pray-
ing, some one word in the text seemed to lift itself right out of the con-
nection, 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 fol-
lowed, 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 con-
verted ourselves; but we heard a discourse one day in which some sen-
tences 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 car-
ried out, and God the Holy Spirit applied! And we found ourselves, all of
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 stat-
ed, and did not understand! The joy of that advance in knowledge, by
God’s grace, was exceedingly 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—
when they were burnt into me, as John Bunyan says—burnt as with a
hot iron into my soul. And I can remember how I felt | had grown all of a
sudden from a baby into a man—that I had made progress in Scriptural
knowledge, from having got a hold, once and for all, of the clue to the
truth of God! Well, now, in that moment when God the Holy Spirit in-
creased your knowledge, and opened the eyes of your understanding, you
had the earnest that you shall one day see—not through a glass darkly—
but face to face, and by-and-by 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, you have achieved a victory over
your lusts—whenever after hard struggling, you have had a temptation
dead at your feet—you have had in that day and hour a foretaste of the
joy that awaits you, when the Lord shall shortly tread Satan under your
feet! That victory in the first skirmish is the pledge and the earnest of the
triumph in the last decisive battle. If you have overcome one foe, you
shall overthrow them all; if the walls of Jericho have been dismantled, so
shall every fort be carried, and you shall go up a conqueror over the ru-
ins thereof. And when, believer, you have known your security in
Christ—when you have been able to say, “I know that my Redeemer lives,
and I am persuaded that He is able to keep that which I have committed
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to Him”"—when you have felt sure that earth and heaven might die, but
His 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!

Impressed on His heart it remains

In marks of indelible grace”;

when you have put your foot upon the rock and feel that you stood se-
curely, 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 is yours, when you are beyond gunshot of the in-
fernal fiend—beyond even the howling of the infernal dog! O Christian,
there are many windows to heaven through which God looks down on
you; and there are some windows through which you may look up to
Him. Let these past enjoyments be guarantees of your future bliss! Let
them be to you as the grapes of Eshcol were to the Jews in the wilder-
ness—they were the fruit of the land—and when they tasted them, they
said, “It is a land that flows with milk and honey.” These enjoyments are
the products of Canaan; they are handfuls of heavenly flowers thrown
over the wall; they are bunches of heaven’s spices, brought to you by an-
gel hands across the stream. Heaven is full of joys like these. You have
but a few of them; heaven is full with them. There your golden joys are
but as stones, and your most precious jewels are as common as the peb-
bles of the brook! Now you drink drops, and they are so sweet that your
palate does not soon forget them; but there you shall put your lips to the
cup and drink and never drain it dry. There you shall sit at the wellhead
and drink as much as you can draw, and draw as much as you can de-
sire. Now you see the glimmerings of heaven, as a star twinkling from
leagues of distance; follow that glimmering, and you shall see heaven no
more as a star, but as the sun which shines in its strength!

7. 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 say, to those who understand not spiritual mysteries,
to be as one who dreams. There are moments when the child of God has
real fellowship with the Lord Jesus Christ. You know what fellowship be-
tween man and man means. There is as real a fellowship between the
Christian and Christ. Our eyes can look on Him. 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!
Today your head may lean upon the Savior’s bosom; today 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! I speak what I know and testify what I have
seen, and what many of you have seen and known, too. There are mo-
ments with the believer, when, whether in the body or out of the body, he
cannot tell—God knows—but this he knows—that Christ’s left hand is
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under his head, and His right hand does embrace him. Christ has 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 believ-
ers, when they have been in this state, could say with the spouse, “Stay
me with apples, comfort me with flagons, for I am love sick.” 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 at His feet as dead.” A sacred faintness
overcomes my soul; I die—I die to prove the fullness of m redeeming love,
the love of Christ to me! Oh, these seasons! Talk not of feasts, you son of
mirth! Tell us not of music, you 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 away all
earthly joys I have—this joy shall well content my soul! Let the hot sun of
tribulation dry up all the brooks; this fresh spring shall fill my cup full to
the brim—yes, 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 ecstat-
ic foretaste and earnest of the joys of heaven! Do not forget this, Chris-
tian! If you have ever known Christ, heaven is yours; and when you have
enjoyed Christ, you have learned a little of what the bliss of futurity shall
be!

8. I do not doubt, also, that on dying beds men get foretastes of heav-
en 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 of
God 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, says 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 would be scarcely lawful for us to utter here. It
needs the stillness of the robin—the solemn silence of the last hour—the
failing eyes, the chinked utterances, the pale thin hands, to put a soul
into their utterances. I remember when a Christian brother, who had of-
ten preached the gospel with me, was sorely sick and dying. He was sud-
denly smitten with blindness, which was a first monition of the approach
of death, and he said to me—

“And when you see my eye strings break,
How sweet my moments roll;

A mortal paleness on my cheek,
But glory in my soul!”
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He 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
feeling how well the poet must have foreseen a death like his! Yes, there
are mystic syllables that have dropped from the lips of dying men that
have been priceless 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! Help us! With all solemnity, I ut-
ter a few sentences upon THE BLACK REVERSE OF THE JOYOUS PIC-
TURE I HAVE PRESENTED TO YOU.

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 forever. 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 forever fly.”

Can we tell what that world of woe is? In vain do we talk to you about
the pit of hell that is bottomless, and the fire that never can be quenched,
and the worm that dies not. These are but images, and images which are
used so often, that we fear they are almost threadbare in your estima-
tion, and you will scarcely give an ear to them! Listen, then, if you are
this day without God, and without Christ in the world. You have in your-
self a few sparks of that eternal fire; you have already been singed