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. BLAST OF THE TRUMPET AGAINST FALSE PEACE,

A Sermon

Drriverep oN SaBBATH MorNiNG, FEBRUARY 26TH, 1860, BY THE

REV. C. H. SPURGEON,

. AT EXETER HALL, STRAND,

‘¢ Peace, peace, when there is no peace.”—Jeremiah vi, 14,

MiniSTERS are fearfully guilty if they intentionally build up men in a false peace.
I cannot imagine any man more greatly guilty of blood than he who plays jackal to
the lion of hell, by pandering to the depraved tastes of vain, rebellious man. The
physician who should pamper a man in his disease, who should feed his cancer, or
1nject continual poison into the system, while at the same time he promised sound
health and long life—such a physician would not be one half so hideous a monster of
cruelty as the professed minister of Christ who should bid his people take comfort, when,
instead thereof, he ought to be crying, ‘“ Woe unto them that are at ease in Zion :
be troubled, ye careless ones.” The werk of the ministry is no child’s play ; it is a
labour which might fill an angel’s hands—did fill the Saviour’s heart. Much prayer
we need that we may be kept honest, and much grace that we may not mislead the
souls whom we are bound to guide. The pilot who should pretend to steer a ship
toward its proper haven, but who should meanwhile occupy himself below with boring
holes in her keel that she might sink, would not be a worse traitor than the man who
takes the helm of a church, and professes to be steering it towards Christ, wl_ﬁle all
the while he is ruining it by diluting the truth as it is in Jesus, concealing un-
palatable truths, and lulling men into security with soft and flattering words. We
might sooner pardon the assassin who stretches forth his hand under the guise
of friendship, and then stabs us to the heart, than we could forgive the man who
comes towards us with smooth words, telling us that he 1s God’s amb&ssac}oy, b}lt all
the while foments rebellion in our hearts, and pacifies us while we are living 1n re-
volt against the majesty of heaven. In the great day when J chovah shall launch his
thunderbolts, methinks he will reserve one more dread and terrible thgn the rest, for
some arch-traitor to the cross of Christ, who has not only destroyed himself, but led
others into hell. _ _

The motive with these false prophets is an abominable one. ~Jeremiah tells us it was
an evil covetousness, They preached smooth things because the peOple'would have 1t
80 ; because they thus brought grist to their own mill, and glory to their own names.
Their design was abominable, and without doubt, their end shall be desperate—cast
away with the refuse of mankind. These who professed to })e the precious sons of
Grod, comparable to fine gold, shall be esteemed as earthen pitchers, the work of the
hands of the potter. L. 1t

But, my dear hearers, it is a lamentable fact, that without any hlrelmg-shephe&‘h 0
cry, ‘“ Peace, peace, when there is no peace,” men will cry that‘for themselves.ﬁd ey
nced not the syren song to entice them to the rocks of presumption and rash con enc;ﬂ-
Tlere is a tendency in their own hearts tq put bitter for sweet and sweet for bitter—to
think well of their evil estate and foster themselves in proud concelt. No man 1sheve(11'
too severe with himself. We hold the scales of justice with a very‘}mstead_y " all 3
when our character is in the balance. We are too ready to say, I amric ?‘)‘f
Increased in goods,” when at the same time we are naked, and poor, and n;l:iem e(i
Let men alone, let no deluder seek to deceive them, huS!l for ever every,l 3€ aelilt
tempting voice, they will themselves, impelled by their own pride, run to an evil conceit,
and make themselves ot ease, though God himself is in arms against them.
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A TTAST OF TIHE TRUMPET AGAINST FALSE PE.ACE,

My solawin business this morning shall be, and O may God help me in it, to
drag torth to the licht some of you who have been pacifying your oWn consciences,
and have been crying, ‘ Peace, peace, when there is no peace.”

It is no uncommon thing with me to meet with people who say, < Well, I am happy
enough. My conscience never troubles me. I believe if I were to die I should go to
heaven as well as anybody else.”” I know that those men are lLiving 1n the com-
mission of glaring acts of sin, and T am sure they could not prove their innocence even
before the bar of man ; yet will these men look you in the face and tell you that they
are not at all disturbed at the prospect of dying. They laugh at death as though it
were but a scene in a comedy, and joke at the grave as if they could leap in and out of
it at their pleasure. Well, gentlemen, I will take you at your word, though I don’t
believe you. I will suppose you have this peace, and I will endeavour to account for it
on certain grounds which may render it somewhat more difficult for you to remain in it.
I do pray that God the Holy Spirit may destroy these foundations, and pull up these
bulwarks of yours, and make you feel uneasy in your consciences and troubled in
your minds ; for un-case is the road to ease, and disquiet in the soul is the road to the
true quiet. To be tormented on account of sin is the path to peace, and happy shall 1
be if I can hurl a fire-brand into your hearts this morning; if I shall be able, like
Samson, to turn at least some little foxes loose into the standing corn of your seli-
conceit and set your heart in a blaze.

1. The first person I shall have to deal with this morning, 1s the man who has peace
because he spends his life in a ceaseless round of gaiety and frivolity. You have scarcely
come from one place of amusement before you enter another. You are always planning
some excursion, and dividing the day between one entertainment and another. You
know thateyou are never happy except you are in what you call gay society, where the
frivolous conversation will prevent you from hearing the voice of your conscience. In
the morning you will be asleep while God’s sun is shining, but at night you will be
spending precious time in some place of foolish, if not lascivious mirth. Like Saul,
the deserted king, you have an unquiet spirit and therefore you call for music, and it
hath its charms, doubtless, charms not only to soothe the stubborn breast, but to still
a stubborn conscience for awhile, but while its notes are carrying you upwards towards
beaven, in some grand composition of a master author, 1 beseech you never to forget
that your sins are carrying you down to hell. If the harp should fail you, then you call
for Nabal’s feast. There shall be a sheep shearing, and you shall be drunken with wine,
until your souls become as stolid as a stone. And then you wonder that you have
peace. What wonder! Surely any man would have peace when his heart has become
as hard as a stone. What weathers shall it feel ¢ What tempests shall move the stub-
born bowels of a granite rock ? You sear your consciences, and then marvel that they
feel not. Perhaps too, when both wine and the viol fail you, you will call for the
dance, and the daughter of Herodias shall please Herod, even though John the Bap-
tist’s head should pay its deadly price. Well, well, if you go from one of these scenes
to another, I am at no loss to solve the riddie that there should be with you, ‘‘Peace,
peace, when there is no peace.”

And now sit for your portraits, and I will paint you to the life. A company of
idolaters are gathered together around an hideous image. There sits the blood-delight-
ing Moloch. He is heated hot. The fire blazes in his brazen centre, and a child is
about to be put into his arms to be burnt to ashes. The mother and father are present
when the offspring of their own loins is to be immolated. The little one shrieks with
terror ; its little body begins to consume in this desperate heat. Waill not the parents
hear the cry of their own flesh, and listen to the wailings of the fruit of their own
bowels ?  Ah, no, the priests of Moloch will prevent the appeal of nature! Sounding
their drums and blowing their trumpets with all their might they drown the cries of
this poor immolated victim. It is what you are doing! Your soul is the victim to
Satan ! 1t is being destroyed now ; and if you would but listen to its cries, if you would
give yourself a little quiet, you might hear your poor soul shrieking, *“ O/ do not
destroy me : put not away from me the hope of mercy ; damn me not; send me not down
to hell.,” These are shricks that might penetrate your spirit, and startle you into
wisdom. But no, you beat your drums, and sound your trumpets, and you have your
dance a,lhd your merriment, that the noise of your poor soul may be hushed. Abh, sirs!
there will be a day when you will have to hear your spirit speak. When your cups
are empty, and not a drop of water can be given to your burning tongue—when your
music has ceased, and the doleful ‘‘Miserere” of wailing souls shall be yor- Black
Sanctus,—when you shall be launched for ever into a place where merriment ana mirth
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