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““Tell ye the daughter of Sion, Behold, thy King cometh unto thee, meek, and sitting upon an
ass, and a colt the foal of an ass,”—Matthew xxi. 5.

WE have read the chapter from which our text is taken; let me now rehearse the
incident in your hearing. There was an expectation upon the popular mind of the
Jewish people, that Messiah was about to come, They expected him to be a temporal
prince ; one who would make war upon the Romans and restore to the Jews their lost
nationality. There were many who, though they did not believe in Christ with a
spiritual faith, nevertheless hoped that perhaps he might be to them a great temporal
deliverer, and we read that on one or two occasions they would have taken him and
made him a king, but that he hid himself. There was an anxious desire that some-
body or other should lift the standard of rebellion and lead the people against their
oppressors. Seeing the mighty things which Christ did, the wish was father to the
thought, and they imagined that He might probably restore to Israel the kingdom
and set them free. The Saviour at length saw that it was coming to a crisis.
For him it must either be death for having disappointed popular expectation, or
else he must yield to the wishes of the people, and be made a king. You know which
be chose. He came to save others, and not to be made a king himself in the sense
in which they understood him. The Lord had worked a most remarkable miracle ; he
had raised Lazarus from the dead after he had been buried four days. This was a
niiracle so novel and so astounding, that it became town talk. Multitudes went out of
Jerusalem to Bethany, it was only about two miles distant, to see Lazarus. The miracle
was well authenticated; there were multitudes of witnesses ; it was generally accepted
a8 being one of the greatest marvels of the age, and they drew the inference from it
that Christ must be the Messiah. The people determined that now they would make
!lim a king, and that now he should lead them against the hosts of Rome. He, intend-
ing no such thing, nevertheless overruled their enthusiasm that by it he might have an
opportunity of performing that which had been written of him in the prophets. You
must not imagine that all those who strewed the branches in the way and cried
“Hosanna ™ cared about Christ as a spiritual prince. No, they thought that he was
to be a temporal deliverer, and when they found out afterwards that they were mistaken,
they hated him just as much as they had loved him, and ‘‘Crucify him, crucify him,”
was as loud and vehement a cry as ‘Hosanna, blessed is he that cometh in the name
of the Lord.” Our Saviour thus availed himself of their mistaken enthusiasm for
divers wise ends and purposes. It was needful that the prophecy should be fulfilled—
s Re]qlce greatly, O daughter of Zion! Shout, O daughter of Jerusalem! Behold,
thy King cometh unto thee, he is just and having salvation ; lowly, and riding upon
an ass, and upon a colt the foal of an ass.” It was needful again, that he should
make a public claim to be the Son of David ; and that he should claim to be the
rightful inheritor of David’s throne ;—this he did on this occasion. It was needful,
oo, that he should leave his enemies without excuse. In order that they might
not say, ‘“If thou be the Messias, tell us plainly,” he did tell them plainly. This
riding through the streets of Jerusalem was as plain a manifesto and proclamation
of his royal n‘ihts as could possibly have been issued. I think, moreover,—and upon
this I build the discourse of this morning,~ I think that Christ used the popular
fanaticism as an opportunity of preachiag to us a living sermon, embodying great
traths which are too apt to be forgotten because of their spiritual character, em-
bodying them in the outward form and symbol of himself riding as a king, attended
by hosts of followers. We come to this as the subject of our sermon. Let us see
what we can learn from it,
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I. One of the first things we learn is this. By thus »iding through the streets im
state, Jesus Christ claimed to be a king, That claim had been to a great extent kept
in the background until now; but ere he goes to his Father, when his enemies'
rage has reached its utmost fury, and when his own hour of deepest humiliation has
just arrived, he makes an open claim before the eyes of all men to be called and
acknowledged a king. He summonses first his heralds. Two disciples come. He sends
forth his mandate—*‘ Go ye into the village over against you, and ye shall find an ass
and a colt.” He gathers together his courtiers. His twelve disciples, those who
usually attended him, come around him. He mounts the ass which of old had been
ridden by the Jewish lawgivers, the rulers of the people. He begins to ride through the
streets. and the multitudes clap their hands. It is reckoned by some that no fewer
than three thousand people must have been present on the oceasion ; some going before,
some following after, and others standing on either side to see the show. He rides to
his capital ; the streets of Jerusalem, the royal city, are open to him ; like a king, he
ascends to his palace. He was a spiritual king, and therefore he went not to the
palace temporal but to the palace spiritual. He rides to the temple, and then, taking
possession of it, he begins to teach in it a8 he had not done before. He had been
sometimes in Solomon’s porch, but he was oftener on the mountain’s side than in the
temple ; but now, like a king, he takes possession of his palace, and there, sitting down
on his prophetic throne, he teaches the people in his royal courts. Ye princes of the
earth, give ear ; there is one who claims to be numbered with you. It is Jesus, the
Son of David, the King of the Jews. Room for him, ye emperors, room for him!
Room for the man who was born in a manger! Room for the man whose disciples
were fishermen! Room for hira whose garment was that of a peasant, without seam,
woven from the top throughout! He wears no crown except the crown of thorns, yet
he is more royal than you. About his loins he wears no purple, yet he is more impe-
rial far than you. Upon his feet there are no silver sandals bedight with pearls, yet
he is more glorious than you. Room for him: room for him! Hosanna! Hosanna!
Let him be proclaimed again a King! a King! a King! Let him value his place upon
his throne, high above the kings of the earth. This is what he then did, he proclaimed
himself a King. . )

II. Moreover, Christ by this act showed what sort of a king he might have been if ke
had pleased, and what sort of a king he might be now, if he willed 5. Had it been
eur Lord's will, those multitudes who followed him in the streets would actually have
crowned him there and then, and bowing the knee, they would have accepted him as
the branch that sprung out of the dried root of Jesse—him that was to come—the ruler,
the Shiloh among God’s people. He had only to have said a word, and they would
have rushed with him at their head to Pilate’s palace, and taking him by surprise, with
but few soldiers in the land, Pilate might soon have been his prisoner, and have been
tried for his life. Before the indomitable valour and the tremendous fury of a
Jewish army, Palestine might soon have been cleared of all the Roman legions, and
have become again a royal land. Nay, we aver it, with his power of working
miracles, with his might by which he drove the soldiers back, when he said, 1 am
he;” he might have cleared not only that land but every other ; he might have marched
from country to country, and from kingdom to kingdom, till every royal city and every
regal state would have yielded to his supremacy. He could have made those that dwelt
in the isles of the sea to bow before him, and they that inhabit the wilderness could have
been bidden to lick the dust. There was no reason, O ye kings of the earth, wh.y
Christ should not have been mightier than you. If his kingdom had been of this
world, he might have founded a dynasty more lasting than’ yours; he might have
gathered troops before whose might your legions would be melted like snow before the
summer’s sun ; he might have dashed to pieces the Roman image, till, a broken mass,
like a potter’s vessel shivered by a rod of iron, it might have been c'iashgd to shivers.

It is even 8o, my brethren. If it were Christ’s will, he might make his saints, everyone
of them, a prince; he might make his Church rich and powerful ; he might .hft up his
religion if he chose, and make it the most magnificent and sumptuous. If it were his
will, there is no reason why all the glory we read of in the Old Testament under
Solomon, might not be given to the Church under David’s greater Son. Bl?.fi ye does
not come to do it, and hence the impertinence of those who think that Clms_t is to be
worshipped with & gorgeous architecture, with magnificent vestments, with proud
processions, with the alliance of states with churches, with making the bishops of God
magnificent lords and rulers, with lifting up the Church herself, and attempting to put
upon her shoulders those garments that will never fit her, vestments that were never
meant for her. If Christ cared for this world’s glory, it might soon be at his feet. It
he willed to take it, who should raise a tongue against his claim, or who should kft &

458



THE TRIUMPHAL ENTRY INTO JERUSALEM.

finger against his might ! But he cares not for it. Take your gewgaws elsewhere,
take your tinsel hence, he wants it not. Remove your glory, and your pomp, and
your splendour, he needs it not at your hands. His kingdom is not of this world, else
would his servants fight, else were his ministers clothed in robes of scarlet, and his
gervants would sit among princes ; he cares not for it. People of God, seek not afterit.
What your Master would not have, do not court yourselves. Oh! Church of Christ,
what thine husband disdained, do thou disdain also. He might have had it, but he
would not. And he read to us the lesson, that if all these things might be the Church’s,
it were well for her to pass by and say, ‘These are not for me—I was not meant
to shine in these borrowed plumes.”

III. But thirdly, and here Kes the pith of the matter, you have seen that Christ
claimed to be a king; you have seen what kind of a king he might have been and
would not be, but now you see what kind of a king he is, and what kind of a
king he claimed to be. What was his kingdom? What its pature? What was his
royal authority? Who were to be his subjects? What his laws? What his govern-
ment? Now you perceive at once from the passage taken as a whole, that Christ’s
kingdom is a very strange one, totally different from anything that ever has been seen
or ever will be seen besides.

It is a kingdom, in the first place, in which the disciples are the courtiers. Our blessed
Lord had no prince in waiting, no usher of the black rod, no gentlemen-at-arms. Who
gupplied the place of those grand officers ? Why a few poor humble fishermen, who were
his disciples. Learn, then, that if in Christ’s kingdom you would be a peer, you must be
a disciple ; tosit at his feet is the honour which he will give you. Hearing his words,
obeying his commands, receiving of his grace—this is true dignity, this is true magnifi-
cence. The poorest man that loves Christ, or the humblest woman who is willing to
accept him as her teacher, becomes at once one of the nobility that wait upon Christ
Jesus. What a kingdom is this which makes fishermen nobles, and peasants princes,
while they remain but fishermen and peasants still! This is the kingdom of which we
speak, in which discipleship is the highest degree, in which divine service is the patent
of nobility. .

It is a kingdom, strange to say it, in whick the king’s laws are mone of them
written upon paper. The king's laws are not promulgated by mouth of
herald, but are written upon the heart. Do you not perceive thatin the narrative
Christ bids his servants go and take his royal steed, such as it was, and this was the
law, “ Loose him and let him go?’ but where was the law written? It was written
upon the heart of that man to whom the ass and the foal belonged, for he immediately
said, “ Let them go” cheerfully and with great joy; he thought it a high honour to
contribute to the royal state of this great King of peace. So, brethren, in the kingdom
of Christ you shall see no huge law books, no attorneys, no solicitors, no barristers,
who have need to expound the law. The law-book is here in the heart, the barrister is
here in the conscience, the law is written no more on parchment, no more promulgated
and written, as the Roman decrees were, upon stecl and brass, but upon the fleshy
tablets of the heart. The human will is subdued to obedience, the human heart is
moulded to Christ's image, his desire becomes the desire of his subjects, his glory their
chief aim, and his law the very delight of their souls. Strange kingdom this, which
needs no law save those which are written upon the hearts of the subjects.

Stranger still, as some will think it, this was a kingdom n which riches were no part
whatever of its glory. There rides the King, the poorest of the whole state, for yonder
King had not where to lay hishead. There rides the King, the poorest of them all, upon
another man’s ass that he has borrowed. There rides the King, one who is soon to die ;
stripped of his robes to die naked and exposed. And yet he is the King of this kingdom,
the First,{the Prince, the Leader, the crowned One of the whole generation, simply because
he had the least. He it was who had given most to others, and retained least himself.
He vth was least selfish and most disinterested, he who lived most for others, was King
of this kingdom. And look at the courtiers, look at the princes ! they were all poor too;
they had no flags to hang out from the windows, se they cast their poor clothes upon the
hedges, or hung them from the windows as he rode along. They bad no splendid purple to
makea carpet for the feetof his ass, so they cast their own toil-worn clothes in the way ; they
s_trewed along the path palm branches which they could easily reach from the trees which
lined the road, because they had no money with which to bear the expense of a greater
triumph. Every way it was a poor thing. No spangles of gold, no flaunting banners,
no blowing of silver trumpets, no pomp, no state! It was poverty’s own triumph.
Poverty enthroned on Poverty’s own beast rides through the streets. Strange kingdom
this, brethren! I trust we racognise it—a kingdom in which he that is chief among us,
ir'not he that iz richest in gold, but he that is richest in faith ; a kingdom which depends
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