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miles west of Jerusalem, at the foot of the
Bouat of Olives. A. colt whereon never yet
man sat—a young ass unbroken for riding.
It was the law that the animals used in God’s
sorvice should never be employed in servile
work, Num. xix. 2. Herses were little used
in Judea except for war. It was custamary
for kings to ride on asses or mules, Judg. x. 4;
1 Sam. xxv. 20.

The Lord hath ueed of him. Probably
the ownersof the colt knew Christ, and readily
granted the request. ‘They cast their gar-
ments ou hiny, thus making a saddle for Christ,
and expressing their allegiance ta Him. So
Jehy, 2 Kings ix. 13.

All that Christ used, in this the only time
when Ho assumed some outward digoity—
tho ouly time when on His weary journeys He
used any animal to ride on—was borrowed.

IL. Chvist begins His entry, ver. 36-40.

Spread their clothes in theway, expressive
of the highest degree of reverence and loyalty.
Now at the descent, a3 they turned the ridge
of the hill, Jerusalem burst on their view; and
the enthusiasm of the disciples rising to its
piteh, they exclaimed, “Blessod is the King
that cometh in the name of the Lord ” "They
evidently thonght Clrist was the Messiah,
Psal. cxviil. 26; Zec. ix. 9; and His woudrous
miracles had exoited their highest hopes, John
Nii. 13, 13,

‘The exultation spread through the multi-
tude; and the Pharisees seeing that none but
Christ could control their zeal, called on Him
to restrain what the Pharisces thought dan-
gerous impiety. Christ avswered, that now
if such homage were awanting from men, the
very stones woald render it, ver. 40. -

APPLICATION.

1. How kumble Christis! Tle had pothing
of His own—no cradle—no mouey—no home.
He borrowed all the materials of His triumph.
He neithier came in the splendour of earthly
kings, nor in His own glory with heaven’s
hosts, Psal. exviii. 10. Come to this meek
aud lowly Saviour, Matt. xi. 29.

2. When Christ's time comes He 1will
triumph. The very “stones shall cry out,”
Psal. xxii. 27; Ixxit. 11; ex. 3. He can tarn
the heartsof all; HTe can make children praise
Him, Matt. xxi. 15; Psal. viii. 2. The world
shall yet receive Him. If He was so mighty
and benevolent jn His humility, what shall
Xle be in His glory !

3. Have you welcomed Christ as your
King? Tias He entered your heart in
triumpb, as He did Lydias), or Zaccheus’?
Psal. xxiv. 6, 7. [Iave you received Him
joyfully~saying like Paul, # What wilt thou
have me to do ?”

.+ & Hate yow givea your all to Christ, thus |

THE GOOD NEWS.

proving your loyaity? The diseiplos hed
nothing but their clothes; they stripped thed
outer garments off, that He might walk o
them. Christ says of the humblest, *the T.ord
hath veed of thee,” The poor widow's mite;
Zncchens; the apostles, Mark x. 28. .
5. Beware of despistug this lowly King.
The Pharisces, Herod, and Pilate did sow=
they crowsed Iim with thoros—they will yet.
seo Him como in power and glory. Rev.i.7.
" All who do not obey Him despise Him,
Beware lest you do so t :
6. Daes yourreligion displease the world ?
would they say of you to Christ, “ Master,
rebuke thy disciple’? Do they think yon
tao strict—~too zealons-~toa generous—too
humble 2 It is a good sign of your religion;
Christ wont rebuke you. i:B,ut if your religion
pleases the world, take care lest it displeases

-Christ, Luke vi. 26.—~Edin, 8. 8. Lessons.

THE LITTLE BOY THAT DIED.

The Inte Dr. Chalmers is said to have boen tue
author of the following beautifnl ¥ines, written on
the'occasion of the death of & young son whom be
groatly loved :—

I am 21l alone in my chamber now,
And the midnight hour ig vear

And thb fagot’s crack, and the clook's dull tick,
Are tho only sounds I hear; .

And over ny soul in its solitude
Sweet foclings of sadness glide;

For my heart and my eyes aro full when I think
Of the little boy that died.

I went one night to my fathor’s honse—
Went homo to tho dear ones, all;

And softly I oponcd the garden gato,
And softly tho door of tho hall,

My mother came out to meot hor son—
Sho kissed mo, and then sho sighod ¢

And her hoad foll on my nock, and she wept
For the little boy that died.

T shall miss him when the flowers como
In tho gardenwhere ho played;

1 shall miss him more by the fireside,
When the flowers are all decayod ;

1 shall scc his toys and his cmpty chain,
And the horse ho used toride,

And thoy will speak, with a silent specob,
Of tho little boy that died.

We shall go hometo our Father's house—
To our Father’s house in the skies,

Whero tho hope of souls shall have no blight,
Qur love ro broken ties ;

We shall roam on the banks of tho river ef peaco,
Axd batho in its blissful tido 3

And ono of the joys of lifoshall bo,
Tho little boy that died,



