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JERUSALEN.

“0O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, thou
that killest the prophets!’? This
exclamation bhurst f{rom the lips
of Christ as He came in sigh
of this great ecity; and, although
things have marvelously chang-
ed, who can think of Jerusal-m
today without having its mighty
past roll over on him, and ordinary
utterance must give place for the
exclamatory as we cry, ‘O Jerusa-
lem, Jerusalem!” The procession
of kings, conq terors, poets and im-
mortal men and women pass before
me as [ write these lines. Among
the throng are Solomon, David and
Christ. Yes, through these
streets and amid these surround-

and royalty shall have no dominion,
wealth no luxury, gold no glitter,
song no melody, light vo radiauce,
eraters no gleam, birds no plumage,
upholstery no gorgeousness, archi-
tecture no grandeur, but it was all
hie.

HWell,’* you say, ““if there is any
man happy, he ought to he.’> But
I hear iim coming outof the palice,
and see his rohes actually encrusted
with jewels, as he stands in the
front and looks out upon the vast
domain. What does he say?” King
Solomon. great is your doniinfon,
great iz your lhonor, vreat
is  your joy? No. While
standing here amidst all the
splendor. the tears start, and his
heart hreaks anid he exelaims: -*Van-

ings rode Solomon, that wonder of | ity of vanities; all is vanity.” Whatl

splendor and wretchedness. [t
seemed as if the world exhausted
itself on that man. It wove its
brightest flowers into his garland.
[t set its richieat gems in his coronet.
[t pressed the rarest wine to his lips.
[ rohed him in the purest purple and
embroidery. [t cheered him with
the sweetest music in that land of
harps. 1t greeted him with the
gladdest laughter that ever Jeaped
from mirth’s lip. It sprinkled his
cheek with spray from the brightest
fountains, Royalty had wuo do-
minion, wealth no laxury, gold no
glitter, flowers mo pweetness, song
no melody, light no radiance, up-
holstery no gorgeousness, waters
no gleam, hirds no plumage, arehi-
tecture no grandeur but it was all
his. Across the thick grass of the
lawa, fragrant with tufts of cam-
phire from Euzedi fell the long
shadows of trees brought from dis-
tant forests. Fishpools fed by
artificial channels that brought the
streams fron hillafar away, were
perpetually ruffled with fins, and
golden scales shet from water cave
to water cave with en tless dive and
swirl, attracting the gaze of foreign
tentates. Birds that had been
uglit fromn  foreign avairies flut-
tered among the foliage, and calied
_to their mates far beyond the
aen. Fromn the royal stables there
‘eame up the nelghing of 12,000
horses, staudinz in  blankets of
Tyrian purple, chewing their bits
over troughs of gold, waiting for the
king’s order to be brought vut in
front of the palace, when the official
dignitaries would leap into the sad-
dle for sume grand parade, or, har-
nessed to some of the 1400 chariots
of the king, the fiery chargers, with
flaunting sane and throbbing nos-
tril, would make the earth jar with
tramp of hoofs and the thunder of
wheels. While within and without
the palace you could not think of a
single luxury that could be added,
or a sinygle splendor that eonid be
kindled; down on the banks of the
sex thedry docks of Zion-geber rung
with the hammers of the ship-
wrights, who were constructing larg-
er vessels for a still wider commerce,
for all lands and climes were to be
rohbed to make up Solomon’s glory,
No rest till his keels shall cut every
sed, his axmen hew every forest, his
archers strike every rare wing, his
fishermen whip every stream, his
nierehants trade in every bazar, his
iwume be honored by every tribe;

Solumon not happy yet yet? No,
not happy. The honors and emolu-.
ments of this world bring s0 mauy
cares with them that they bring
also torture and disquietude. Pha-
ronh sits om one of the highest
earthly eminences, yet he is miser
able lecause there are some people
in his realm that do not want
any longer to make bricks.
The head of Edward I. aches
under his erown because the people
will not pay the taxes, and Liewel-
Iyn,” Prince of Wales, will not do
him homage, and Wallace wili bea
herp. Frederick William 1{1, of
Prussia is miserable because France
wants to take the Prussian pro-
vinces. The world is not large
enough for Louis X1 V. and William
L1T. The ghastliest suflering, the
most shriveling fear, the most rend-
ing jealousies, the most gigantic
disquietude, have walsed amidst
obsequious  eourtiers, and been
clothed in royal apparel and set on
judgment seats of power.

[f wealth and wisdom could have
satisfied a map, Solomon would
have been satisfied. To say
that Solomon was a millionaire
gives but a very imperfect idea of
the property he inherited fromn
David, his father. He had at his
eommand gold to the value of six
hundred and eighty miliion pounds,
and he had silver to the value of one
hillion, twenty-nine million, three
hundred and seventy-seven pounds.
The Queen of Sheba made him a
nice little present of seven hundred
and twenty thousand pounds, and
Hiram made him a present of the
same amount. If he had lost the
value of 1 whole realm out of his
pocket, it would hanrdly hiave been
worth his while to stoop down and
pick it up. He wrote one thou-
sand and five sougs. He wrote
three thousand  proverbs. He
wrote about almost everything.
The Bible says distinetly, he
wrote ahout plants, from the
cadar of Lebanon to the hyssop
that groweth out of the wall, and
about birds and beasts and fishes.
No doubt he put off' his royal robes
and put en hunter’s trapping, and
went out with his arrows to bring
down the rarest specimers of birds;
and then hecame back to his study
and wrote about zoology, the seience
of anfinalg; and then with his fish-
ing apparatus he went down to the
stream to bring up the denizens of
the deep, rnd afterwanda wrofe
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about ichthyologie, the science of
fishies; and then plunged intw the
forest and found the rarest speci-
mens of fiowers, and then wrote
about botany, the science of plants.
Yet, notwithstanding all his wis-
domy and wealth, behiold his wretel)-

Uness, and let him passon. Did
any other city ever beholl so woun-
derful a man? 0, Jerusalem, Jeru-
salem!

But here passes through these
streets, as 1n imagination | see him,
quite as wonderful and a far better
man. David the congqueror, the
king, the poet; David great for
power and great for grief He was
wrapped upin his bey Absalom. He
was n splendid boy, judged from
the rules of worldly eriticism. From
the crown of his head to the soles
of his feet there was not a single

blemish. The Bible says that be
had such a luxuriant shoek of
hair that when once a year it

waa ahort, what was cut off weighed
over three pounds. But notwith-
standing &l his brilliancy of ap-
aralce, he was a bad boy, and
roke his father’s heart. He was
plotting to get the throne of Israel.
He had warshalled an army toover-
throw his father’s goverpment. The
day of battle had come; the ¢onflict
was begun. David, the father, eat
between the gates of the palace
waiting for the tidings of the con-
flict. Oh, how rapldly bhis heart
Leat with emotion! Two great ques.
tivns were to be decided—the safety
of his boy, sl the continuance of
the throne of Israel. After a while

a servant staudlog on the top
of the house looks off aud
gees somieonRe  runoing. He is

traveling at great specd, and the
man ou the top of the house an-
nounces the coming of the niessen-
ger,  The father watches and waits,
and as soon as the messenger from
the field of battle is within hailing
distance the father cries out. s it
a question 1n regard to the establish-
ment of his throne? Does e say:
“Have the armies of Tarael been
victorious? Am I to eoutinue in
my imperial authority? Have [
overthrown my enemies??? Oh, no.
There is one question that springs
from his heart to the lip,and gprings
from the lip into the ear of the
hesweated and bedusted mes-
senger flylug from the hattle-
field—the question: ¢ls Absalom
my son safe?”? When it was told to
David, the King, that though bis
armies had been victorivus, his son
had been slain, the father turned his
back upon the congratulationsof the
hatiom, and went up the stairs of
his palace, his heart breaking as ke
went, wringing his hands and press-
Ing them against his temples as
though he would press them in,
erying: *‘Oh Atsalom, my son, my
son, would God I had died for
thee; my son, my son!® . Stu-
ndous grief of David resound-
ing through all succeeding ages.
This was the city that heard the
woe, 0 Jerusalem, Jerusalem?!*?

[ am alsv thrilled and over.
powered with the remembrance that
yonder, where now standea Moham-
medan mosque, stood the Temple,
the very one that Chri-t vigited,
Solomon’s temple had stood there,




