but Nebuchadpezzar thundered
it dowx. Zerruﬁabe]’s temple had
stood there, but that had heen pros-
trated. Then Herod built atemple,
because he was fond of great arehi-
tecture, und he wanted the preced-
ing temples to seem insignificant.
Put eight or’ ten modern cathedrals
togethier, and they would not equal
that. structure It covered nivety
acres. There were marble piliars
supporting roofs of cedar, dnd siiver
tables on which stood golden cups,
and there were carvings exqui-
site  aud  iuseriptions regplen-
dent, glttering balugtrades and
ornamental gateways. The huild-
ing of thig temple kept ten
thousand workmen busy for forty-
six years. Stupendous pile of
pomp and magnificence! But the
material and architectural grandeur
of the building were very tame
compared with the spiritual mean-
ing of its altars and holy of holies,
and thedverwhelming significance
of ity ceremonies.

Bpeaking of this old city, all other
facts are eclipsed when we think
that near liere our blessed Liord was
korn, that up and down the streeta
of thise¢ity He walked, and that in
the outskirts of it He died.
Here was His only day of triumph

and His nassassination. One day
this old Jerusalem 8 at the
tiptop of exgitement. Christ bas

been doing some remarkahle works
and asserting very high authority.
The pulice-court has iesued papers
for His arrest, for thisthing must be
astopped, as the very .government is
imperiled. News comes that last
night this ptranger arrived at a su-
burban village and that He is stop-
piug at the house of a man whom
He ha | resuscitated after four duys
sepulture. Well, the people rusl
into the streefts, some with the
idea of helping in the arrest
of this stranger when He arrives.
and others expecting that on the
morrow He will come intoe the
town and by some supernatural
force cast the municipal and
roy«l authorities ard take every-
thing in His own hands. They
pour out of the eity gatea until the
srocession reaches to the village.
They come all rounid about the
house where thestranger is stopping
aml peer into thedoeors and wiudows
that they may get one glimpse of
Him or hear the hum of His voice.
The police dare not make the arrest,
because He lins somehow won the
affections of the people. Oh, it is
a lively aight in yonder Bethany!
The heretofore quiet village is filled
with uproar, and outcry, and loud
discudsion about the strange acting
countrymen. I do not think there
was any sleep that night in that houge
where the stranger was stopping.
Although He came in weary He
finds no rext, though for oneein His
lifetime He had a pillow. The
molning dawns, the olive gardens
wave in the light. and ail n=long
yonder road, reaching over the top
of Olivet toward this city, there iz a
vast swaying crowd of wondering

ople. The excitement around
the donr of the cottage is wihl ag the
stranger steps out heside an un-
broken enlt that had pever been

mounted, and after His friends had |i#8in, and very delicate; His face | mouytain, and
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strewn their garments on the beast
for a saddle the Savior mounts it,
and the popuiace, excited and shout~
ing and feverish, push on back to-
wards the city of Jerusalem.
Let none jeer now or secoff
at this rider, o0r the popu-
lage will trample him uvnder
foot in an instant. There is one
long shout for two miles, and as far
| as the eye can reach are seen wav-
[inga of deinonstrations and ap-
proval. There is something in the
|rider’s vigage, something in His
majestic hrow, something in His
princely behavior that stirs up the
enfhusinsm of the people. They
run np against the beast and try to
pull the rider off into their arms and
carry on their snoulders the illustri-

ous stranger. The populace are so
excited that they hardly know
what  to do with themselves.

Bome rush up tothe roadside trees
and wrench off branches and
throw them in his way; others
doff their garments—though they
be new and cortly--and spread them
for a earpet for the congqueror to ride
over, ““Hosanna!'’cry the people
| at the foot of the hill. ‘*Hosannal!*?
| answer the people all up and down
the mountain. The procession has
now reached the border of yon
QOlivet.” A magnificent prospect
ieaches out iu every direction—
vineyards,olive groves, jutting rock,
silverly Siloam and, above all, ris-
ing on its throne of hills, this most
honored eity ot all theearth, Jerusa-
lem! Christ there, in the midst of
the proeession, looks off and sees
her fortressed gates, yonder the cir-
cling wall, and here the towers
blizing in the sun, Phasa-
|c]us and Mariamme. Yonder
is  Hippicus, the king’s castle.
Looking along in the range of the
| larger branch of that olive tree, you
ave the mansions of the merchant
'princes. Through this cleft in the
limestone rock you see the palace of
the richest traflickerinall the earth,

i He has made his money by selling

Tyrian purple. Beholl now  the
temple! Clouds of smoke lifting
from the shimmering roof, while the
buildin: rises up beautitul, grand,
majestic, the architectural skill and
glory of the earth lifting themselves
there in one triumphant doxology,
the frozem prayer of all pations.
The crowd locked around to see
exhileration and  transport  in
| the face of Christ. Oh, no! Qut
| from amid the gates, the downes,
and the palaces there arose a vision
of this eity’s sin, and of this rity’s
doom, which obliterated the land-
seape from horizon to horizon, and
heburat into tears eryivg, ¢0 Jerusa-
| lemy, Jerusalem!? Butthat was the
only day of pomp that Jesus saw in
and around this oity. Yet He
walked its streets, the loveliest and
most majestic Being the workl cver
saw or ever will'see. I'ublius Sen-
tilus, lu a letter to the Roman Ben-
ate, describes him -as “a man of
stature somewhat tall, his hair the
color of a chestnut fully ripe,dplain
to the ears, whence downuward it ig
more  orient. curling and wav-
g ahout the shoulders; in the
midst of His forehead is a seam,
or partition of His hair; forehead
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without spot or wrinkle, a lively
red; His nose and mouth so forked
that nothing can be represented;
His beard thick, in color like His
hair— not very long; His eyes gray,
quick and clear.’” He mus! diel
The French army in Italy found a
brags plate on which was a copy of
His death warrant signed by John
Zerubbabel, Raphael Robani, Daniel
Robani and Capet.

Bometimes men on the way to the
scaffold have been rescued by the
mob. Nosuch attempt was made in
this case, for the mob were against
him. From nine in the morning tili
three in the afternoon Jesus hung
dying in the outskirts of this eity.
It was a seene of blood. We areso
constituted that nothing is so exeit-
ing as blood. It is wuot the child’s
ery in the streets that soarouges you
as the crimson dripping from his
lips. In the dark hall, seeing the
finger marls of blood on the plaster-
ing, you cry, “What terrible deed
has been done here?” Lookingupon
this suspended virtim of the cross,
we thrill with the sight of blvod—
biood dripping from thorn and
pail, blood rushing from his cheeks,
blood saturating his garments,
hlood gnthering in a pool beneath.
It is called ap honor to have inone’s
veins the blood of the house of
Stuart, or of the house of Hapsburg.
Is it nothing when I point you to
the outpouring blood of the King of
the universe?

In England the name of Henry
was so great that its honors were
divided among different reigns. It
wag Henry the First, and Henry
the Second, and Henry the Third,
and Henry the Fourth, and Henry
the Fifth. In France the name of
Loujs was so favorably regarded that
it was Louis the First. Louls the
Becond, Liouis the Third, and so on.
But the King who walked thege
streeta was Christ the First, Christ
the Last, and Christ the Only. He
reigned before the Czar mounted
the throne of Russia, or the throne
of Germany was lifted, “King eter-
nal, King lmmortal.”?

Tell it now to all the earth and to
|a,].l the heavens—Jesus, our King,
ig sick with His last sicliness. Let
| couriers carry the swift dispatch.
His pains are worse;He is breathing
a last groan; through His body
quivers the last angulsh; the King
in dying; the King is dead! Tt is
royal bleod. It is said that some
religionists make too much of the
humanity of Christ. T respond that
we make too little, If some Roman
surgeon, standing nnder the cross,
had caught one crop of bleod on his
tiand ana analyzed it, it would have
been found to have the same plasina,
the same digk, the same fibren,
the same albumen. [t was unmis-
takXally human blond. It is » man
that hiangs there. His bones are of
the same material as ours; hisnerves
are sensitive like oura. If it were
an angel twing despoiled I would
not feel it so much, for it belongs to
a different order of being. Buti my
Saviour is a man, aud my whole
sympathy is aroused. T ean imagine
how the spikes felt—how hot the

temples burned -— what deathly
‘| sickuess  seized his  heart—how
city, and mob



