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but ezar thundered
it dowl temple had
stood there but that had been pros-
tratedtra teti aben herod bubuiltI1 it a temple
because liehe was rondfood of great archi-
tecturetec ture and he wanted the preced-
ing temples to seeniseem insignificant
put eight or I1 ten modern cathedrals
together and they would not equal
that structure it covered ninety
acres there were marble pillars
supporting roofs of cedar and silver
tables on which stood golden cups
and there were carvings exqui-
site and inscriptions resplen-
dent glittering balustrades and
ornamental gateways thealie build-
ing of this 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 the overwhelming significance
of its ceremonies

speaking of this old city all other
facts are eclipsed when we think
thatthai near lierehere our blessed lord was
born that up and down the streets
of this city he walked and that in
the outskirts of it he died
here was his only layday of triumph
and his assassination one layday
thisthia old jerusalem is at the
tiptop of excitement christ has
been doing some remarremarkablekahle works
and asserting very high authority
the police court has issued papers
for his arrest for this tilingthing must be
stopped as the very government is
imperiled news comes that last
night this stranger arrived at a su-
burban village and that he is stop
ping at the house of a man whomengliee ha I1 resuscitated after four days
sepulturere well the people rush
into the streets some with the
idea of helping in the arrest
of this stranger when he arrives
and others expecting that on thith
morrow he will come into the
town and by some supernatural
force cast the municipal and
royal authorities andaad take every-
thing in his own hands thethey
pour out of the city gates until the
processionicess on deacreacheses to thehe vivillairevil laigeage
theyhey come all round about the
houseouse where the stranger Is stopping
antianil peer into the doors and windows
that they may get one glimpse ofif
him or hear the hum of his voice
the police dare not make the arrest
because he lipsbs somehow won the
affections of the people oh it is
a lively night in yonder BethibarthanyBr thany
the heretofore quiet village is filled
with uproar and outcry and loud

about the strange acting
Countcountrymentymen I1 do notnoi think there
was any sleep that night i n that househoup
where the stranger was stopping
although he came in weary he
finds no rest though for once in his
lifetime he had a pillow the
morning dawns the olive gardens
wave in the light and all along
yonder road reaching over the top
of olivet toward this city there is a
vast swaying crowd of wondering
people the exciteexcitementmeni around
thethe door of the cottage is wild as the
stranger steps out beside an un-
broken colt that had never been
mounted and after his friends had

strewn their garments on the bentbeast
for a saddle the savior mounts it
and the populace excited and shout-
ingI1 ng and feverish push on back to-
wards the city of jerusalem
let none jeer now or scoff
at this rider or the popu-
lace will trample him under
foot in an instant there tois one
long shout for two miles and as far
as the eye can reach are seenbeen dav
ings of demonstrations and ap-
proval theretothere is something in the
riders visage something in his
majestic brow something indisin his
princely behavior that stirs up the
enthusiasm of the people they
run uplip against the beast and try to
pull the rider off into their arms and
carry on their shoulders the illustri-
ous stranger the populace are so
excited thatthai they hardly know
what to do with themselves
some rush up roaroadsidedolde trees
and wrench off branches and
throw them in his way others
doff their garments though they
be new and costly and spread them
for a carpet for the conqueror to ride
ovar hosannahHos annal elzry the people
at the foot of the hill hosanna
answer the people all up and down
the mountain the procession has
now reached the border of yon
olivet A magnificent prospect
reaches out in every direction
vivineyards oliveve groves jutting rock

verly siloam and above all ris-
ing on its throne of hills this most
honored city of all theearth jerusal-
em christ there in the midst of
the procession looks off and sees
her fortressesfor gates yonder the cir-
cling wall and here the towers
blazingbl izing in the sun
clusaclus and mariamneMariammelamme yonder
is Hip the kingss castle
looking along in the range of the
larger branch of that olive tree you
seeaee the mansions of the merchant
princes through this cleft in the
limestone rock you see the palace of
the richest trafficker in all the earth
he has made his money by selling
hyrian purple behold now the
temple clouds of smoke lifting
from the shimmering roof while the

rises up beautiful grand
majestic the architectural skill andana
glory of the earth lifting themselves
therein one triumphant doxology
the frozen prayer of all nations
the crowd looked around to see
exhilaration and transport in
the face of christ oh nolno out
from amid the gates the domes
and the palaces there arose a vision
of this cites BID and of this citycitesIs
doom which obliterated the land-
scape from horizon to horizon and

into tears crying 0 O jerusa-
lem jejerusalemrusa leml but that was the
only day of pomp that jesus saw in
and around this city yet he
walked its streets the loveliest and
most majestic being the world ever
paw or ever will see publius sen

in a letter to the roman sen-
ate describes him as a man of
stature somewhat tall his hair the
color of a chestnut fullyailcy ripe plainlain
to the ears w whencehence dow nw ard it is18

more orient circlingcirett fling and wav-
ing about the shoulders in the
midst of his forehead is a seam
or partipartitiontiou of his hair forabforeheadad
plainlain and very delicate his face

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 mustmug dieldie
the french army in italy found a
brass plate on which was a copy of
his death warrant signed by john
Zerub babel raphael bobani daniel
grobani and capet

sometimes men on the way to the
scaffold have been rescued by the
mob no such attempt was made in
this case for the mob were against
him from nine in the morning till
three in the afternoon jesus hung
dying in the outskirts of this city
it was a scene of blood we are so
constituted that nothing is so excit-
ingIngaas blood it is not the childschilda
cry in the streets that so arouses you
as the crimson dripping from iliahis
lips in the darkdarc hall seeing the
magerfinger marks of blood ouon the plaster
ing you cry what terrible deed
has been done here 11 looking upon
this suspended victim of the cross
we thrill with the sight of blood
blood dripping from thorn and
nail blood rushingrus liing from his cheeks
blood saturating his garments
blood gathering in a pool beneath
it is called an honor to have in ones
veins the blood of the housebouse of
stuart or of the house of hapsburg
Is it nothing when I1 point you to
the outoutpouringPOaring 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
was henry the first and henry
the second and henry the third
and henry the fourth and henry
the fifth in france the name of
louis was so favorably regarded that
it was louis the first louis the
second louis the third and so on
but the king who walked these
streets was christ the first christ
the last and christ the only he
reigned before the czar mounted
the throne of russiaRussi ortheor the throne
of germany was lifted king eter-
nal king immortal 11II

tell it now to all the earth and to
all the heavensbeavens jesus our king
is sick with his last sickness let
couriers carry the swift dispatch
his pains are wor is breathing
a last groan through his body
quivers the last anguish the king t

is ddyingidythethe king is dead I1 itisit is
royaroyal blood it is said that some
religionreli gioi lists make too much of the
humanity of christ I1 respond that
we make too little if some roman
surgeon standing under the crowcross
hadbad caught one crop of blood on hishii
hand andana analyzed it it would have
been found to have the same plasma
the same disk the same fibben
the same albumen it was unmis-
takably human bloodblond it is a man
that hangs there his bones are of
the same material as ours his nerves
are sensitive like ours if it were
an angel being despoiled I1 would
bot feel it so much for it belongs to
a different order of being but my
saviour is a man and my whole
sympathy lois aroused I1 can imagine
how the spikes felt how hot the
temples burned what deathly
sickness seized hisbis heart how
mountain and city and mob


