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“ When he was come into Jerusalem, all the city was moved, saying,
Wheo is this? ’—Matthew xxi. 10.

Tu1s was not the first time that question had been asked, or asked
concerning the same person. “Who is this?” is a common question
in reference to our Lord. “Who is this that cometh from Edom,
with dyed garments from Bozrah?” “Who is this king of glory?”
and so on. Doubtless the angels, who are represented as standing
on the mercy-seat gazing down upon its golden brightness, desired
to look into this very question in the olden times, and often said
to one another, “Who is this?” Wo hear the prophet speak of
one who is anointed with the oil of gladness above his fellows, and
1s therefore man, but he is called by the same prophet equal with
God, fellow of the Eternal. How can this be? “Who is this?”
The subject of the incarnation of a pure spirit such as God is in
the human flesh must have been staggering even to the intellect of
seraphs, and again and again they must have said one to another,
“Who is this?”

I can conceive that on that memorable night when the first
Christmas carol made glad both heaven and earth, the angels came
to Bethlehem’s manger, and looked upon the new-born child, and
said, “Who is this?” Knowing that he was the self-same person
to whom they had been obedient for many an age, the ever-glorious
Son of God, they must have marvelled to find him an infant sleeping
there, where the horned oxen fed, or hanging on a woman’s breast :
and they said to each other, “Who is this?” And I can conceive
that they followed him through those twelve years of his childhood,

No. 3,394.



88 METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE PULPIT.

Is this the man that bled at Calvary? Is this the man that died
praying for his enemies, and does he come with a rod of iron in kLis
hand to break the nations and dash them in pieces like a potter’s
vessel! Oh! what astonishment will seize the sons of men when
they see the King in his glory, whom they would not understand
nor serve when he came in the meekness and gentleness of love!

Part of the reason why the people of Jerusalem asked the
question was, no doubt, this—they were struck with the remarkable
enthusiasm with which the people received him.  People had been
enthusiastic at other times, but then it had been immediately after
they had been fed with the loaves and fishes, and, therefore, their
enthusiasm was very easily accounted for. But on this occasion
there had been no feeding with loaves and fishes, and yet here he
was received by a most enthusiastic crowd. They could not, if
they had all been sure that he was the very Messiah, have received
him outwardly with greater delight. There were their garments
for him to sit upon; there were their garments in the road to
carpet the ground, which was thought too coarse for him to tread
upon. There were the trees denuded of their branches, and the
palm-branches borne in front amidst general acclamations of
“ Hosanna, blessed is he that cometh in the name of the Lord!”
Aye! and the world may say whenever it sees an enthusiastic church,
whenever it beholds a company of people treating Christ as he ought
to be treated, “Who is this?” The church, as we generally see
it, never excites any wonderment among men. They quite under-
stand what it is—a compact of people who have got enough religion
to make themselves comfortable, and form an association for mutual
admiration. But a genuine church is a company formed for the
admiration of Christ Jesus, a company of people who are melted
into one because they are all red-hot, and flow like streams of
molten metal into one mould, all united: loving Christ after such
a sort that they would not merely put their garments in the road,
but would themselves make a road, who would wish themselves
that their blood should be shed if Christ might be glorious. When
the world sees such a church as this, then they begin to cry oune
to another, “Who is this? = Who is this around whom such
enthusiasm gathers?” Glory be to God, the day shall yet come
to this world when the church shall wake from her slumbers.
Then shall she be ashamed of herself to have treated her Bridegroom
in such a scurvy manner, when she once loves him as she ought,
and puts the crown upon his head, as she should, then will the
whole earth say, “Who is this?”

T have no doubt, also, that part of the question of the people of
Jerusalem arose from the singular mature of the pomp with which
the enthusiastic multitude surrounded our Lord. There was a
great deal of beauty about it, but how very simple it was, how
opposed altogether to the usual array, to the usual order of pomp!
Why, my brethren, if you could see the pomp in which great
priests—say, at Rome—are carried through the streets, with men
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all clad in liveries, with attendants in blue, and scarlet, and fine
linen, and peacocks’ feathers and the high elevated throne on which
the man is carried who claims to be “ His Holiness,” you would see
how artificial it all is. And it is all the same if there be nobody
there that cares about it: True, some may, but if they did not,
it would be all the same; it would all be gons through, and the
admiration that is poured on any of these kings and princes—well,
it all comes as a matter of course; it is natural that we poor worms
of the dust should clap our hands when we see a king; of course,
it is the bounden duty of such ordinary mortals as we are to pay
wonderful respect to all those who happen to have a peculiar kind
of blood in their veins. That is the order of things, and as long
as people are conventional fools, it always will be; and the men
of the world will always remain so. We shall always reverence
rank, whether it has any worthy character about it or not, and
priests will always like such reverence as that. But here was a
different style of pomp altogether. Here was a plain, common-
place man, whose garment was merely the smock-frock of an ordi-
nary peasant, a garment “without seam, woven from the top
throughout”; a man who made no professions to rank, does not
separate himself at all from the people; and here they have extem-
porised for him a pomp, in which every jot and tittle is true and
real. There was not a shout raised here, because it was the custom
to raise shouts to Jesus of Nazareth. There was not a garment
strewed in the way, because his office required him to be esteemed.
It was all genuine, true, real, and, mark you, brethren, there is
no pomp like it.

What a distinction there is between the honour given
to a monarch who is beloved, such as we would give to ours,
and the honour that is given to a monarch such as the one I
spoke of just now, who is honoured merely because he is a monarch,
but whom men would honour just as heartily, or even more heartily,
if he were gone! Now, the honour given to our Lord Jesus Christ
was all given because of his person, and the work that he had
really done in the raising of Lazarus, out of—I will not say true
spiritual affection, for the multitude did not understand him in
his deeper character so as to receive him spiritually—but out of
a real feeling of reverence for this wonderful Being. There was
a natural pomp about the whole thing that quite distinguished 1t
from anything that the inhabitants of Jerusalem had ever seen
before.  Some of them might have seen a Casar or a Pompey come
home from the wars. Some of them might have seen the conquerors
and their pageants, and their triumphal return into the capital,
and all the imposing preparations thal were made that everyone
might join in the welcome. They hailed him as Rome's greatest
man, who trod Rome’s neck beneath his heels. But they had never
seen anything like this, when the very children in the streets took
up the cry and said, “Hozanna! Hozanna! Blessed is he that
cometh in the name of the Lord.” And so they said, “Who is
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or during the years in which he remained in solitude and obscurity,
unknown to tne sons of men, and though they knew him as the
son of Mary, and the reputed son of Joseph, yet as watchful spirits
they must have seen the pure beams of Deity in his character.
And so the marvellous and supernal excellence of his secret life,
must often have compelled them to ask one of another, “Who is
this?”

He is in the carpenter’s workshop, using the adze and the plane,
and yet this 1s he who is to deliver Israel. How is this, and who
is this? And I can imagine them following him through the three
years of his public ministry, in the wilderness beholding him
tempted of the devil, though Lord of all, and Prince and King.
When they watched him in his hunger, and cold, and nakedness,
and saw him in his sleepless nights upon the bare mountain-side;
when they beheld him, and strengthened him in his agony and
bloody sweat; when they gathered around the cross, with all its
terrors, could their eyes have known a tear, they would have wept
it there, and would have said, “Who is this*” When he was
buried, and after three days rose again from the grave, there must
have been amazement through all the angelic host. They camse,
some of them, and sat, the one at the head and the other at the
foot, where the body of Jesus had lain, still wondering much at the
great mystery. We can well gather that they asked such questions
onward through his life, since when that life had come to a close,
and the issues of it had begun to be developed, when our Lord
ascended up on high and led captivity captive, clothed with glory;
when they came to meet him, joined in the triumphal procession,
and approached the golden gates; when the songs went up, “Lift
up your heads, O ye gates, and be ye lift up ye everlasting doors,
that the King of glory may come in!” there was a wonder lingering
amongst the watchers at the portals of heaven, for they said, “ Who
is the King of glory?” and again a second time they said, “Who
is the Lord of Hosts? Who is the King of glory?” and they had
to receive the two answers; they had to be told who he was that
was mighty in battle, and the Lord of Hosts who was the King of
glory. Do they not even now marvel, as they cast their crowns
upon the glassy sea, and mingle with the white-robed band—do
they not now marvel that such as he should be born of a woman,
that such as he should be tempted by the devil, that such as he
should have known poverty, and nakedness, and death itself ! Those
wounds, those scars, still visible, must be a theme still for holy
admiration, and adoring questioning, and as they worship him,
recognising in him the wisdom that was with God in the beginning,
and without whom was not anything made that was made. As
they adore him as the Eternal Word, the Preserver as well as the
Creator of all things, they must still, as they look to his manhood
taken into such union with his Godhead, think of him with holy
amazement, with joyous astonishment, and ask, “Who is this?”

But we have not to do with the angels at this time: rather our
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business is with the sons of men, and among them there ought to
be more of the asking of this question, and there ought to be less.
There ought to be more of it, the asking in holy wonder; there
ought to be less of the asking of it in ignorance or in derision.
The question, I take it, can be asked in both ways. Endeavouring
to understand the mystery, he that knows it best may still say,
“Who is this?”  Caring not to know him, but scornfully turning
aside from this great mystery of godliness, there are tens of
thousands that will continue still to say, “Who is this, and why
make this noise about him, and all this stir and hubbub about the
man of Nazareth?”  Because this question still is asked among
tho sons of men, because in one sense it ought to be more common,
because in another sense it ought never to be raised, I speak upon
it to-night. And first we shall take:—

[ THE QUESTION A8 IT 8TOOD IN REFERENCE TO THE PEOPLE OF
JERUBALEM.

I suppose there was a pretty common knowledge of our Lord
in Jerusalem. He spake openly in the Temple. He was no teacher
in secret conventicles, hidden away in the dark. He had been seen
in their streets. Tis miracles had been the subjects of admiring
wonder and observation by tens of thousands. They knew who he
was. Many of them rather delighted to remember his lowly origin.
“ His brethren, are they not all with us?” They knew his mother.
They said they knew his father. “Is not this the carpenter’s son?”
A knowledgo of Christ was pretty general. They did not ask the
question out of ignorance, but it was asked for this reason, amoag
others—by some it was asked because now ke came under quite a
different aspect from that in which he had ever appeared before.
He never rode, that I know of, upon the land but that once. He
never rode in anything like pomp or state. He had come into
Jerusalem, he had gone out of it, a simple private individual, claim-
ing no office, except, that of preacher. But on this occasion he comes
as a King, riding in pomp as one who claims to be honoured amongst;
men, and even claims to be King, for he says, “Behold, thy King
cometh, meek and lowly.” They, therefore, said, “Who is this?”
What a change has come over the scene!

“The lowly man before his foes,
The weary man and full of woes.”’

Does he ride, and ride amidst shouts of popular acclaim, he that
did not strive, nor cry, nor cause his voice to be heard in the
streets? He! doth he come in this guise? Therefore, greatly
struck and amazed by the change, they said, “ Who is this?” Aye!
and we may learn from this that when Christ, who is still amongst
the sons of men as the meek and lowly Saviour, bearing with their
ill-behaviour, and saying, “ Come ye weary, take my yoke and bear
it. and ye shall find rest "—when he comes ere long as the King of
Kings and Lord of Lords, the whole earth will then cry out, “Who
is this?”



88 METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE PULPIT.

Is this the man that bled at Calvary? Is this the man that died
praying for his enemies, and does he come with a rod of iron in kis
hand to break the nations and dash them in pieces like a potter’s
vessel? Oh! what astonishment will seize the sons of men when
they see the King in his glory, whom they would not understand
nor serve when he came in the meekness and gentleness of love!

Part of the reason why the people of Jerusalem asked the
question was, no doubt, this—they were struck with the remarkable
enthustasm with which the people recetved ham.  People had been
enthusiastic at other times, but then it had been immediately after
they had been fed with the loaves and fishes, and, therefore, their
enthusiasm was very easily accounted for. But on this occasion
there had been no feeding with loaves and fishes, and yet here he
was received by a most enthusiastic crowd. They could not, if
they had all been sure that he was the very Messiah, have received
him outwardly with greater delight. There were their garments
for him to sit upon; there were their garments in the road to
carpet the ground, which was thought too coarse for him to tread
upon. There were the trees denuded of their branches, and the
palm-branches borne in front amidst general acclamations of
“Hosanna, blessed is he that cometh in the name of the Lord!”
Aye! and the world may say whenever it sees an enthusiastic church,
whenever it beholds a company of people treating Christ as he ought
to be treated, “Who is this?!” The church, as we generally see
it, never excites any wonderment among men. They quite under-
stand what it is—a compact of people who have got enough religion
to make themselves comfortable, and form an association for mutual
admiration. But a genuine church is a company formed for the
admiration of Christ Jesus, a company of people who are melted
into one because they are all red-hot, and flow like streams of
molten metal into one mould, all united: loving Christ after such
a sort that they would not merely put their garments in the road,
but would themselves make a road, who would wish themselves
that their blood should be shed if Christ might be glorious. When
the world sees such a church as this, then they begin to cry oune
to another, “Who is this? Who is this around whom such
enthusiasm gathers?” Glory be to God, the day shall yet come
to this world when the church shall wake from her slumbers.
Then shall she be ashamed of herself to have treated her Bridegroom
in such a scurvy manner, when she once loves him as she ought,
and puts the crown upon his head, as she should, then will the
whole earth say, “Who is this?”

I have no doubt, also, that part of the question of the people of
Jerusalem arose from the singular nature of the pomp wth which
the enthusiastic multitude surrounded owr Lord. There was a
great deal of beauty about it, but how very simple it was, how
opposed altogether to the usual array, to the usual order of pomp'!
Why, my brethren, if you could see the pomp in which great
priests—say, at Rome—are carried through the streets, with men






