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Luke XIX 40 “I tell you that If these should hold their peace, the stones would immediately cry out.” 

The enthusiasm of Christ’s disciples had reached its culminating point. From the day he had begun 

gathering his first believers by the Sea of Galilee, his fame and following had increased and his words 

and deeds had endeared him to his friends and magnified his virtues in the popular mind. The loving 

disciples who trusted him had become the jealous advocates who worshipped him; the curious 

crowds who followed whithersoever he went had become the enthusiastic masses shouting in his 

praise. And he came near to the great city where he was to die. Need we analyse too closely the 

feelings that prompted him to ride down upon it? Need we insist that the whole scene was 

ridiculous? Need we stand with the crowds that day, on the top of the mount and regard it 

as nineteenth century codes of the sedate, of the proper, of the respectable, to say nothing 

of nineteenth century cynicism would regard it. If we do we will laugh. Christ on the ass, 

sitting on garments perhaps threadbare, shambling over a road perhaps carpeted with 

wearing apparel which have clothed the backs of a popular crowd may well be supposed to 

have little elegance, maybe treated as indeed it often has been treated with ridicule. If we 

do this however we cut ourselves off from any sympathy with every simple outburst of 

enthusiasm. When the emotions strive too deeply to be bounded and controlled by written 

formal codes of conduct, carry us away and make us act as we never would think of doing in 

our calm moments.  

For what happened this day outside Jerusalem? In the city it was known that this wonderful 

man was coming up to keep the feast; and, as would still happen under such circumstances 

crowds went to its outskirts to see him come in. on the other hand, Christ himself, and the 

little band that came with him, knew what this entry meant. Within the walls of the city 

were tribulation, persecution, death. Yet they came up gladly. Some saw in all of this but the 

opportunity which Christ was to have of showing his omnipotence; and after the coming 

death of which their master had spoken, they had visions of great and mighty resurrection, 

Christ the king of mankind, hosts of angels, the triumph of the believers. To all this glory, the 

coming trials, upon the scene of which they were just entering, were but preliminary. The 

high priest had no terrors now that they were but instruments in the hands of the Father in 

manifesting his power in the Son. Not only did they not shrink from the terrors, they 

enthusiastically welcomed them. The very thought that the spires of Jerusalem lay close 

behind the ridges of Olivet hastened their steps up its slope. They burned with anxiety to 

see the city where the Lord was to bare his arm and where their path was to be approved by 

the Father. The doom of parting which bad settled over them in an earlier part of the 

journey, when Christ told them that the time of his departure was fast approaching, had 

passed as faith in his power was renewed in the disciple’s hearts; they had not yet felt the 

actual pains of persecution which afterwards lay heavy on them casting down their hearts. 

As they went up Olivet, their moral strength was at its height. If need be, they felt they had 

fortitude enough to drink the cup of the master itself; and there was he himself, he whom 

they loved, he whom they worshipped, the man who had spoken more truly to their hearts 

than any other – there by their sides was this man walking calmly and bravely to his death. 



A murmur in the crowd, a whisper in the ear, a look, a wind breath, a gleam of sunshine was 

enough to break the bonds which kept these emotions silent, and to let loose that torrent of 

joyful triumphant greeting which a few minutes later poured down the other slope of Olivet 

towards Jerusalem as the crowds raise their voices and shouted ‘Hosanna! Hosanna to the 

Son of David!’     

So to the part that Christ himself played that day, ever since the day he left the carpenter’s 

bench at Nazareth to fulfil that mission to go forth into the world and preach that he loved it 

and that all men were united in a transcending love. Shadows of a tragic close of his life had 

haunted him. Within the last week or two, he had known that that close was near. But that 

voice that had spoken to him three years ago in Nazareth spoke now clearer, bolder and 

stronger to him. The Pharisees and the powers that were, were at last to triumph over his 

body. They were to crucify him, they were to silence his tongue: never more would he in the 

flesh condemn them. But the eternal was in him, filling him with a mysterious hope and 

defiance and triumph. Often and often he felt it so when he spoke of his intimate 

connection with the highest, when he spoke of the eternal vitality of his word, of his own 

resurrection. There was something in him which he felt would never die, which was too 

preciously true to die, which had life and a virtue quite independent of the going and 

coming of a single human being. He had attained to that view of life which subordinates the 

vicissitudes of success or failure to the realities of the truth and the beautiful. His flesh was 

nothing, his souls was everything and he could not believe that his souls was to pass away. 

Besides, he was a propagandist. He alone with his little band of followers had attained this 

exalted view of life. He found the world ruled willingly by the Scribes and the Pharisees and 

instead of listening to him gladly it mocked him. And so he gradually in his simplicity began 

to imagine that in some special way he had received a mandate from the eternal law-giver 

to go out upon the world and tell of the will of heaven. To him, all the messianic prophecies 

pointed. He was the first born among nations, he was the great king of Zion, he was the 

second Adam, the son of the king of the Jews. He was the king whom prophets had seen 

when the Spirit of the Lord came upon them. And the end of that being was triumphant. So 

his real self was not that apparent self which his countrymen persecuted. He was identical 

with the Father himself.  

Had he been a philosopher like Socrates, or a disciple of another like so many of his 

followers he would have disregarded the plaudits of the crowd or counted himself unworthy 

of them. Had his creed been an intellectual system like that of the Greek, he would have 

met his death with a stoical indifference or perhaps we may be warranted in saying, 

confidence, knowing that his life’s work was finished, and that at most he was entering a 

land where the awards of life were meted out. But Christ was filled with the magnitude of 

the truth, if we may so express it, of his own ideas of life; filled with them too, not as the 

philosopher is filled with the truth of his logical conclusions, but as the poet, the artist, the 

dramatist are filled with their conceptions of beauty; when, as Browning says, they: “Feel 

that earth has attained to heaven” This with the vague belief that scarcely, perhaps in 

definiteness amounted to a belief, that he was the messiah strung him up to a pitch of 

enthusiasm, which made him give way to little vanities of human nature, springing at once 



from those inward convictions and the plaudits of the crowd which had come from 

Jerusalem to escort him through its gate. To my mind it is a grand picture – grand at once in 

its extempore rudeness, in its genuine enthusiasm, in its spontaneous reverence and lived 

out for its very human faults. This picture of Christ riding on an ass into Jerusalem, 

surrounded by his disciples, their faces aglow with the satisfaction of the moment, the roads 

strewn with garments and branches from the trees and the crowds shouting “Hosanna to 

the son of David. Blessed is he that cometh in the name of the Lord!” to me it is more 

significant than any succeeding event in Christ’s life. In that shout of ‘Hosanna!’ was Christ’s 

resurrection. He had already risen again in men’s hearts. This ideal was beginning to fill 

them, and, befall his body what might, whenever in time to come men were to shout 

“Hosanna in the highest!”, the memory of the three concluding years of the Galilean 

carpenter’s life was to come to them. 

The misfortune is that we so seldom shout “Hosanna! In the highest” We lift our very Bibles 

in a critical, not in a sympathetic spirit. We are getting too artificial to obey the impulses we 

sometimes feel to cast our garments at the feet of our messiahs. “The world is too much 

with us.” A sympathy with quiet, simple human failing is now nearly impossible. We really 

feel with the Pharisees, who that day, thinking the plaudits of the crowd both vulgar and 

exaggerated, asked the master to rebuke his disciples, and ask them to behave with due 

decorum and a proper sense of proportion. “Why,” replied Christ, “if they, feeling as they do 

towards me, should hold their peace, I tell you the stones would immediately cry out.” 

Again, one of Christ’s great allegorical saying, seizing at the very heart of things, surrounding 

them with a brilliant blaze of light. Joy must have its words, sorrow soon finds consolation in 

itself. Machines run smoothly with the rhythmic beat of the piston. Man who is moved by 

emotions which sometimes swell with a fullness and a force as if all the powers of nature 

strove in them, refuse to be bound by precedent and decorum. When the generous thought 

and heroic deed make our blood flow with quickened pulse, it is cowardice not manliness; it 

is artificiality, not politeness, it indicates that we are being degraded not that we are 

becoming civilized, if our demeanour is calm and our voice is clear as though nothing 

disturbed us inwardly. It is, I repeat, one of the great evils of our time that formalism is 

crystalizing us; that we are rapidly becoming mere reflexes of other people’s thoughts and 

actions, and that spontaneity and originality which are at once a man’s life and his salvation 

are being lost by the constant effort made to stifle it.  

We judge a man’s heart by the shibboleths he utters, and thus we begin ourselves to attach 

more importance to our words than to our thoughts; we judge a man’s worth by some more 

or less trivial part of his outward appearance, and thus we begin ourselves to pay more 

attention to appearance than to reality. Why is it so? There are many reasons, for such 

moral characteristics do not come from a single source, but there is one great reason which 

is eminently fitted for mention here and that is the loss, on the part of Christians, of a sense 

of that vital connection by virtue of their common faith and common ideal. We all know 

these old times – perhaps we have a too rosy estimate of them – when a bond of brotherly 

love and sympathy drew together all those who saw in life something more than the mere 

sojourn of a solitary individual from the unknown to the unknown. We know that in the 

purer days of the Catholic Church, it held out the hand of fellowship to all, and whoever was 



weary, whoever was sad, whoever felt his own weakness knew in its care that the world was 

sympathetic and that God was good. We know even when corruption took up its abode on 

the altar steps, that now and again a few men went out believing in the old faith of the 

church and knowing that the doing of good was of infinitely more importance that the 

possession of power, and that to love men was a greater gain than to amass riches. They 

gladdened the hearts of men and gave them hope and peace. We know even in our own 

times that with much excess and extravagance which we must emphatically condemn, the 

so-called revivals have often revealed the transcending powers of love and drawn all men 

together for the single purpose of worship and fellowship. Standing today in the closing 

shadows of the nineteenth century. With our historical knowledge, with our knowledge of 

the character of progressive evolution, with our own experience of our time, I think we will 

have no doubt nor difficulty in confessing that these times of religious fervour – times when 

men like Christ went quietly about preaching the truth and doing absolutely only that which 

their souls desired, forgetting themselves in the doing of it – that these times approached 

nearer the ideal of humanity than say the last half century with all its enterprise and 

discoveries has done. Mentally we give ourselves to these Christs and St. Francis’s but that is 

all. We know they lived better than we do, but never was there an age when greater respect 

was paid to men who are in every sense the opposite of the saints and it is a tragic thing to 

think parents who really desire the wellbeing of their children should hold up, indeed social 

exigencies compel them to do so, ideals of life to them which never gave a passing concern 

to those who in our heart of hearts we must confess lives best.  

There is more virtue in the quickening of the true religious spirit, the spirit that brushes 

aside symbols and deals only with essentials in humanity as a cure for many social ills than 

tongue can tell; and one of the first things to be done to re-quicken that spirit is to accustom 

ourselves to shout our “Hosannahs!” Not for the sakes of our Christs. Truly we may so help 

them in their times of trials and gladden them in their hours of triumph. But it is as Christ 

said, if the lips of man are silent, to him who is living life truly, to him who is filled with a 

noble ideal, to him who sacrifices the world that his soul may flourish, to him whose eyes 

look ever towards the Father, to him the very stones shout praises. For there is a strange, 

subtle sympathy between nature and him who has thrown aside the trappings of life. The 

free open air, the generous sunshine, the flowers decking every roadside, the simple 

loveliness of the landscape seem to receive him with open arms and tell him to be glad. 

Thus does the poet feel, and though all men will never be able to tell of their loves as the 

poet can, yet all men may walk with the poet, see with him, and rejoice with him. “For lo, 

creation’s self is one great choir, and what is nature’s order but the rhyme, whereto the 

worlds keep time.” And the more really Christian we become the clearer do we hear that 

rhyme. For we must not imagine that in so far as he feels the harmony between man and 

nature is the poet endowed beyond the common man. It is the poet’s song that is his own 

peculiar possession, not the love an insight that makes him sing. We have all that love and 

insight if we would but clear it of its masking rubbish. For as Matthew Arnold says asking 

whether the beauty and grace and charm and romance of nature exist apart from the poet:   

Loveliness, magic and grace                                                                                                                                

They are here, they are set in the world;                                                                                                                                       



They abide; and the finest of souls                                                                                                            

Hath not been thrilled by them all                                                                                                                    

Nor the dullest been dead to them quite                                                                                                             

The poet who sings them may die                                                                                                                   

But they are immortal and live                                                                                                                                

For they are the life of the world 

Of all men we may say what Tennyson said of poets: Heaven flowed upon the soul in many 

dreams of high desire.       

Or as Mr. Watson describes it in one of his latest poems:                                                                           

In faultless rhythm the ocean rolls                                                                                                                             

A rapturous silence fills the skies                                                                                                                         

And on this earth are lovely souls                                                                                                                             

That softly look with aidful eyes                                                                                                                          

Though dark, O God, thy course and track                                                                                                            

I think they must a least have meant                                                                                                               

That nought which lives should wholly lack                                                                                                             

The things that are most excellent.                                                                                                                          

  And to those who live after Christ’s pattern all this beauty and sympathy in nature is 

revealed and they can never be said to lack approbation. So it is not for their sakes only that 

we must shout ‘Hosanna’ we must do it for our own. If we bind our arms by our sides so 

that they cannot move, if we shut the light from our eyes so that we cannot see, our arms 

will wither and our eyes will go blind, so if when we are glad and reign in our emotion, if 

admiration constrains us to speak and we force our tongues to keep silence, the time will 

come when we know not what gladness is and when admiration will never thrill us. To us 

then the poet will speak in a strange tongue and live in another sphere. We shall be equally 

dead to beauty and ugliness. It was said of a certain man that when on a visit to Antwerp he 

got impatient with the art treasures for his interest; were in the New York stock exchange 

and that he left his friends trying to catch some glimpse of the eternal from Rubens and Van 

Dyck and went to speculate on Wall Street business. It may well be our constant prayer that 

God may preserve us from such a fate, but if we are to preserved we must listened to these 

heavenly voices, and once and for ever give up imagining that it is weakness to re-echo 

them from our own lips or foolishness to give them an outcome in our own conduct. In 

accordance with our knowledge of organ and function in nature, it is certain that we have 

the faculty of sympathy in order to sympathise, that we have an appreciation of high ideals 

in order that we may try to realise them in our lives, that our souls speak to our bodies in 

order that our bodies may listen and obey. Quench not the spirit. Banish not these heavenly 

dreams. Restrain not these enthusiastic words. To worship the highest, to praise the noble is 

one of the most effective ways of lifting up our own souls and enabling us to live a noble life 

ourselves. 

The despair of this age is to find happiness, or even to find assurance that it is on the road to 

happiness has led to an individual’s reaction. As the poet expresses the principle of that 

reaction: “Know that he who finds himself, loses his misery” 



But before you ask a man to find himself, you must tell him what that self is. Is it the sensual 

appetites? Then this age has already found it. Is it the desire for personal gain, for honour 

and power? Yet again, this age knows it. What in this sense we call a man’s self is his desire 

that his outward circumstance, his world in other words, should be in harmony with his 

inward nature. By that inward nature a man craves for the physically and morally beautiful, 

and by it he is linked to all other men so that the condition of their lives reacts upon his 

own. To find oneself therefore only possible in a world which is ideally prefect in nature and 

humanity. But there is happiness in looking for oneself in the path and that is to listen to the 

inward nature, and to endeavour to realise that perfection for which it craves in the outer 

world upon which it depends for its peace.   

True, the objects of our admiration and adoration do not come as Christ came to the crowd 

beyond the gates of Jerusalem. How then are we to shout our Hosannas well, to begin with 

we are to strive against everything that is artificial, everything that is unreal, everything that 

closes our affections, everything that cuts us off from the great life of humanity. We do not 

lack Christs, but a spiritual vision to see them when they come. And our hosannas are to be 

glad to be human when they do come.      

We all know that subtle thrill of joy that goes through us when one morning g in the early 

year, the warm sun and singing birds tell us that at last winter has gone altogether and 

spring has really arrived. How gladly we give our praises to someone who has done a heroic 

deed; who has risked his own life to save another, and more particularly, how proudly glad 

do we not feel when someone comes under our notice who has been battling in adverse 

circumstances; circumstances that tried to drag him down into vice and all manner of 

ugliness, and by sheer force of a vital humanity in him has conquered his circumstances and 

become a great man. Let us indulge in these joys. They are our Hosannas. They are our 

revelations of the highest. Again, perhaps still higher, are the glad thrillings of our heart 

when we see the triumph of the spirit over the flesh, when we see the God that is in man 

fighting and conquering everything. Everything that is sordid in him; when we see the beam 

of self-sacrifice running unbroken through a life, when we see a man who has even bent his 

ear to the needy, and who in humility has ever listened to the voice of God within him. That 

brings us infinitely close to Christ himself. That reveals to us what is really our own soul and 

what we ourselves might become, and what we all fervently pray all men may become. 

Christianity is true freedom. It at once saves us from the selfish encroachments which others 

make upon us and secures us against the tranny of a meaningless formalism. It places the 

springs of action within a man’s own breast, not in what the use and wont of society have 

sanctioned. It makes the soul of man his vital centre. It is clear in its doctrines that all men 

without distinction are part of a common humanity, are born into the same life, endowed 

with the same Divine parts, partaken of the same fate, beset by the same ills, though they 

may vary in kind and degree, and it thus supplies that bond of kinship which is the keynote 

in the life of every truly living human being. Brushing aside all the bewildering distinctions 

and formalisms which a timorous and a proud man has created, it holds up to our view a 

humanity, one with God and united in itself, toiling painfully towards realising itself and 

bringing forth in its fullness the fruit which it bears in term. In that toil it shows how little 



acceptance has the feverish desire of this generation to possess that which is corruptible by 

the moth and rust, and how potent is the heart yearning for the things that are excellent. 

From this view the soul has new life and new hope. Its shackles fall from it as did Christian’s 

burden when he came to the cross; and immediately it knows that it has subdued the world 

to itself. And the soul which has felt the freedom which comes with a vision of the verities of 

life, it will be bound no more by the artifices of man. For ever more will it live in the 

presence of the good and worship at the feet of God himself. It has seen the Christ, it has 

felt his presence, it has looked upon it as he did on Matthew that day as he sat by the 

receipt of custom, it had known that divine subtle influence it had over this faithful in his 

own time. It is now able to see him everywhere, in the artistry of nature and the activities of 

man, and it raised its voice to add its Hosannas of praise of men who have walked ahead in 

similar gladness.   

     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 



 



 



 

 

 



 

 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 



 

 



 



 

 



 



 



 

 



 



 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 

 

 


