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1. THE NATIVITY

ONE mile from Bethlehem is a little plain, in which, under a grove of olives, stands the bare and
neglected chapel known by the name of "the Angel to the Shepherds." It is built over the traditional site of
the fields where, in the beautiful language of St. Luke—more exquisite than any idyll to Christian ears—
"there were shepherds keeping watch over their flock by night, when, lo, the angel of the Lord came upon
them, and, the glory of the Lord shone round about them," and to their happy ears were uttered the good
tidings of great joy, that unto them was born that day in the city of David a Savior, which was Christ the
Lord. The associations of our Lord's nativity were all of the humblest character, and the very scenery of His
birthplace was connected with memories of poverty and toil. On that night, indeed, it seemed as though the
heavens must burst to disclose their radiant minstrelsies; and the stars, and the feeding sheep, and the "light
and sound in the darkness and stillness," and the rapture of faithful hearts, combine to furnish us with a
picture painted in the colours of heaven. But in the brief and thrilling verses of the Evangelist we are not
told that those angel songs were heard by any except the wakeful shepherds of an obscure village;—and
these shepherds, amid the chill dews of a winter night, were guarding their flocks from the wolf and the
robber, in fields where Ruth, their Savior's ancestress, had gleaned, sick at heart, amid the alien corn, and
David, the despised and youngest son of a numerous family, had followed the ewes great with young. "And
suddenly," adds the sole Evangelist who has narrated the circumstances of that memorable night in which
Jesus was born, amid the indifference of a world unconscious of its Deliverer, "there was with the angel a
multitude of the heavenly host, praising God, and saying, Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace
among men of good will."It might have been expected that Christian piety would have marked the spot by
splendid memorials, and enshrined the rude grotto of the shepherds in the marbles and mosaics of some
stately church. But, instead of this, the Chapel of the Herald Angel is a mere rude crypt; and as the traveller
descends down the broken steps which lead from the olive-grove into its dim recess, he can hardly persuade
himself that he is in a consecrated place. Yet a half-unconscious sense of fitness has, perhaps, contributed
to this apparent neglect. The poverty of the chapel harmonises well with the humble toil of those whose
radiant vision it is intended to commemorate. "Come now! let us go unto Bethlehem, and see this thing
which has come to pass, which the Lord made known to us," said the shepherds, when those angel songs
had ceased to break the starry silence. Their way would lead them up the terraced hill, and through the
moonlit gardens of Bethlehem, until they reached the summit of the grey ridge on which the little town is
built. On that summit stood the village inn. The khan (or caravanserai) of a Syrian village, at that day, was
probably identical, in its appearance and accommodation, with those which still exist in modern Palestine.
A khan is a low structure, built of rough stones, and generally only a single storey in height. It consists for
the most part of a square enclosure, in which the cattle can be tied up in safety for the night, and an arched
recess for the accommodation of travellers. The leewan, or paved floor of the recess, is raised a foot or two
above the level of the court-yard. A large khan—such, for instance, as that of which the ruins may still be
seen at Khan Minyeh, on the shore of the Sea of Galilee—might contain a series of such recesses, which
are, in fact, low small rooms with no front wall to them. They are, of course, perfectly public; everything
that takes place in them is visible to every person in the han. They are also totally devoid of even the most
ordinary furniture. The traveller may bring his own carpet if he likes, may sit cross-legged upon it for his
meals, and may lie upon it at night. As a rule, too, he must bring his own food, attend to his own cattle, and
draw his own water from the neighbouring spring. He would neither expect nor require attendance, and
would pay only the merest trifle for the advantage of shelter, safety, and a floor on which to lie. But if he
chanced to arrive late, and the leewans were all occupied by earlier guests, he would have no choice but to
be content with such accommodation as he could find in the court-yard below, and secure for himself and
his family such small amount of cleanliness and decency as are compatible with an unoccupied corner on
the filthy area, which must he shared with horses, mules, and camels. The litter, the closeness, the
unpleasant smell of the crowded animals, the unwelcome intrusion of the pariah dogs, the necessary society
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of the very lowest hangers-on of the caravanserai, are adjuncts to such a position which can only be realised
by any traveller in the East who happens to have been placed in similar circumstances. In Palestine it not
unfrequently happens that the entire khan, or at any rate the portion of it in which the animals are housed, is
one of those innumerable caves which abound in the limestone rocks of its central hills. Such seems to have
been the case at the little town of Bethlehem-Ephratah, in the land of Judah. Justin Martyr, the Apologist,
who, from his birth at Shechem, was familiar with Palestine, and who lived less than a century after the
time of our Lord, places the scene of the nativity in a cave. This is, indeed, the ancient and constant
tradition both of the Eastern and the Western Churches, and it is one of the few to which, though
unrecorded in the Gospel history, we may attach a reasonable probability. Over this cave has risen the
Church and Convent of the Nativity, and it was in a cave close beside it that one of the most learned,
eloquent, and holy of the Fathers of the Church--that great St. Jerome to whom we owe the received Latin
translation of the Bible--spent thirty of his declining years in study, and fast, and prayer. From their
northern home at Nazareth, in the mountains of Zabulon, Joseph, the village carpenter, had made his way
along the wintry roads with Mary his espoused wife, being great with child. Fallen as were their fortunes,
they were both of the house and lineage of David, and they were traversing a journey of eighty miles to the
village which had been the home of their great ancestor while he was still a ruddy shepherd lad, tending his
flocks upon the lonely hills. The object of that toilsome journey, which could not but be disagreeable to the
settled habits of Oriental life, was to enrol their names as members of the house of David in a census which
had been ordered by the Emperor Augustus. In the political condition of the Roman Empire, of which
Judza then formed a part, a single whisper of the Emperor was sufficiently powerful to secure the
execution of his mandates in the remotest corners of the civilised world. Great as are the historic difficulties
in which the census is involved, there seems to be good independent grounds for believing that it may have
been originally ordered by Sentius Saturninus, that it was begun by Publius Sulpicius Quirinus, when he
was for the first time legate of Syria, and that it was completed during his second term of office. In
deference to Jewish prejudices, any infringement of which was the certain signal for violent tumults and
insurrection, it was not carried out in the ordinary Roman manner, at each person's place of residence, but
according to Jewish custom, at the town to which their family originally belonged. The Jews still clung to
their genealogies and to the memory of long-extinct tribal relations; and though the journey was a weary
and distasteful one, the mind of Joseph may well have been consoled by the remembrance of that heroic
descent which would now be authoritatively recognised, and by the glow of those Messianic hopes to
which the marvellous circumstances of which he was almost the sole depositary would give a tenfold
intensity. Travelling in the East is a very slow and leisurely affair, and was likely to be still more so if] as is
probable, the country was at that time agitated by political animosities. Beeroth, which is fifteen miles
distant from Bethlehem, or possibly even Jerusalem, which is only six miles off, may have been the resting-
place of Mary and Joseph before this last stage of their journey. But the heavy languor, or even the
commencing pangs of travail, must necessarily have retarded the progress of the maiden-mother. Others
who were travelling on the same errand, would easily have passed them on the road, and when, after toiling
up the steep hill-side, by David's well, they arrived at the khan--probably the very one which had been
known for centuries as the House of Chimham, and if so, covering perhaps the very ground on which, one
thousand years before, had stood the hereditary house of Boaz, of Jesse, and of David—every leewan was
occupied. The enrolment had drawn so many strangers to the little town, that "there was no room for them
in the inn." In the rude limestone grotto attached to it as a stable, among the hay and straw spread for the
food and rest of the cattle, weary with their day's journey, far from home, in the midst of strangers, in the
chilly winter night--in circumstances so devoid of all earthly comfort or splendour that it is impossible to
imagine a humbler nativity—Christ was born. Distant but a few miles, on the plateau of the abrupt and
singular hill now called Jebel Fureidis, or "Little Paradise Mountain," towered the palace fortress of the
Great Herod. The magnificent houses of his friends and courtiers crowded around its base. The humble
wayfarers, as they passed near it, might have heard the hired and voluptuous minstrelsy with which its
feasts were celebrated, or the shouting of the rough mercenaries whose arms enforced obedience to its
despotic lord. But the true King of the Jews—the rightful Lord of the Universe—was not to be found in
palace or fortress. They who wear soft clothing are in king's houses. The cattle-stables of the lowly
caravanserai were a more fitting birthplace for Him who came to reveal that the soul of the greatest
monarch was no dearer or greater in God's sight than the soul of his meanest slave; for him who had not
where to lay His head; for him who, from His cross of shame, was to rule the world. Guided by the lamp
which usually swings from the centre of a rope hung across the entrance of the khan, the shepherds made
their way to the inn of Bethlehem, and found Mary, and Joseph, and the Babe lying in the manger. The
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fancy of poet and painter has revelled in the imaginary glories of the scene. They have sung of the "bright
harnessed angels" who hovered there, and of the stars lingering beyond their time to shed their sweet
influences upon that smiling infancy. They have painted the radiation of light from his manger-cradle,
illuminating all the place till the bystanders are forced to shade their eyes from that heavenly splendour.
But all this is wide of the reality. Such glories as the simple shepherds saw were seen only by the eye of
faith; and all which met their gaze was a peasant of Galilee, already beyond the prime of life, and a young
mother, of whom they could not know that she was wedded maid and virgin wife, with an Infant Child,
whom, since there were none to help her, her own hands had wrapped in swaddling-clothes The light that
shined in the darkness was no physical, but a spiritual beam; the Dayspring from on high, which had now
visited mankind, dawned only in a few faithful and humble hearts. And the Gospels, always truthful and
bearing on every page that simplicity which is the stamp of honest narrative, indicate this fact without
comment. There is in them nothing of the exuberance of marvel, and mystery, and miracle, which appears
alike in the Jewish imaginations about their coming Messiah, and in the apocryphal narratives about the
Infant Christ. There is no more decisive criterion of their absolute credibility as simple histories, than the
marked and violent contrast which they offer to all the spurious gospels of the early centuries, and all the
imaginative legends which have clustered about them. Had our Gospels been unauthentic, they too must
inevitably have partaken of the characteristics which mark, without exception, every early fiction about the
Savior's life. To the unilluminated fancy it would have seemed incredible that the most stupendous event in
the world's history should have taken place without convulsions and catastrophes. In the Gospel of St.
James there is a really striking chapter, describing how, at the awful moment of the nativity, the pole of the
heaven stood motionless, and the birds were still, and there were workmen lying on the earth with their
hands in a vessel, "and those who handled did not handle it, and those who took did not lift, and those who
presented it to their mouth did not present it, but the faces of all were looking up; and I saw the sheep
scattered and the sheep stood, and the shepherd lifted up his hand to strike, and his hand remained up; and I
looked at the stream of the river, and the mouths of the kids were down, and were not drinking; and
everything which was being propelled forward was intercepted in its course." But of this sudden hush and
pause of awe-struck Nature, of the parhelions and mysterious splendours which blazed in many places of
the world, of the painless childbirth, of the perpetual virginity, of the ox and the ass kneeling to worship
Him in the manger, of the voice with which immediately after His birth He told his mother that He was the
Son of God, and of many another wonder which rooted itself in the earliest traditions, there is no trace
whatever in the New Testament. The inventions of man differ wholly from the dealings of God. In His
designs there is no haste, no rest, no weariness, no discontinuity; all things are done by him in the majesty
of silence, and they are seen under a light that shineth quietly in the darkness, "showing all things in the
slow history of their ripening." "The unfathomable depths of the Divine counsels," it has been said, "were
moved; the fountains of the great deep were broken up; the healing of the nations was issuing forth; but
nothing was seen on the surface of human society but this slight rippling of the water; the course of human
things went on as usual, while each was taken up with little projects of his own." How long the Virgin
Mother and her holy Child stayed in this cave, or cattle-enclosure, we cannot tell, but probably it was not
for long. The word rendered "manger" in Luke ii. 7, is of very uncertain meaning, nor can we discover
more about it than that it means a place where animals were fed. It is probable that the crowd in the khan
would not be permanent, and common humanity would have dictated an early removal of the mother and
her child to some more appropriate resting-place. The Magi, as we see from St. Matthew, visited Mary in
"the house." But on all these minor incidents the Gospels do not dwell. The fullest of them is St. Luke, and
the singular sweetness of his narrative, its almost idyllic grace, its sweet calm tone of noble reticence, seem
clearly to indicate that he derived it, though but in fragmentary notices, from the lips of Mary herself. It is,
indeed, difficult to imagine from whom else it could have come, for mothers are the natural historians of
infant years; but it is interesting to find, in the actual style, that "colouring of a woman's memory and a
woman's view," which we should naturally have expected in confirmation of a conjecture so obvious and so
interesting. To one who was giving the reins to his imagination, the minutest incidents would have claimed
a description; to Mary they would have seemed trivial and irrelevant. Others might wonder, but in her all
wonder was lost in the one overwhelming revelation--the one absorbing consciousness. Of such things she
could not lightly speak; "she kept all these things, and pondered them in her heart." The very depth and
sacredness of that reticence is the natural and probable explanation of the fact, that some of the details of
the Savior's infancy are fully recorded by St. Luke alone.
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2. THE PRESENTATION IN THE TEMPLE.

FOUR events only of our Lord's infancy are narrated by the Gospels—namely, the Circumcision, the
Presentation in the Temple, the Visit of the Magi, and the Flight into Egypt. Of these the first two occur
only in St. Luke, the last two only in St. Matthew. Yet no single particular can be pointed out in which the
two narratives are necessarily contradictory. If, on other grounds, we have ample reason to accept the
evidence of the Evangelists, as evidence given by witnesses of unimpeachable honesty, we have every right
to believe that, to whatever cause the confessed fragmentariness of their narratives may be due, those
narratives may fairly be regarded as supplementing each other. It is as dishonest to assume the existence of
irreconcilable discrepancies, as it is to suggest the adoption of impossible harmonies. The accurate and
detailed sequence of biographical narrative from the earliest years of life was a thing wholly unknown to
the Jews, and alien alike from their style and temperament. Anecdotes of infancy, incidents of childhood,
indications of future greatness in boyish years, are a very rare phenomenon in ancient literature. It is only
since the dawn of Christianity that childhood has been surrounded by a halo of romance. The exact order of
the events which occurred before the return to Nazareth can only be a matter of uncertain conjecture. The
Circumcision was on the eighth day after the birth (Luke i. 59; ii. 21); the Purification was thirty-three days
after the circumcision (Lev. xii. 4); the Visit of the Magi was when "Jesus was born in Bethlehem" (Matt.
ii. 1); and the Flight into Egypt immediately after their departure. The supposition that the return from
Egypt was previous to the Presentation in the Temple, though not absolutely impossible, seems most
improbable. To say nothing of the fact that such a postponement would have been a violation (however
necessary) of the Levitical law, it would either involve the supposition that the Purification was long
postponed, which seems to be contradicted by the twice-repeated expression of St. Luke (ii. 22, 39); or it
supposes that forty days allowed sufficient time for the journey of the Wise Men from "the East," and for
the flight to, and return from, Egypt. It involves, moreover, the extreme improbability of a return of the
Holy Family to Jerusalem—a town but six miles distant from Bethlehem—within a few days after an event
so frightful as the Massacre of the Innocents. Although no supposition is entirely free from the objections
which necessarily arise out of our ignorance of the circumstances, it seems almost certain that the Flight
into Egypt, and the circumstances which led to it, did not occur till after the presentation. For forty days,
therefore, the Holy Family were left in peace and obscurity, in a spot surrounded by so many scenes of
interest, and hallowed by so many traditions of their family and race. Of the Circumcision no mention is
made by the apocryphal gospels, except an amazingly repulsive one in the Arabic Gospel of the Infancy. It
was not an incident which would be likely to interest those whose object it was to intrude their own
dogmatic fancies into the sacred story. But to the Christian it has its own solemn meaning. It shows that
Christ came not to destroy the Law, but to fulfil. Thus it became Him to fulfil all righteousness. Thus early
did He suffer pain for our sakes, to teach us the spiritual circumcision—the circumcision of the heart—the
circumcision of all our bodily senses. As the East catches at sunset the colours of the West, so Bethlehem is
a prelude to Calvary, and even the Infant's cradle is tinged with a crimson reflection from the Redeemer's
cross. It was on this day, too, that Christ first publicly received that name of Jesus, which the command of
the angel Gabriel had already announced. "Hoshea" meant salvation; Joshua, "whose salvation is Jehovah;"
Jesus is but the English modification of the Greek form of the name. At this time it was a name
extraordinarily common among the Jews. It was dear to them as having been borne by the great Leader who
bad conducted them into victorious possession of the Promised Land, and by the great High Priest who had
headed the band of exiles who returned from Babylon; but henceforth—not for Jews only, but for all the
world—it was destined to acquire a significance infinitely more sacred as the mortal designation of the Son
of God. The Hebrew "Messiah" and the Greek "Christ" were names which represented His office as the
Anointed Prophet, Priest, and King; but "Jesus" was the personal name which He bore as one who "emptied
Himself of His glory" to become a sinless man among sinful men. On the fortieth day after the nativity—
until which time she could not leave the house—the Virgin presented herself with her Babe for their
Purification in the Temple at Jerusalem. "Thus, then," says St. Bonaventura, "do they bring the Lord of the
Temple to the Temple of the Lord." The proper offering on such occasions was a yearling lamb for a burnt-
offering, and a young pigeon or a turtle-dove for a sin-offering; but with that beautiful tenderness, which is
so marked a characteristic of the Mosaic legislation, those who were too poor for so comparatively costly
an offering, were allowed to bring instead two turtle-doves or two young pigeons. With this humble
offering Mary presented herself to the priest. At the same time Jesus, as being a first-born son, was
presented to God, and in accordance with the law, was redeemed from the necessity of Temple service by
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the ordinary payment of five shekels of the sanctuary (Numb. xviii. 15, 16), amounting in value to about
fifteen shillings. Of the purification and presentation no further details are given to us, but this visit to the
Temple was rendered memorable by a double incident—the recognition ot the Infant Savior by Simeon and
Anna. Of Simeon we are simply told that he was a just and devout Israelite endowed with the gift of
prophecy, and that having received divine intimation that his death would not take place till he had seen the
Messiah, he entered under some inspired impulse into the Temple, and there, recognising the Holy Child,
took Him in his arms, and burst into that glorious song—the "Nunc Dimittis"—which for eighteen centuries
has been so dear to Christian hearts. The prophecy that the Babe should be "a light to lighten the Gentiles,"
no less than the strangeness of the circumstances, may well have caused astonishment to His parents, from
whom the aged prophet did not conceal their own future sorrows—warning the Virgin Mother especially,
both of the deadly opposition which that Divine Child was destined to encounter, and of the national perils
which should agitate the days to come. Legend has been busy with the name of Simeon. In the Arabic
Gospel of the Infancy, he recognises Jesus because he sees Him shining like a pillar of light in His mother's
arms. Nicephorus tells us that, in reading the Scriptures, he had stumbled at the verse, "Behold, a virgin
shall conceive, and bear a son" (Isa. vii. 14), and had then received the intimation that he should not die till
he had seen it fulfilled. All attempts to identify him with other Simeons have failed. Had he been a High
Priest, or President of the Sanhedrin, St. Luke would not have introduced him so casually as "a man
(anthropos) in Jerusalem whose name was Simeon." The statement in the Gospel of the Nativity of Mary
that he was 113 years old is wholly arbitrary; as is the conjecture that the silence of the Talmud about him
is due to his Christian proclivities. He could not have been Rabban Simeon, the son of Hillel, and father of
Gamaliel, who would not at this time have been so old. Still less could he have been the far earlier Simeon
the Just, who was believed to have prophesied the destruction of Jerusalem, and who was the last survivor
of the great Sanhedrin. It is curious that we should be told nothing respecting him, while of Anna the
prophetess several interesting particulars are given, and among others that she was of the tribe of Asher—a
valuable proof that tribal relations still lived affectionately in the memory of the people.

3. THE VISIT OF THE MAGI.

THE brief narrative of the Visit of the Magi, recorded in the second chapter of St. Matthew, is of the
deepest interest in the history of Christianity. It is, in the first place, the Epiphany, or Manifestation of
Christ to the Gentiles. It brings the facts of the Gospel history into close connection with Jewish belief,
with ancient prophecy, with secular history, and with modern science; and in doing so it furnishes us with
new confirmations of our faith, derived incidentally, and therefore in the most unsuspicious manner, from
indisputable and unexpected quarters. Herod the Great, who, after a life of splendid misery and criminal
success, had now sunk into the jealous decrepitude of his savage old age, was residing in his new palace on
Zion, when, half maddened as he was already by the crimes of his past career, he was thrown into a fresh
paroxysm of alarm and anxiety by the visit of some Eastern Magi, bearing the strange intelligence that they
bad seen in the East the star of a new-born king of the Jews, and had come to worship him. Herod, a mere
Idumaan usurper, a more than suspected apostate, the detested tyrant over an unwilling people, the
sacrilegious plunderer of the tomb of David—Herod, a descendant of the despised Ishmael and the hated
Esau, heard the tidings with a terror and indignation which it was hard to dissimulate. The grandson of one
who, as was believed, had been a mere servitor in a temple at Ascalon, and who in his youth had been
carried off by Edomite brigands, he well knew how worthless were his pretensions to an historic throne
which be held solely by successful adventure. But his craft equalled his cruelty, and finding that all
Jerusalem shared his suspense, he summoned to his palace the leading priests and theologians of the
Jews—perhaps the relics of that Sanhedrin which he had long reduced to a despicable shadow—to inquire
of them where the Messiah was to be born. He received the ready and confident answer that Bethlehem was
the town indicated for that honour by the prophecy of Micah. Concealing, therefore, his desperate intention,
he dispatched the Wise Men to Bethlehem, bidding them to let him know as soon as they had found the
child, that he too might come and do him reverence. Before continuing the narrative, let us pause to inquire
who these Eastern wanderers were, and what can be discovered respecting their mysterious mission. The
name "Magi," by which they are called in the Greek of St. Matthew, is perfectly vague. It meant originally
a sect of Median and Persian scholars; it was subsequently applied (as in Acts xiii. 6) to pretended
astrologers, or Oriental soothsayers. Such characters were well known to antiquity, under the name of
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Chaldeans, and their visits were by no means unfamiliar even to the Western nations. Diogenes Laertius
reports to us a story of Aristotle, that a Syrian mage had predicted to Socrates that he would die a violent
death; and Seneca informs us that magi, "qui forte Athenis erant," had visited the tomb of Plato, and had
there offered incense to him as a divine being. There is nothing but a mass of confused and contradictory
traditions to throw any light either on their rank, their country, their number, or their names. The tradition
which makes them kings was probably founded on the prophecy of Isaiah (Ix. 3): "And the Gentiles shall
come to thy light, and kings to the brightness of thy rising." The fancy that they were Arabians may have
arisen from the fact that myrrh and frankincense are Arabian products, joined to the passage in Ps. Ixxii. 10,
"The kings of Tharshish and of the isles shall give presents; the kings of Arabia and Siba shall bring gifts."
There was a double tradition as to their number. Augustine and Chrysostom say that there were twelve, but
the common belief, arising perhaps from the triple gifts, is that they were three in number. The Venerable
Bede even gives us their names, their country, and their personal appearance. Melchior was an old man
with white hair and long beard; Caspar, a ruddy and beardless youth; Balthasar, swarthy and in the prime of
life. We are further informed by tradition that Melchior was a descendant of Shem, Caspar of Ham, and
Balthasar of Japheth. Thus they are made representatives of the three periods of life, and the three divisions
of the globe; and valueless as such fictions may be for direct historical purposes, they have been rendered
interesting by their influence on the most splendid productions of religious art. The skulls of these three
kings, each circled with its crown of jewelled gold, are still exhibited among the relics in the cathedral at
Cologne. It is, however, more immediately to our purpose to ascertain the causes of their memorable
journey. We are informed by Tacitus, by Suetonius, and by Josephus, that there prevailed throughout the
entire East at this time an intense conviction, derived from ancient prophecies, that ere long a powerful
monarch would arise in Judea, and gain dominion over the world. It has, indeed, been conjectured that the
Roman historians may simply be echoing an assertion, for which Josephus was in reality their sole
authority; but even if we accept this uncertain supposition, there is still ample proof, both in Jewish and in
Pagan writings, that a guilty and weary world was dimly expecting the advent of its Deliverer. "The dew of
blessing falls not on us, and our fruits have no taste," exclaimed Rabban Simeon, the son of Gamaliel; and
the expression might sum up much of the literature of an age which was, as Niebuhr says, "effete with the
drunkenness of crime." The splendid vaticination in the fourth Eclogue of Virgil proves the intensity of the
feeling, and has long been reckoned among the "unconscious prophecies of heathendom." There is,
therefore, nothing extraordinary in the fact that these Eastern magi should have bent their steps to
Jerusalem, especially if there were any circumstances to awaken in the East a more immediate conviction
that this wide-spread expectation was on the point of fulfilment. If they were disciples of Zoroaster, they
would see in the infant King the future conqueror of Ahriman, the destined Lord of all the World. The story
of their journey has indeed been set down with contemptuous confidence as a mere poetic myth; but though
its actual historic verity must rest on the testimony of the Evangelist alone, there are many facts which
enable us to see that in its main outlines it involves nothing either impossible or even improbable. Now St.
Matthew tells us that the cause of their expectant attitude was that they had seen the star of the Messiah in
the East, and that to discover Him was the motive of their journey. That any strange sidereal phenomenon
should be interpreted as the signal of a coming king was in strict accordance with the belief of their age.
Such a notion may well have arisen from the prophecy of Balaam, the Gentile sorcerer—a prophecy which,
from the power of its rhythm and the splendour of its imagery, could hardly fail to be disseminated in
eastern countries. Nearly a century afterwards, the false Messiah, in the reign of Hadrian, received from the
celebrated Rabbi Akiba, the surname of Bar-Cocheba, or "Son of a Star," and caused a star to be stamped
upon the coinage which he issued. Six centuries afterwards, Mahomet is said to have pointed to a comet as
a portent illustrative of his pretensions. Even the Greeks and Romans had always considered that the births
and deaths of great men were symbolised by the appearance and disappearance of heavenly bodies, and the
same belief has continued down to comparatively modern times. The evanescent star which appeared in the
time of Tycho Brahe, and was noticed by him on Nov. 11, 1572, was believed to indicate the brief but
dazzling career of some warrior from the north, and was subsequently regarded as having been prophetic of
the fortunes of Gustavus Adolphus. Now it so happens that, although the exact year in which Christ was
born is not ascertainable with any certainty from Scripture, yet, within a few years of what must, on any
calculation, have been the period of his birth, there undoubtedly did appear a phenomenon in the heavens
so remarkable that it could not possibly have escaped the observation of an astrological people. The
immediate applicability of this phenomenon to the Gospel narrative is now generally abandoned; but,
whatever other theory may be held about it, it is unquestionably important and interesting as having
furnished one of the data which first led to the discovery, that the birth of Christ took place three or four
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years before our received era. This appearance, and the circumstances which have been brought into
connection with it, we will proceed to notice. They form a curious episode in the history of exegesis, and
are otherwise remarkable; but we must fully warn the reader that the evidence by which this astronomical
fact has been brought into immediate connection with St. Matthew's narrative is purely conjectural, and
must be received, if received at all, with considerable caution. On Dec. 17, 1603, there occurred a
conjunction of the two largest superior planets, Saturn and Jupiter, in the zodiacal sign of the Fishes, in the
watery trigon. In the following spring they were joined in the fiery trigon by Mars, and in Sept., 1604, there
appeared in the foot of Ophiuchus, and between Mars and Saturn, a new star of the first magnitude, which,
after shining for a whole year, gradually waned in March, 1606, and finally disappeared. Brunowski, the
pupil of Kepler, who first noticed it, describes it as sparkling with an interchange of colours like a diamond,
and as not being in any way nebulous, or offering any analogy to a comet. These remarkable phenomena
attracted the attention of the great Kepler, who, from his acquaintance with astrology, knew the immense
importance which such a conjunction would have had in the eyes of the Magi, and wished to discover
whether any such conjunction had taken place about the period of our Lord's birth. Now there is a
conjunction of Jupiter and Saturn in the same trigon about every twenty years, but in every 200 years they
pass into another trigon, and are not conjoined in the same trigon again (after passing through the entire
Zodiac), till after a lapse of 794 years, four months, and twelve days. By calculating backwards, Kepler
discovered that the same conjunction of Jupiter and Saturn, in Pisces, had happened no less than three times
in the year A.U.C. 747, and that the planet Mars had joined them in the spring of 748; and the general fact
that there was such a combination at this period has been verified by a number of independent
investigators, and does not seem to admit of denial. And however we may apply the fact, it is certainly an
interesting one. For such a conjunction would at once have been interpreted by the Chaldaean observers as
indicating the approach of some memorable event; and since it occurred in the constellation Pisces, which
was supposed by astrologers to be immediately connected with the fortunes of Judaea, it would naturally
turn their thoughts in that direction. The form of their interpretation would be moulded, both by the
astrological opinions of the Jews—which distinctly point to this very conjunction as an indication of the
Messiah—and by the expectation of a Deliverer which was so widely spread at the period in which they
lived. The appearance and disappearance of new stars is a phenomenon by no means so rare as to admit of
any possible doubt. The fact that St. Matthew speaks of such a star within two or three years, at the utmost,
of a time when we know that there was this remarkable planetary conjunction, and the fact that there was
such a star nearly 1,600 years afterwards, at the time of a similar conjunction, can only be regarded as a
curious coincidence. We should, indeed, have a strong and strange confirmation of one main fact in St.
Matthew's narrative, if any reliance could be placed on the assertion that, in the astronomical tables of the
Chinese, a record has been preserved that a new star did appear in the heavens at this very epoch. But it
would be obviously idle to build on a datum which is so incapable of verification and so enveloped with
uncertainty. We are, in fact, driven to the conclusion that the astronomical researches which have proved
the reality of this remarkable planetary conjunction are only valuable as showing the possibility that it may
have prepared the Magi for the early occurrence of some great event. And this confident expectation may
have led to their journey to Palestine, on the subsequent appearance of an evanescent star, an appearance by
no means unparalleled in the records of astronomy, but which in this instance seems to rest on the authority
of the Evangelist alone. No one, at any rate, need stumble over the supposition that an apparent sanction is
thus extended to the combinations of astrology. Apart from astrology altogether, it is conceded by many
wise and candid observers, even by the great Niebuhr, the last man in the world to be carried away by
credulity or superstition, that great catastrophes and unusual phenomena in nature have, as a matter of
fact—however we may choose to interpret such a fact—synchronised in a remarkable manner with great
events in human history. It would not, therefore, imply any prodigious folly on the part of the Magi to
regard the planetary conjunction as something providentially significant. And if astrology be ever so
absurd, yet there is nothing absurd in the supposition that the Magi should be led to truth, even through the
gateways of delusion, if the spirit of sincerity and truth was in them. The history of science will famish
repeated instances, not only of the enormous discoveries accorded to apparent accident, but even of the
immense results achieved in the investigation of innocent and honest error. Saul, who in seeking asses
found a kingdom, is but a type of many another seeker in many another age. The Magi came to Bethlehem,
and offered to the young child in his rude and humble resting-place a reverence which we do not hear that
they had paid to the usurping Edomite in his glittering palace. "And when they had opened their treasures
they presented unto him gifts, gold, and frankincense, and myrrh." The imagination of early Christians has
seen in each gift a special significance: myrrh for the human nature, gold to the king, frankincense to the
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divinity; or, the gold for the race of Shem, the myrrh for the race of Ham, the incense for the race of
Japheth;—innocent fancies, only worthy of mention because of their historic interest, and their bearing on
the conceptions of Christian poetry and Christian art.

4. THE FLIGHT INTO EGYPT, MASSACRE OF THE INNOCENTS.

WHEN they had offered their gifts, the Wise Men would naturally have returned to Herod, but being
warned of God in a dream, they returned to their own land another way. Neither in Scripture, nor in
authentic history, nor even in early apocryphal tradition, do we find any further traces of their existence;
but their visit led to very memorable events. The dream which warned them of danger may very probably
have fallen in with their own doubts about the cruel and crafty tyrant who had expressed a hypocritical
desire to pay his homage to the Infant King; and if, as we may suppose, they imparted to Joseph any hint as
to their misgivings, he too would be prepared for the warning dream which bade him fly to Egypt to save
the young child from Herod's jealousy. Egypt has, in all ages, been the natural place of refuge for all who
were driven from Palestine by distress, persecution, or discontent. Rhinokolura, the river of Egypt, or as
Milton, with his usual exquisite and learned accuracy calls it,— "The brook that parts Egypt from Syrian
ground," might have been reached by the fugitives in three days; and once upon the farther bank, they were
beyond the reach of Herod's jurisdiction. Of the flight, and its duration, Scripture gives us no further
particulars; telling us only that the Holy Family fled, by night from Bethlehem, and returned when Joseph
had again been assured by a dream that it would be safe to take back the Savior to the land of his nativity. It
is left to apocryphal legends, immortalised by the genius of Italian art, to tell us how, on the way, the
dragons came and bowed to Him, the lions and leopards adored Him, the roses of Jericho blossomed
wherever His footsteps trod, the palm-trees at His command bent down to give them dates, the robbers
were overawed by His majesty, and the journey was miraculously shortened. They tell us further how, at
His entrance into the country, all the idols of the land of Egypt fell from their pedestals with a sudden
crash, and lay shattered and broken upon their faces, and how many wonderful cures of leprosy and
demoniac possession were wrought by His word. All this wealth and prodigality of superfluous, aimless,
and unmeaning miracle—arising in part from a mere craving for the supernatural, and in part from a
fanciful application of Old Testament prophecies—furnishes a strong contrast to the truthful simplicity of
the Gospel narrative. St. Matthew neither tells us where the holy Family abode in Egypt, nor how long their
exile continued; but ancient legends say that they remained two years absent from Palestine, and lived at
Matarééh, a few miles north-east of Cairo, where a fountain was long shown of which Jesus had made the
water fresh, and an ancient sycamore under which they had rested. The Evangelist alludes only to the
causes of their flight and of their return, and finds in the latter a new and deeper significance for the words
of the prophet Hosea, "Out of Egypt have I called my Son." The flight into Egypt led to a very memorable
event. Seeing that the Wise Men had not returned to him, the alarm and jealousy of Herod assumed a still
darker and more malignant aspect. He had no means of identifying the royal infant of the seed of David,
and least of all would he have been likely to seek for him in the cavern stable of the village khan. But he
knew that the child whom the visit of the Magi had taught him to regard as a future rival of himself or of
his house was yet an infant at the breast; and as Eastern mothers usually suckle their children for two years,
he issued his fell mandate to slay all the children of Bethlehem and its neighbourhood "from two years old
and under." Of the method by which the decree was carried out we know nothing. The children may have
been slain secretly, gradually, and by various forms of murder; or, as has been generally supposed, there
may have been one single hour of dreadful butchery. The decrees of tyrants like Herod are usually involved
in a deadly obscurity; they reduce the world to a torpor in which it is hardly safe to speak above a whisper.
But the wild wail of anguish which rose from the mothers thus cruelly robbed of their infant children could
not be hushed, and they who heard it might well imagine that Rachel, the great ancestress of their race,
whose tomb stands by the roadside about a mile from Bethlehem, once more, as in the pathetic image of the
prophet, mingled her voice with the mourning and lamentation of those who wept so inconsolably for their
murdered little ones. To us there seems something inconceivable in a crime so atrocious; but our thoughts
have been softened by eighteen centuries of Christianity, and such deeds are by no means unparalleled in
the history of heathen despots and of the ancient world. Infanticide of a deeper dye than this of Herod's was
a crime dreadfully rife in the days of the Empire; and the Massacre of the Innocents, as well as the motives
which led to it, can be illustrated by several circumstances in the history of this very epoch. Suetonius, in
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his Life of Augustus, quotes from the life of the Emperor by his freedman Julius Marathus, a story to the
effect that shortly before his birth there was a prophecy in Rome that a king over the Roman people would
soon be born. To obviate this danger to the Republic, the Senate ordered that all the male children born in
that year should be abandoned or exposed; but the Senators whose wives were pregnant took means to
prevent the ratification of the statute, because each of them hoped that the prophecy might refer to his own
child. Again, Eusebius quotes from Hegesippus, a Jew by birth, a story that Domitian, alarmed by the
growing power of the name of Christ, issued an order to destroy all the descendants of the house of David.
Two grandchildren of St. Jude—"the Lord's brother"—were still living, and were known as the Desposyni.
They were betrayed to the Emperor by a certain Jocatus, and other Nazaraan heretics, and were brought
into the imperial presence; but when Domitian observed that they only held the rank of peasants, and that
their hands were hard with manual toil, he dismissed them in safety with a mixture of pity and contempt.
Although doubts have been thrown on the Massacre of the Innocents, it is profoundly in accordance with
all that we know of Herod's character. The master-passions of that able but wicked prince were a most
unbounded ambition, and, a most excruciating jealousy. His whole career was red with the blood of
murder. He had massacred priests and nobles; he had decimated the Sanhedrin; he had caused the High
Priest, his brother-in-law, the young and noble Aristobulus, to be drowned in pretended sport before his
eyes; he had ordered the strangulation of his favourite wife, the beautiful Asmonaan princess Mariamne,
though she seems to have been the only human being whom he passionately loved. His sons Alexander,
Aristobulus, and Antipater—his uncle Joseph—Antigonus and Alexander, the uncle and father of his
wife—his mother-in-law Alexandra—his kinsman Cortobanus—his friends Dositheus and Gadias, were but
a few of the multitudes who fell victims to his sanguinary, suspicious, and guilty terrors. His brother
Pheroras and his son Archelaus barely and narrowly escaped execution by his orders. Neither the blooming
youth of the prince Aristobulus, nor the white hairs of the king Hyrcanus, had protected them from his
fawning and treacherous fury. Deaths by strangulation, deaths by burning, deaths by being cleft asunder,
deaths by secret assassination, confessions forced by unutterable torture, acts of insolent and inhuman lust,
mark the annals of a reign which was so cruel that, in the energetic language of the Jewish ambassadors to
the Emperor Augustus, "the survivors during his lifetime were even more miserable than the sufferers."
And as in the case of Henry VIII., every dark and brutal instinct of his character seemed to acquire fresh
intensity as his life drew towards its close. Haunted by the spectres of his murdered wife and murdered
sons, agitated by the conflicting furies of remorse and blood, the pitiless monster, as Josephus calls him,
was seized in his last days by a black and bitter ferocity, which broke out against all with whom he came in
contact. There is no conceivable difficulty in supposing that such a man—a savage barbarian with a thin
veneer of corrupt and superficial civilisation—would have acted in the exact manner which St. Matthew
describes; and the belief in the fact receives independent confirmation from various sources. "On Augustus
being informed," says Macrobius, "that among the boys under two years of age whom Herod ordered to be
slain in Syria, his own son also had been slain," "It is better," said he, "to be Herod's pig (in) than his son
(uion). "Although Macrobius is a late writer, and made the mistake of supposing that Herod's son Antipater,
who was put to death about the same time as the Massacre of the Innocents, had actually perished in that
massacre, it is clear that the form in which he narrates the bon mot of Augustus, points to some dim
reminiscence of this cruel slaughter. Why then, it has been asked, does Josephus make no mention of so
infamous an atrocity? Perhaps because it was performed so secretly that he did not even know of it. Perhaps
because, in those terrible days, the murder of a score of children, in consequence of a transient suspicion,
would have been regarded as an item utterly insignificant in the list of Herod's murders. Perhaps because it
was passed over in silence by Nikolaus of Damascus, who, writing in the true spirit of those Hellenising
courtiers, who wanted to make a political Messiah out of a corrupt and blood-stained usurper, magnified all
his patron's achievements, and concealed or palliated all his crimes. But the more probable reason is that
Josephus, whom, in spite of all the immense literary debt which we owe to him, we can only regard as a
renegade and a sycophant, did not choose to make any allusion to facts which were even remotely
connected with the life of Christ. The single passage in which he alludes to Him is interpolated, if not
wholly spurious*, and no one can doubt that his silence on the subject of Christianity was as deliberate as it
was dishonest. But although Josephus does not distinctly mention the event, yet every single circumstance
which he does tell us about this very period of Herod's life supports its probability. At this very time two
eloquent Jewish teachers, Judas and Matthias, had incited their scholars to pull down the large golden eagle
which Herod had placed above the great gate of the Temple. Josephus connects this bold attempt with
premature rumours of Herod's death; but Lardner's conjecture that it may have been further encouraged by
the Messianic hopes freshly kindled by the visit of the Wise Men, is by no means impossible. The attempt,
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however, was defeated, and Judas and Matthias, with forty of their scholars, were burned alive. With such
crimes as this before him on every page, Josephus might well have ignored the secret assassination of a few
unweaned infants in a little village. Their blood was but a drop in that crimson river in which Herod was
steeped to the very lips. It must have been very shortly after the murder of the Innocents that Herod died.
Only five days before his death he had made a frantic attempt at suicide, and had ordered the execution of
his eldest son Antipater. His death-bed, which once more reminds us of Henry VIII., was accompanied by
circumstances of peculiar horror, and it has been noticed that the loathsome disease of which he died is
hardly mentioned in history, except in the case of men who have been rendered infamous by an atrocity of
persecuting zeal. On his bed of intolerable anguish, in that splendid and luxurious palace which he had built
for himself under the palms of Jericho, swollen with disease and scorched by thirst—ulcerated externally
and glowing inwardly with a "soft slow fire"—surrounded by plotting sons and plundering slaves, detesting
all and detested by all—longing for death as a release from his tortures, yet dreading it as the beginning of
worse terrors—stung by remorse, yet still unslaked with murder—a horror to all around him, yet in his
guilty conscience a worse terror to himself—devoured by the premature corruption of an anticipated
grave—eaten of worms as though visibly smitten by the finger of God's wrath, after seventy years of
successful villany—the wretched old man, whom men had called the Great, lay in savage frenzy awaiting
his last hour. As he knew that none would shed one tear for him, he determined that they should shed many
for themselves, and issued an order that, under pain of death, the principal families in the kingdom and the
chiefs of the tribes should come to Jericho. They came, and then, shutting them in the hippodrome, he
secretly commanded his sister Salome that at the moment of his death they should all be massacred. And
so, choking as were with blood, devising massacres in its very delirium, the soul of Herod passed forth into
the night. In purple robes, with crown and sceptre and precious stones, the corpse was placed upon its
splendid bier, and accompanied with military pomp and burning incense to its grave in the Herodium, not
far from the place where Christ was born. But the spell of the Herodian dominion was broken, and the
people saw how illusory had been its glittering fascination. The day of Herod's death was, as he had
foreseen, observed as a festival. His will was disputed; his kingdom disintegrated; his last order was
disobeyed; his sons died for the most part in infamy and exile; the curse of God was on his house, and
though, by ten wives and many concubines, he seems to have had nine sons and five daughters, yet within a
hundred years the family of the heirodoulos of Ascalon had perished by disease or violence, and there was
no living descendant to perpetuate his name. If the intimation of Herod's death was speedily given to
Joseph, the stay in Egypt must have been too short to influence in any way the human development of our
Lord. This may perhaps be the reason why St. Luke passes it over in silence. It seems to have been the first
intention of Joseph to fix his home in Bethlehem. It was the city of his ancestors, and was hallowed by
many beautiful and heroic associations. It would have been easy to find a living there by a trade which
must almost anywhere have supplied the simple wants of a peasant family. It is true that an Oriental rarely
leaves his home, but when he has been compelled by circumstances to do so, he finds it comparatively easy
to settle elsewhere. Having once been summoned to Bethlehem, Joseph might find a powerful attraction in
the vicinity of the little town to Jerusalem; and the more so since it had recently been the scene of such
memorable circumstances. But, on his way, he was met by the news that Archelaus ruled in the room of his
father Herod. The people would only too gladly have got rid of the whole Idumaan race: at the worst they
would have preferred Antipas to Archelaus. But Augustus had unexpectedly decided in favour of
Archelaus, who, though younger than Antipas, was the heir nominated by the last will of his father and as
though anxious to show that he was the true son of that father, Archelaus, even before his inheritance had
been confirmed by Roman authority, "had," as Josephus scornfully remarks, "given to his subjects a
specimen of his future virtue, by ordering a slaughter of 3,000 of his own countrymen at the Temple." It
was clear that under such a government there could be neither hope nor safety; and Joseph, obedient once
more to an intimation of God's will, seeking once more the original home of himself and Mary, "turned
aside into the parts of Galilee," where, in remote obscurity, sheltered by poverty and insignificance, the
Holy Family might live secure under the sway of another son of Herod—the equally unscrupulous, but
more indolent and indifferent Antipas. *Webpublisher's note: Unfortunately, Farrar did not have access to
the following: Although the passage is so worded as early as Eusebius (c. AD. 324), scholars have long
suspected a Christian interpolation, since Josephus would not have believed Jesus to be the Messiah or in
his resurrection and have remained, as he did, a non-Christian Jew. In 1972, however, Professor Schlomo
Pines of the Hebrew University in Jerusalem announced his discovery of an Arabic manuscript by the
tenth-century Melkite historian Agapius, in which this Josephan passage is expressed in a manner
appropriate to a Jew, and which corresponds so precisely to previous scholarly projections of what
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Josephus originally wrote that it is substituted in the text above. While the final sentence is not in Agapius,
Pines justifiably concludes that it was in the original Josephan text. Josephus, The Essential Works, by Paul
L. Maier, p. 283. Kregel Publications, ISBN 0-8254-3260-X

5. THE BOYHOOD OF JESUS.

THE physical geography of Palestine is, perhaps, more distinctly marked than that of any other country in
the world. Along the shore of the Mediterranean runs the Shephelah and the maritime plain, broken only by
the bold spur of Mount Carmel; parallel to this is a long range of hills, for the most part rounded and
featureless in their character; these, on their eastern side, plunge into the deep declivity of El Ghor, the
Jordan valley; and beyond the Jordan valley runs the straight, unbroken, purple line of the mountains of
Moab and Gilead. Thus the character of the country from north to south may be represented by four parallel
bands—the Sea-board, the Hill country, the Jordan valley, and the Trans-Jordanic range. The Hill country,
which thus occupies the space between the low maritime plain and the deep Jordan valley, falls into two
great masses, the continuity of the low mountain-range being broken by the plain of Jezreel. The southern
mass of those limestone hills formed the land of Judea; the northern, the land of Galilee. Galil, in Hebrew,
means "a circle," and the name was originally applied to the twenty cities in the circuit of Kedesh-Naphtali,
which Solomon gave to Hiram in return for his services in transporting timber, and to which Hiram, in
extreme disgust, applied the name of Cabil, or "disgusting." Thus it seems to have been always the destiny
of Galilee to be despised; and that contempt was likely to be fostered in the minds of the Jews from the fact
that this district became, from very early days, the residence of a mixed population, and was distinguished
as "Galilee of the Gentiles." Not only were there many Pheenicians and Arabs in the cities of Galilee, but, in
the time of our Lord, there were also many Greeks, and the Greek language was currently spoken and
understood. The hills which form the northern limit of the plain of Jezreel run almost due east and west
from the Jordan valley to the Mediterranean, and their southern slopes were in the district assigned to the
tribe of Zebulun. Almost in the centre of this chain of hills there is a singular cleft in the limestone, forming
the entrance to a little valley. As the traveller leaves the plain he will ride up a steep and narrow pathway,
broidered with grass and flowers, through scenery which is neither colossal nor overwhelming, but
infinitely beautiful and picturesque. Beneath him, on the right hand side, the vale will gradually widen,
until it becomes about a quarter of a mile in breadth. The basin of the valley is divided by hedges of cactus
into little fields and gardens, which, about the fall of the spring rains, wear an aspect of indescribable calm,
and glow with a tint of the richest green. Beside the narrow pathway, at no great distance apart from each
other, are two wells, and the women who draw water there are more beautiful, and the ruddy, bright-eyed
shepherd-boys who sit or play by the wellsides, in their gay-coloured Oriental costume, are a happier,
bolder, brighter-looking race than the traveller will have seen elsewhere. Gradually the valley opens into a
little natural amphitheatre of hills, supposed by some to be the crater of an extinct volcano; and there,
clinging to the hollows of a hill, which rises to the height of some five hundred feet above it, lie, "like a
handful of pearls in a goblet of emerald," the flat roofs and narrow streets of a little Eastern town. There is a
small church: the massive buildings of a convent; the tall minaret of a mosque; a clear, abundant fountain;
houses built of white stone, and gardens scattered among them, umbrageous with figs and olives, and rich
with the white and scarlet blossoms of orange and pomegranate. In spring, at least, everything about the
place looks indescribably bright and soft; doves murmur in the trees; the hoopoe flits about in ceaseless
activity; the bright blue roller-bird, the commonest and loveliest bird of Palestine, flashes like a living
sapphire over fields which are enamelled with innumerable flowers. And that little town is En Nazirah,
Nazareth, where the Son of God, the Savior of mankind, spent nearly thirty years of His mortal life. It was,
in fact, His home, His native village for all but three or four years of His life on earth; the village which
lent its then ignominious name to the scornful title written upon His cross; the village from which he did
not disdain to draw His appellation when he spake in vision to the persecuting Saul. And along the narrow
mountain-path which I have described, His feet must have often trod, for it is the only approach by which,
in returning northwards from Jerusalem, He could have reached the home of his infancy, youth, and
manhood. What was His manner of life during those thirty years? It is a question which the Christian
cannot help asking in deep reverence, and with yearning love; but the words in which the Gospels answer it
are very calm and very few. Of the four Evangelists, St. John, the beloved disciple, and St. Mark, the friend
and "son" of St. Peter, pass over these thirty years in absolute, unbroken silence. St. Matthew devotes one
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chapter to the visit of the Magi and the Flight into Egypt, and then proceeds to the preaching of the Baptist.
St. Luke alone, after describing the incidents which marked the presentation in the Temple, preserves for us
one inestimable anecdote of the Savior's boyhood, and one inestimable verse descriptive of His growth till
He was twelve years old. And that verse contains nothing for the gratification of our curiosity; it furnishes
us with no details of life, no incidents of adventure; it tells us only how, in a sweet and holy childhood, "the
child grew and waxed strong in spirit, filled with wisdom, and the grace of God was upon Him." To this
period of His life, too, we may apply the subsequent verse, "And Jesus increased in wisdom and stature,
and in favour with God and man." His development was a strictly human development. He did not come
into the world endowed with infinite knowledge, but, as St. Luke tells us, "He gradually advanced in
wisdom." He was not clothed with infinite power, but experienced the weaknesses and imperfections of
human infancy. He grew as other children grew, only in a childhood of stainless and sinless beauty—"as
the flower of roses in the spring of the year, and as lilies by the waters." There is, then, for the most part a
deep silence in the Evangelists respecting this period; but what eloquence in their silence! May we not find
in their very reticence a wisdom and an instruction more profound than if they had filled many volumes
with minor details? In the first place, we may see in this their silence a signal and striking confirmation of
their faithfulness. We may learn from it that they desired to tell the simple truth, and not to construct an
astonishing or plausible narrative. That Christ should have passed thirty years of His brief life in the deep
obscurity of a provincial village that He should have been brought up not only in a conquered land, but in
its most despised province; not only in a despised province, but in its most disregarded valley; that during
all those thirty years the ineffable brightness of His divine nature should have tabernacled among us, "in a
tent like ours, and of the same material," unnoticed and unknown; that during those long years there should
have been no flash of splendid circumstance, no outburst of amazing miracle, no "sevenfold chorus of
hallelujahs and harping symphonies" to announce, and reveal, and glorify the coming King—this is not
what we should have expected—not what any one would have been likely to imagine or to invent. We
should not have expected it, but it was so; and therefore the Evangelists leave it so; and the very fact of its
contradicting all that we should have imagined is an additional proof that so it must have been. An
additional proof, because the Evangelists must inevitably have been—as, indeed, we knew that they were—
actuated by the same a priori anticipations as ourselves; and had there been any glorious circumstances
attending the boyhood of our Lord, they, as honest witnesses, would certainly have told us of them; and had
they not been honest witnesses, they would—if none such occurred in reality—have most certainly
invented them. But man's ways are not as God's ways; and because the truth which by their very silence the
Evangelists record is a revelation to us of the ways of God, and not of man, therefore it contradicts what we
should have invented; it disappoints what, without further enlightenment, we should have desired. But, on
the other hand, it fulfils the ideal of ancient prophecy, "He shall grow up before him as a tender plant, and
us a root out of a dry ground;" and it is in accordance with subsequent allusion, "He made Himself of no
reputation, and took upon Him the form of a servant." We have only to turn to the Apocryphal Gospels, and
we shall find how widely different is the false human ideal from the divine fact. There we shall see how,
following their natural and unspiritual bent, the fabulists of Christendom, whether heretical or orthodox,
surround Christ's boyhood with a blaze of miracle, make it portentous, terror-striking, unnatural, repulsive.
It is surely an astonishing proof that the Evangelists were guided by the Spirit of God in telling how He
lived in whom God was revealed to man, when we gradually discover that no profane, no irreverent, even
no imaginative hand can touch the sacred outlines of that divine and perfect picture without degrading and
distorting it. Whether the Apocryphal writers meant their legends to be accepted as history or as fiction, it
is at least certain that in most cases they meant to weave around the brows of Christ a garland of honour.
Yet how do their stories dwarf, and dishonour, and misinterpret Him! How infinitely superior is the noble
simplicity of that evangelic silence to all the theatrical displays of childish and meaningless omnipotence
with which the Protevangelium, and the Pseudo-Matthew, and the Arabic Gospel of the Infancy are full!
They meant to honour Christ; but no invention can honour Him; he who invents about Him degrades Him;
he mixes the weak, imperfect, erring fancies of man with the unapproachable and awful purposes of God.
The boy Christ of the Gospels is simple and sweet, obedient and humble; He is subject to His parents; He is
occupied solely with the quiet duties of His home and of His age; He loves all men, and all men love the
pure, and gracious, and noble child. Already He knows God as His Father, and the favour of God falls on
Him softly as the morning sun-light or the dew of heaven, and plays like an invisible aureole round His
infantile and saintly brow. Unseen, save in the beauty of heaven, but yet covered with silver wings, and
with its feathers like gold, the Spirit of God descended like a dove, and rested from infancy upon the Holy
Child. But how different is the boy Christ of the New Testament Apocrypha! He is mischievous, petulant,
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forward, revengeful. Some of the marvels told of Him are simply aimless and puerile—as when He carries
the spilt water in His robe; or pulls the short board to the requisite length; or moulds sparrows of clay, and
then claps His hand to make them fly; or throws all the cloth into the dyer's vat, and then draws them out
each stained of the requisite colour. But some are, on the contrary, simply distasteful and inconsiderate, as
when He vexes and shames and silences those who wish to teach Him; or rebukes Joseph; or turns His
playmates into kids: and others are simply cruel and blasphemous, as when He strikes dead with a curse the
boys who offend or run against Him, until at last there is a storm of popular indignation, and Mary is afraid
to let Him leave the house. In a careful search through all these heavy, tasteless, and frequently pernicious
fictions, I can find but one anecdote in which there is a touch of feeling or possibility of truth; and this
alone I will quote, because it is at any rate harmless, and it is quite conceivable that it may rest upon some
slight basis of traditional fact. It is from the Arabic Gospel of the Infancy, and runs as follows:— "Now in
the month of Adar, Jesus assembled the boys as if He were their king; they strewed their garments on the
ground, and He sat upon them. Then they put on His head a crown wreathed of flowers, and, like attendants
waiting upon a king, they stood in order before Him on His right hand and on His left. And whoever passed
that way the boys took him by force, crying, 'Come hither and adore the King, and then proceed upon thy
way." Yet I am not sure that the sacredness of the evangelic silence is not rudely impaired even by so
simple a fancy as this: for it was in utter stillness, in prayerfulness, in the quiet round of daily duties—like
Moses in the wilderness, like David among the sheep-folds, like Elijah among the tents of the Bedawin,
like Jeremiah in his quiet home at Anathoth, like Amos in the sycamore groves of Tekoa—that the boy
Jesus prepared Himself, amid a hallowed obscurity, for His mighty work on earth. His outward life was the
life of all those of His age, and station, and place of birth. He lived as lived the other children of peasant
parents in that quiet town, and in great measure as they live now. He who has seen the children of Nazareth
in their red caftans, and bright tunics of silk or cloth, girded with a many-coloured sash, and sometimes
covered with a loose outer jacket of white or blue—he who has watched their noisy and merry games, and
heard their ringing laughter as they wander about the hills of their little native vale, or play in bands on the
hill-side beside their sweet and abundant fountain, may perhaps form some conception of how Jesus looked
and played when He too was a child. And the traveller who has followed any of those children—as I have
done—to their simple homes, and seen the scanty furniture, the plain but sweet and wholesome food, the
uneventful, happy patriarchal life, may form a vivid conception of the manner in which Jesus lived.
Nothing can be plainer than those houses, with the doves sunning themselves on the white roofs, and the
vines wreathing about them. The mats, or carpets, are laid loose along the walls; shoes and sandals are
taken off at the threshold; from the centre hangs a lamp which forms the only ornament of the room; in
some recess in the wall is placed the wooden chest, painted with bright colours, which contains the books
or other possessions of the family; on a ledge that runs round the wall, within easy reach, are neatly rolled
up the gay-coloured quilts, which serve as beds, and on the same ledge are ranged the earthen vessels for
daily use; near the door stand the large common water-jars of red clay with a few twigs and green leaves—
often of aromatic shrubs—thrust into their orifices to keep the water cool. At meal-time a painted wooden
stool is placed in the centre of the apartment, a large tray is put upon it, and in the middle of the tray stands
the dish of rice and meat, or libban, or stewed fruits, from which all help themselves in common. Both
before and after the meal the servant, or the youngest member of the family, pours water over the hands
from a brazen ewer into a brazen bowl. So quiet, so simple, so humble, so uneventful was the outward life
of the family of Nazareth. The reverent devotion and brilliant fancy of the early mediaeval painters have
elaborated a very different picture. The gorgeous pencils of a Giotto and a Fra Angelico have painted the
Virgin and her Child seated on stately thrones, upon floors of splendid mosaic, under canopies of blue and
gold; they have robed them in colours rich as the hues of summer or delicate as the flowers of spring, and
fitted the edges of their robes with golden embroidery, and clasped them with priceless gems. Far different
was the reality. When Joseph returned to Nazareth he knew well that they were going into seclusion as well
as into safety; and that the life of the Virgin and the Holy Child would be spent, not in the full light of
notoriety or wealth, but in secrecy, in poverty, and in manual toil. Yet this poverty was not pauperism;
there was nothing in it either miserable or abject; it was sweet, simple, contented, happy, even joyous.
Mary, like others of her rank, would spin, and cook food, and go to buy fruit, and evening by evening visit
the fountain, still called after her "the Virgin's fountain," with her pitcher of earthenware carried on her
shoulder or her head. Jesus would play, and learn, and help His parents in their daily tasks, and visit the
synagogues on the Sabbath days. "It is written," says Luther, "that there was once a pious godly bishop,
who had often earnestly prayed that God would manifest to him what Jesus had done in His youth. Once
the bishop had a dream to this effect. He seemed in his sleep to see a carpenter working at his trade, and
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beside him a little boy who was gathering up chips. Then came in a maiden clothed in green, who called
them both to come to the meal, and set porridge before them. All this the bishop seemed to see in his
dream, himself standing behind the door that he might not be perceived. Then the little boy began and said,
"Why does that man stand there? shall he not also eat with us?" And this so frightened the bishop that he
awoke." "Let this be what it may," adds Luther, "a true history or a fable, I none the less believe that Christ
in His childhood and youth looked and acted like other children yet without sin, in fashion like a man." St.
Matthew tells us, that in the settlement of the Holy Family at Nazareth, was fulfilled that which was spoken
by the prophets, "He shall he called a Nazarene." It is well-known that no such passage occurs in any extant
prophecy. If the name implied a contemptuous dislike—as may be inferred from the proverbial question of
Nathanael, "Can any good thing come out of Nazareth?"—then St. Matthew may be summing up in that
expression the various prophecies so little understood by his nation, which pointed to the Messiah as a man
of sorrows. And certainly to this day "Nazarene" has continued to be a term of contempt. The Talmudists
always speak of Jesus as "Ha-nozeri;" Julian is said to have expressly decreed that Christians should be
called by the less honourable appellation of Galilaeans; and to this day the Christians of Palestine are known
by no other title than Nusara. But the explanation which refers St. Matthew's allusion to those passages of
prophecy in which Christ is called "the Branch" (nétser) seems far more probable. The village may have
derived this name from no other circumstance than its abundant foliage; but the Old Testament is full of
proofs that the Hebrews—who in philology accepted the views of the Analogists—attached immense and
mystical importance to mere resemblances in the sound of words. To mention but one single instance, the
first chapter of the prophet Micah turns almost entirely on such merely external similarities in what, for
lack of a better term, I can only call the physiological quantity of sounds. St. Matthew, a Hebrew of the
Hebrews, would without any hesitation have seen a prophetic fitness in Christ's residence at this town of
Galilee, because its name recalled the title by which He was addressed in the prophecy of Isaiah. "Shall the
Christ come out of Galilee?" asked the wondering people. "Search and look!" said the Rabbis to
Nicodemus, "for out of Galilee ariseth no prophet" (John vii. 41, 52). It would not have needed very deep
searching or looking to find that these words were ignorant or false; for not to speak of Barak the deliverer,
and Elon the judge, and Anna the prophetess, three, if not four, of the prophets—and those prophets of the
highest eminence, Jonah, Elijah, Hosea, and Nahum—had been born, or had exercised much of their
ministry, in the precincts of Galilee. And in spite of the supercilious contempt with which it was regarded,
the little town of Nazareth, situated as it was in a healthy and secluded valley, yet close upon the confines
of great nations, and in the centre of a mixed population, was eminently fitted to be the home of our
Savior's childhood, the scene of that quiet growth "in wisdom, and stature, and favour with God and man."

6. JESUS IN THE TEMPLE.

EVEN as there is one hemisphere of the lunar surface on which, in its entirety, no human eye has ever
gazed, while at the same time the moon's librations enable us to conjecture of its general character and
appearance, so there is one large portion of our Lord's life respecting which there is no full record; yet such
glimpses are, as it were, accorded to us of its outer edge, that from these we are able to understand the
nature of the whole. Again, when the moon is in crescent, a few bright points are visible through the
telescope upon its unilluminated part; those bright points are mountain peaks, so lofty that they catch the
sunlight. One such point of splendour and majesty is revealed to us in the otherwise unknown region of
Christ's youthful years, and it is sufficient to furnish us with a real insight into that entire portion of His life.
In modern language we should call it an anecdote of the Savior's confirmation. The age of twelve years was
a critical age for a Jewish boy. It was the age at which, according to Jewish legend, Moses had left the
house of Pharaoh's daughter; and Samuel had heard the Voice which summoned him to the prophetic
office; and Solomon had given the judgment which first revealed his possession of wisdom; and Josiah had
first dreamed of his great reform. At this age a boy of whatever rank was obliged, by the injunction of the
Rabbis and the custom of his nation, to learn a trade for his own support. At this age he was so far
emancipated from parental authority that his parents could no longer sell him as a slave. At this age he
became a ben hat-torah, or "son of the Law." Up to this age he was called katon, or "little;" henceforth he
was gadol, or "grown up," and was treated more as a man; henceforth, too, he began to wear the tephillin,
or "phylacteries," and was presented by his father in the synagogue on a Sabbath, which was called from
this circumstance the shabbath tephilim. Nay, more, according to one Rabbinical treatise, the Sepher
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Gilgulim, up to this age a boy only possessed the nephesh, or animal life; but henceforth he began to
acquire the ruach, or spirit, which, if his life were virtuous, would develop, at the age of twenty, into the
nishema, or reasonable soul. This period, too—the completion of the twelfth year—formed a decisive
epoch in a Jewish boy's education. According to Juda Ben Tema, at five he was to study the Scriptures
(Mikra), at ten the Mishna, at thirteen the Talmud; at eighteen he was to marry, at twenty to acquire riches,
at thirty strength, at forty prudence, and so on to the end. Nor must we forget, in considering this narrative,
that the Hebrew race, and, indeed, Orientals generally, develop with a precocity unknown among ourselves,
and that boys of this age (as we Jearn from Josephus) could and did fight in battle, and that, to the great
detriment of the race, it is, to this day, regarded as a marriageable age among the Jews of Palestine and Asia
Minor. Now it was the custom of the parents of our Lord to visit Jerusalem every year at the feast of the
Passover. Women were, indeed, not mentioned in the law which required the annual presence of all males
at the three great yearly feasts of Passover, Pentecost, and Tabernacles; but Mary, in pious observance of
the rule recommended by Hillel, accompanied her husband every year, and on this occasion they took with
them the boy Jesus, who was beginning to be of an age to assume the responsibilities of the Law. We can
easily imagine how powerful must have been the influence upon His human development of this break in
the still secluded life; of this glimpse into the great outer world; of this journey through a land of which
every hill and every village teemed with sacred memories; of this first visit to that Temple of His Father
which was associated with so many mighty events in the story of the kings His ancestors and the prophets
his forerunners. Nazareth lies from Jerusalem at a distance of about eighty miles, and, in spite of the intense
and jealous hostility of the Samaritans, it is probable that the vast caravan of Galilaan pilgrims on their
way to the feast would go by the most direct and least dangerous route, which lay through the old tribal
territories of Manasseh end Ephraim. Leaving the garland of hills which encircle the little town in a manner
compared by St. Jerome to the petals of an opening rose, they would descend the narrow flower-bordered
limestone path into the great plain of Jezreel. As the Passover falls at the end of April and the beginning of
May, the country would be wearing its brightest, greenest, loveliest aspect, and the edges of the vast corn-
fields on either side of the road through the vast plain would be woven, like the High Priest's robe, with the
blue and purple and scarlet of innumerable flowers. Over the streams of that ancient river, the river
Kishon—past Shunem, recalling memories of Elisha as it lay nestling on the southern slopes of Little
Hermon—past royal Jezreel, with the sculptured sarcophagi that alone bore witness to its departed
splendour— past the picturesque outline of bare and dewless Gilboa—past sandy Taanach, with its
memories of Sisera and Barak—past Megiddo, where He might first have seen the helmets and
broadswords and eagles of the Roman legionary—the road would lie to En-Gannim, where, beside the
fountains, and amid the shady and lovely gardens which still mark the spot, they would probably have
halted for their first night's rest. Next day they would begin to ascend the mountains of Manasseh, and
crossing the "Drowning Meadow," as it is now called, and winding through the rich fig-yards and olive-
groves that fill the valleys round El Jib, they would leave upon the right the hills which, in their glorious
beauty, formed the "crown of pride" of which Samaria boasted, but which, as the prophet foretold, should
be as a "fading flower." Their second encampment would probably be near Jacob's well, in the beautiful
and fertile valley between Ebal and Gerizim, and not far from the ancient Shechem. A third day's journey
would take them past Shiloh and Gibeah of Saul and Bethel to Beeroth; and from the pleasant springs by
which they would there encamp a short and easy stage would bring them in sight of the towers of
Jerusalem. The profane plumage of the eagle-wings of Rome was already overshadowing the Holy City;
but, towering above its walls still glittered the great Temple, with its gilded roofs and marble colonnades,
and it was still the Jerusalem of which royal David sang, and for which the exiles by the waters of Babylon
had yearned with such deep emotion, when they took their harps from the willows to wail the remorseful
dirge that they would remember her until their right hands forgot their cunning. Who shall fathom the
unspeakable emotion with which the boy Jesus gazed on that memorable and never-to-be-forgotten scene?
The numbers who flocked to the Passover from every region of the East might be counted by tens of
thousands. There were far more than the city could by any possibility accommodate; and then, as now at
Easter-time, vast numbers of the pilgrims reared for themselves the little succoth—booths of mat, and
wicker-work, and interwoven leaves, which provided them with a sufficient shelter for all their wants. The
feast lasted for a week—a week, probably of deep happiness and strong religious emotion; and then, with
their mules, and horses, and asses, and camels, the vast caravan would clear away their temporary
dwelling-places, and start on the homeward journey. The road was enlivened by mirth and music. They
often beguiled the tedium of travel with the sound of drums and timbrels, and paused to refresh themselves
with dates, or melons, or cucumbers, and water drawn in skins and waterpots from every springing well and
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running stream. The veiled women and the stately old men are generally mounted, while their sons or
brothers, with long sticks in their hands, lead along by a string their beasts of burden. The boys and
children sometimes walk and play by the side of their parents, and sometimes, when tired, get a lift on
horse or mule. I can find no trace of the assertion or conjecture that the women, and boys, and men formed
three separate portions of the caravan, and such is certainly not the custom in modern times. But, in any
case, among such a sea of human beings, how easy would it be to lose one young boy! The apocryphal
legend says that on the journey from Jerusalem the boy Jesus left the caravan and returned to the Holy City.
With far greater truth and simplicity St. Luke informs us that—absorbed in all probability in the rush of
new and elevating emotions—He "tarried behind in Jerusalem." A day elapsed before the parents
discovered their loss; this they would not do until they arrived at the place of evening rendezvous, and all
day long they would be free from all anxiety, supposing that the boy was with some other group of friends
or relatives in that long caravan. But when evening came, and their diligent inquiries led to no trace of Him,
they would learn the bitter fact that He was altogether missing from the band of returning pilgrims. The
next day, in alarm and anguish—perhaps, too, with some sense of self-reproach that they had not been
more faithful to their sacred charge—they retraced their steps to Jerusalem. The country was in a wild and
unsettled state. The ethnarch Archelaus, after ten years of a cruel and disgraceful reign, had recently been
deposed by the Emperor, and banished to Vienne, in Gaul. The Romans had annexed the province over
which he had ruled, and the introduction of their system of taxation by Coponius, the first procurator, had
kindled the revolt which, under Judas of Gamala and the Pharisee Sadoc, wrapped the whole country in a
storm of sword and flame. This disturbed state of the political horizon would not only render their journey
more difficult when once they had left the shelter of the caravan, but would also intensify their dread lest,
among all the wild elements of warring nationalities which at such a moment were assembled about the
walls of Jerusalem, their Son should have met with harm. Truly on that day of misery and dread must the
sword have pierced through the virgin mother's heart! Neither on that day, nor during the night, nor
throughout a considerable part of the third day, did they discover Him, till at last they found Him in the
place which, strangely enough, seems to have been the last where they searched for Him—in the Temple,
"sitting in the midst of the doctors, both hearing them and asking them questions; and all that heard Him
were astonished at His understanding and answers." The last expression, no less than the entire context, and
all that we know of the character of Jesus and the nature of the circumstances, shows that the Boy was there
to inquire and learn—mnot, as the Arabic Gospel of the Infancy represents it, to cross-examine the doctors
"each in turn"—not to expound the number of the spheres and celestial bodies, and their natures and
operations—still less to "explain physics and metaphysics, hyperphysics and hypophysics" (1) All these are
but the Apollinarian fictions of those who preferred their heretical and pseudo-reverential fancies of what
was fitting, to the simple truthfulness with which the Evangelist lets us see that Jesus, like other children,
grew up in gradual knowledge, consistently with the natural course of human development. He was there,
as St. Luke shows us, in all humility and reverence to His elders, as an eager-hearted and gifted learner,
whose enthusiasm kindled their admiration, and whose bearing won their esteem and love. All tinge of
arrogance and forwardness was utterly alien to His character, which, from His sweet childhood upward,
was meek and lowly of heart. Among those present may have been—white with the snows of well-nigh a
hundred years—the great Hillel, one of the founders of the Mas6rah, whom the Jews almost reverence as a
second Moses; and his son, the Rabban Simeon, who thought so highly of silence; and his grandson, the
refined and liberal Gamaliel; and Shammai, his great rival, a teacher who numbered a still vaster host of
disciples; and Hanan, or Annas, son of Seth, His future judge; and Boethus, the father-in-law of Herod; and
Babha Ben Butah, whose eyes Herod had put out; and Nechaniah Ben Hiskanah, so celebrated for his
victorious prayers; and Johanan Ben Zacchai, who predicted the destruction of the Temple; and the wealthy
Joseph of Arimathea; and the timid but earnest Nicodemus; and the youthful Jonathan Ben Uzziel, who
subsequently wrote the celebrated Chaldee paraphrase, and was held by his contemporaries in boundless
honour. But though none of these might conjecture Who was before them—and though hardly one of them
lived to believe on Him, and some to oppose Him in years to come—which of them all would not have
been charmed and astonished at a glorious and noble-hearted boy, in all the early beauty of his life, who,
though He had never learned in the schools of the Rabbis, yet showed so marvellous a wisdom, and so deep
a knowledge in all things Divine? Here then—perhaps in the famous Lisheath haggazzith, or "Hall of
Squares"—perhaps in the Chanuj6th, or "Halls of Purchase," or in one of the spacious chambers assigned to
purposes of teaching which adjoined the Court of the Gentiles—seated, but doubtless at the feet of his
teachers, on the many-coloured mosaic which formed the floor, Joseph and Mary found the Divine Boy.
Filled with that almost adoring spirit of reverence for the great priests and religious teachers of their day
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which characterised at this period the simple and pious Galilaeans, they were awe-struck to find Him, calm
and happy, in so august a presence. They might, indeed, have known that He was wiser than His teachers,
and transcendently more great; but hitherto they had only known Him as the silent, sweet, obedient child,
and perhaps the incessant contact of daily life had blunted the sense of His awful origin. Yet it is Mary, not
Joseph, who alone ventures to address Him in the language of tender reproach. "My child, why dost Thou
treat us thus? see, thy father and I were seeking Thee with aching hearts." And then follows His answer, so
touching in its innocent simplicity, so unfathomable in its depth of consciousness, so infinitely memorable
as furnishing us with the first recorded words of the Lord Jesus: "Why is it that ye were seeking me? Did ye
not know that I must be about my Father's business?" This answer, so divinely natural, so sublimely noble,
bears upon itself the certain stamp of authenticity. The conflict of thoughts which it implies; the half-vexed
astonishment which it expresses that they should so little understand him; the perfect dignity, and yet the
perfect humility which it combines, lie wholly beyond the possibility of invention. It is in accordance, too,
with all His ministry—in accordance with that utterance to the tempter, "Man shall not live by bread alone,
but by every word that proceedeth out of the mouth of God," and with that quiet answer to the disciples by
the well of Samaria, "My meat is to do the will of Him that sent me, and to finish His work." Mary had said
unto Him, "Thy father," but in His reply He recognises, and henceforth He knows, no father except his
Father in heaven. In the "Did ye not know," He delicately recalls to them the fading memory of all that they
did know; and in that "I must," He lays down the sacred law of self-sacrifice by which He was to walk,
even unto the death upon the cross. "And they understood not the saying which He spake unto them."
They—even they—even the old man who had protected His infancy, and the mother who knew the awful
secret of His birth,—understood not, that is, not in their deeper sense, the significance of those quiet words.
Strange and mournful commentary on the first recorded utterances of the youthful Savior, spoken to those
who were nearest and dearest to Him on earth! Strange, but mournfully prophetic of all his life:—"He was
in the world, and the world was made by Him, and the world knew Him not. He came unto His own, and
His own received Him not." And yet, though the consciousness of His Divine parentage was thus clearly
present in His mind—though one ray from the glory of His hidden majesty had thus unmistakably flashed
forth—in all dutiful simplicity and holy obedience "He went down with them, and came to Nazareth, and
was subject unto them."

7. THE HOME AT NAZARETH.

SUCH, then, is the "solitary floweret out of the wonderful enclosed garden of the thirty years, plucked
precisely there where the swollen bud, at a distinctive crisis, bursts into flower." But if of the first twelve
years of His human life we have only this single anecdote, of the next eighteen years of His life we possess
no record whatever save such as is implied in a single word. That word occurs in Mark vi. 3: "Is not this the
carpenter?" We may be indeed thankful that the word remains, for it is full of meaning, and has exercised a
very noble and blessed influence over the fortunes of mankind. It has tended to console and sanctify the
estate of poverty; to ennoble the duty of labour; to elevate the entire conception of manhood, as of a
condition which in itself alone, and apart from every adventitious circumstance, has its own grandeur and
dignity in the sight of God. 1. It shows, for instance, that not only during the three years of His ministry,
but throughout the whole of His life, our Lord was poor. In the cities the carpenters would be Greeks, and
skilled workmen; the carpenter of a provincial village—and, if tradition be true, Joseph was "not very
skilful"—can only have held a very humble position and secured a very moderate competence. In all ages
there has been an exaggerated desire for wealth; an exaggerated admiration for those who possess it; an
exaggerated belief of its influence in producing or increasing the happiness of life; and from these errors a
flood of cares and jealousies and meannesses have devastated the life of man. And therefore Jesus chose
voluntarily "the low estate of the poor"—not, indeed, an absorbing, degrading, grinding poverty, which is
always rare, and almost always remediable, but that commonest lot of honest poverty, which, though it
necessitates self-denial, can provide with ease for all the necessaries of a simple life. The Idumaan dynasty
that had usurped the throne of David might indulge in the gilded vices of a corrupt Hellenism, and display
the gorgeous gluttonies of a decaying civilisation; but He who came to be the Friend and the Savior, no less
than the King of All, sanctioned the purer, better, simpler traditions and customs of His nation, and chose
the condition in which the vast majority of mankind have ever, and must ever live. 2. Again, there has ever
been, in the unenlightened mind, a love of idleness; a tendency to regard it as a stamp of aristocracy; a
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desire to delegate labour to the lower and weaker, and to brand it with the stigma of inferiority and
contempt. But our Lord wished to show that labour is a pure and a noble thing; it is the salt of life; it is the
girdle of manliness; it saves the body from effeminate languor, and the soul from polluting thoughts. And
therefore Christ laboured, working with His own hands, and fashioned ploughs and yokes for those who
needed them. The very scoff of Celsus against the possibility that He should have been a carpenter who
came to save the world, shows how vastly the world has gained from this very circumstance—how gracious
and how fitting was the example of such humility in One whose work it was to regenerate society, and to
make all things new. 3. Once more, from this long silence, from this deep obscurity, from this monotonous
routine of an unrecorded and uneventful life, we were meant to learn that our real existence in the sight of
God consists in the inner and not in the outer life. The world hardly attaches any significance to any life
except those of its heroes and benefactors, its mighty intellects, or its splendid conquerors. But these are,
and must ever be, the few. One raindrop of myriads falling on moor or desert or mountain—one snowflake
out of myriads melting into the immeasurable sea—is, and must be, for most men the symbol of their
ordinary lives. They die, and barely have they died, when they are forgotten; a few years pass, and the
creeping lichens eat away the letters of their names upon the churchyard stone; but even if those crumbling
letters were still decipherable, they would recall no memory to those who stand upon their graves. Even
common and ordinary men are very apt to think themselves of much importance; but, on the contrary, not
even the greatest man is in any degree necessary, and after a very short space of time— "His place, in all
the pomp that fills The circuit of the summer hills, Is that his grave is green." 4. A relative insignificance,
then, is, and must be, the destined lot of the immense majority, and many a man might hence be led to
think, that since he fills so small a space—since, for the vast masses of mankind, he is of as little
importance as the ephemerid which buzzes out its little hour in the summer noon—there is nothing better
than to eat, and drink, and die. But Christ came to convince us that a relative insignificance may be an
absolute importance. He came to teach that continual excitement, prominent action, distinguished services,
brilliant success, are no essential elements of true and noble life, and that myriads of the beloved of God are
to he found among the insignificant and the obscure. "Si vis divinus esse, late ut Deus," is the encouraging,
consoling, ennobling lesson of those voiceless years. The calmest and most unknown lot is often the
happiest, and we may safely infer that these years in the home and trade of the carpenter of Nazareth were
happy years in our Savior's life. Often, even in His later days, it is clear that His words are the words of one
who rejoiced in spirit; they are words which seem to flow from the full river of an abounding happiness.
But what must that happiness have been in those earlier days, before the storms of righteous anger had
agitated his unruffled soul, or His heart burned hot with terrible indignation against the sins and hypocrisies
of men? "Heaven," as even a Confucius could tell us, "means principle;" and if at all times innocence be the
only happiness, how great must have been the happiness of a sinless childhood! "Youth," says the poet-
preacher, "danceth like a bubble, nimble and gay, and shineth like a dove's neck, or the image of a rainbow
which hath no substance, and whose very image and colours are fantastical." And if this description be true
of even a careless youth, with what transcendently deeper force must it apply to the innocent, the sinless,
the perfect youth of Christ? In the case of many myriads, and assuredly not least in the case of the saints of
God, a sorrowful and stormy manhood has often been preceded by a calm and rosy dawn. 5. And while
they were occupied manually, we have positive evidence that these years were not neglected intellectually.
No importance can be attached to the clumsy stories of the Apocryphal Gospels, but it is possible that some
religions and simple instruction may have been given to the little Nazarenes by the sopherim, or other
attendants of the synagogue; and here our Lord, who was made like unto us in all things, may have learnt,
as other children learnt, the elements of human learning. But it is, perhaps, more probable that Jesus
received His early teaching at home, and in accordance with the injunctions of the Law (Deut. xi. 19), from
His father. He would, at any rate, have often heard in the daily prayers of the synagogue all which the
elders of the place could teach respecting the Law and the Prophets. That He had not been to Jerusalem, for
purposes of instruction, and had not frequented any of the schools of the Rabbis, is certain from the
indignant questions of jealous enemies, "From whence hath this man these things?" "How knoweth this
man letters, having never learned?" There breathes throughout these questions the Rabbinic spirit of
insolent contempt for the am ha-aretz or illiterate countryman. The stereotyped intelligence of the nation,
accustomed, if I may use the expression, to that mummified form of a dead religion, which had been
embalmed by the Oral Law, was incapable of appreciating the divine originality of a wisdom learnt from
God alone. They could not get beyond the sententious error of the son of Sirach, that "the wisdom of the
learned man cometh by opportunity of leisure." Had Jesus received tho slightest tincture of their technical
training he would have been less, not more, effectually armed for putting to shame the supercilious
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exclusiveness of their narrow erudition. 6. And this testimony of His enemies furnishes us with a
convincing and fortunate proof that His teaching was not, as some would insinuate, a mere eclectic system
borrowed from the various sects and teachers of His times. It is certain that He was never enrolled among
the scholars of those Scribes who made it their main business to teach the traditions of the fathers.
Although schools in great towns had been founded eighty years before, by Simon Ben Shatach, yet there
could have been no Beth Midrash or Beth Rabban, no "vineyard" or "array" at despised and simple
Nazareth. And from whom could Jesus have borrowed?—From Oriental Gymnosophists or Greek
Philosophers? No one, in these days, ventures to advance so wild a proposition.—From the Pharisees? The
very foundations of their system, the very idea of their religion, was irreconcilably alien from all that He
revealed—From the Sadducees? Their epicurean insouciance, their "expediency" politics, their shallow
rationalism, their polished sloth, were even more repugnant to true Christianity than they were to sincere
Judaism.—From the Essenes? They were an exclusive, ascetic, and isolated community, with whose
discouragement of marriage, and withdrawal from action, the Gospels have no sympathy, and to whom our
Lord never alluded, unless it be in those passages where He reprobates those who abstain from anointing
themselves when they fast, and who hide their candle under a bushel.—From Philo, and the Alexandrian
Jews? Philo was indeed a good man, and a great thinker, and a contemporary of Christ; but (even if his
name had ever been heard—which is exceedingly doubtful—in so remote a region as Galilee) it would be
impossible, among the world's philosophies, to choose any system less like the doctrines which Jesus
taught, than the mystic theosophy and allegorising extravagance of that "sea of abstractions" which lies
congealed in his writings.—From Hillel and Shammai? We know but little of them; but although, in one or
two passages of the Gospels, there may be a conceivable allusion to the disputes which agitated their
schools, or to one or two of the best and truest maxims which originated in them, such allusions, on the one
hand, involve no more than belongs to the common stock of truth taught by the Spirit of God to men in
every age; and, on the other hand, the system which Shammai and Hillel taught was that oral tradition, that
dull dead Levitical ritualism, at once arrogant and impotent, at once frivolous and unoriginal, which Jesus
both denounced and overthrew. The schools in which Jesus learnt were not the schools of the Scribes, but
the school of holy obedience, of sweet contentment, of unalloyed simplicity, of stainless purity, of cheerful
toil. The lore in which He studied was not the lore of Rabbinism, in which to find one just or noble thought
we must wade through masses of puerile fancy and cabalistic folly, but the Books of God without Him, in
Scripture, in Nature, and in Life; and the Book of God within Him, written on the fleshly tables of the
heart. The education of a Jewish boy of the humbler classes was almost solely scriptural and moral, and his
parents were, as a rule, his sole teachers. We can hardly doubt that the child Jesus was taught by Joseph and
Mary to read the Shema (Deut. vi. 4), and the Hallel (Ps. cxiv.-cxviii.), and the simpler parts of those holy
books, on whose pages His divine wisdom was hereafter to pour such floods of light. But He had evidently
received a further culture than this. (i.) The art of writing is by no means commonly known, even in these
days, in the East; but more than one allusion to the form of the Hebrew letters, no less than the stooping to
write with His finger on the ground, show that our Lord could write. (ii.) That His knowledge of the sacred
writings was deep and extensive—that, in fact, He must almost have known them by heart—is clear, not
only from His direct quotations, but also from the numerous allusions which He made to the Law and to the
Hagiographa, as well as to Isaiah, Jeremiah, Daniel, Joel, Hosea, Micah, Zechariah, Malachi, and, above
all, to the Book of Psalms. It is probable, though not certain, that He was acquainted with the uncanonical
Jewish books. This profound and ready knowledge of the Scriptures gave more point to the half-indignant
question, so often repeated, "Have ye not read?" (iii.) The language which our Lord commonly spoke was
Aramaic; and at that period Hebrew was completely a dead language, known only to the more educated,
and only to be acquired by labour: yet it is clear that Jesus was acquainted with it, for some of His
scriptural quotations directly refer to the Hebrew original. Greek, too, He must have known, for it was
currently spoken in towns so near His home as Sepphoris, Casarea, and Tiberias. Meleager, the poet of the
Greek anthology, in his epitaph on himself, assumes that his Greek will be intelligible to Syrians and
Pheenicians: he also speaks of his native Gadara, which was at no great distance from Nazareth, as though it
were a sort of Syrian Athens. Ever since the days of Alexander the Great, alike in the contact of the Jews
with Ptolemies and with Seleucids, Hellenic influences had been at work in Palestine. Greek was, indeed,
the common medium of intercourse, and without it Jesus could have had no conversation with strangers—
with the centurion, for instance, whose servant He healed, or with Pilate, or with the Greeks who desired an
interview with Him in the last week of His life. Some, too, of His scriptural quotations, if we can venture to
assume a reproduction of the ipsissima verba, are taken directly from the Greek version of the Septuagint,
even where it differs from the Hebrew original. Whether He was acquainted with Latin is much more
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doubtful, though not impossible. The Romans in Judaa must by this time have been very numerous, and
Latin was inscribed upon the coins in ordinary use. But to whatever extent He may have known these
languages, it is clear that they exercised little or no influence on His human development, nor is there in all
His teaching a single indisputable allusion to the literature, philosophy, or history of Greece or Rome. And
that Jesus habitually thought in that Syriac which was His native tongue may be conjectured, without
improbability, from some curious plays on words which are lost in the Greek of the Gospels, but which
would have given greater point and beauty to some of His utterances, as spoken in their original tongue. 7.
But whatever the boy Jesus may have learned as child or boy in the house of His mother, or in the school of
the synagogue, we know that His best teaching was derived from immediate insight into His Father's will.
In the depths of his inmost consciousness did that voice of God, which spake to the father of our race as he
walked in the cool evening under the palms of Paradise, commune—more plainly, by far—with Him. He
heard it in every sound of nature, in every occupation of life, in every interspace of solitary thought. His
human life was "an ephod on which was inscribed the one word God." Written on His inmost spirit, written
on His most trivial experiences, written in sunbeams, written in the light of stars, He read everywhere His
Father's name. The calm, untroubled seclusion of the happy valley, with its green fields and glorious
scenery, was eminently conducive to a life of spiritual communion; and we know how from its every
incident—the games of its innocent children, the buying and selling in its little market-place, the springing
of its perennial fountain, the glory of its mountain lilies in their transitory loveliness, the hoarse cry in their
wind-rocked nest of the raven's callow brood—he drew food for moral illustration and spiritual thought.
Nor must we lose sight of the fact that it was in these silent, unrecorded years that a great part of His work
was done. He was not only "girding His sword upon His thigh," but also wielding it in that warfare which
has no discharge. That noiseless battle, in which no clash of weapons sounds, but in which the combatants
against us are none the less terrible because they are not seen, went on through all the years of His
redeeming obedience. In these years He "began to do" long before He "began to teach." They were the
years of a sinless childhood, a sinless boyhood, a sinless youth, a sinless manhood, spent in that humility,
toil, obscurity, submission, contentment, prayer, to make them an eternal example to all our race. We
cannot imitate Him in the occupations of His ministry, nor can we even remotely reproduce in our own
experience the external circumstances of His life during those three crowning years. But the vast majority
of us are placed, by God's own appointment, amid those quiet duties of a commonplace and uneventful
routine which are most closely analogous to the thirty years of His retirement; it was during these years that
His life is for us the main example of how we ought to live. "Take notice here," says the saintly
Bonaventura, "that his doing nothing wonderful was in itself a kind of wonder. For His whole life is a
mystery; and as there was power in His actions, so was there power in His silence, in His inactivity, and in
His retirement. This sovereign Master, who was to teach all virtues, and to point out the way of life, began,
from His youth up, by sanctifying in His own person the practice of the virtuous life He came to teach, but
in a wondrous, unfathomable, and, till then, unheard-of manner." His mere presence in that home of His
childhood must have made it a happy one. The hour of strife, the hour of the sword, the hour when many in
Israel should rise or fall because of Him, the hour when the thoughts of many hearts should be revealed, the
hour when the kingdom of heaven should suffer violence, and the violent take it by force, was not yet
come. In any family circle the gentle influence of one loving soul is sufficient to breathe around it an
unspeakable calm; it has a soothing power like the shining of the sunlight, or the voice of doves heard at
evening "It droppeth like the gentle dew from heaven, Upon the place beneath." Nothing vulgar, nothing
tyrannous, nothing restless can permanently resist its beneficent sorcery; no jangling discord can long break
in upon its harmonising spell. But the home of Jesus was no ordinary home. With Joseph to guide and
support, with Mary to hallow and sweeten it, with the youthful Jesus to illuminate it with the very light of
heaven, we may well believe that it was a home of trustful piety, of angelic purity, of almost perfect peace;
a home for the sake of which all the earth would be dearer and more awful to the watchers and holy ones,
and where, if the fancy be permitted us, they would love to stay their waving wings. The legends of early
Christianity tell us that night and day, where Jesus moved and Jesus slept, the cloud of light shone round
about Him. And so it was; but that light was no visible Shechinah; it was the beauty of holiness; it was the
peace of God. 8. In the eleventh chapter of the Apocryphal History of Joseph the Carpenter, it is stated that
Joseph had four elder sons and several daughters by a previous marriage, and that the elder sons, Justus and
Simon, and the daughters Esther and Thamar, in due time married and went to their houses. "But Judas and
James the Less, and the Virgin, my mother," continues the speaker, who is supposed to be Jesus Himself,
"remained in the house of Joseph. I also continued along with them, not otherwise than if I had been one of
his sons. I passed all my time without fault. I called Mary my mother, and Joseph father, and in all they said
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I was obedient to them, nor did I ever resist them, but submitted to them . . . . nor did I provoke their anger
any day, nor return any harsh word or answer to them; on the contrary, I cherished them with immense
love, as the apple of my eye." This passage, which I quote for the sake of the picture which it offers of the
unity which prevailed in the home at Nazareth, reminds us of the perplexed question, Had our Lord any
actual uterine brothers and sisters? and if not, who were those who in the Gospels are so often called "the
brethren of the Lord?" Whole volumes have been written on this controversy, and I shall not largely enter
on it here. The evidence is so evenly balanced, the difficulties of each opinion are so clear, that to insist
very dogmatically on any positive solution of the problem would be uncandid and contentious. Some, in
accordance certainly with the prima facie evidence of the Gospels, have accepted the natural supposition
that, after the miraculous conception of our Lord, Joseph and Mary lived together in the married state, and
that James, and Joses, and Judas, and Simon, with daughters, whose names are not recorded, were
subsequently born to them. According to this view, Jesus would be the eldest, and on the death of Joseph,
which, if we may follow tradition, took place when He was nineteen, would assume the natural headship
and support of the orphaned family. But according to another view, of which St. Jerome may be called the
inventor, these brethren of our Lord were in reality His cousins. Mary, it is believed, had a sister or half-
sister of the same name, who was married to Alphaus or Clophas, and these were their children. Each
person can form upon that evidence a decided conviction of his own, but it is too scanty to admit of any
positive conclusion in which we may expect a general acquiescence. In any case, it is clear that our Lord,
from His earliest infancy, must have been thrown into close connection with several kinsmen, or brothers, a
little older or a little younger than Himself, who were men of marked individuality, of burning zeal, of a
simplicity almost bordering on Essenic ascetism, of overpowering hostility to every form of corruption,
disorder, or impurity, of strong devotion to the Messianic hopes, and even to the ritual observances of their
country. We know that, though afterwards they became pillars of the infant Church, at first they did not
believe in our Lord's Divinity, or at any rate held views which ran strongly counter to the divine plan of His
self-manifestation. Not among these, in any case, did Jesus during His lifetime find His most faithful
followers, or His most beloved companions. There seemed to be in them a certain strong opinionativeness,
a Judaic obstinacy, a lack of sympathy, a deficiency in the elements of tenderness and reverence. Peter,
affectionate even in his worst weakness, generous even in his least controlled impulse; James the son of
Zebedee, calm and watchful, reticent and true; above all, John, whose impetuosity lay involved in a soul of
the most heavenly tenderness, as the lightning slumbers in the dewdrop—these were more to Him and
dearer than His brethren or kinsmen according to the flesh. A hard aggressive morality is less beautiful than
an absorbing and adoring love. 9. Whether these little clouds of partial miscomprehension tended in any
way to overshadow the clear heaven of Christ's youth in the little Galilaean town, we cannot tell. It may be
that these brethren toiled with Him at the same humble trade, lived with Him under the same humble roof.
But, however this may be, we are sure that He would often be alone. Solitude would be to Him, more
emphatically than to any child of man, "the audience-chamber of God;" He would beyond all doubt seek for
it on the grey hill-sides, under the figs and olive-trees, amid the quiet fields; during the heat of noonday,
and under the stars of night. No soul can preserve the bloom and delicacy of its existence without lonely
musing and silent prayer: and the greatness of this necessity is in proportion to the greatness of the soul.
There were many times during our Lord's ministry when, even from the loneliness of desert places, He
dismissed His most faithful and most beloved, that He might be yet more alone. 10. It has been implied that
there are but two spots in Palestine where we may feel an absolute moral certainty that the feet of Christ
have trod, namely—the well-side at Shechem, and the turning of that road from Bethany over the Mount of
Olives from which Jerusalem first bursts upon the view. But to these I would add at least another—the
summit of the hill on which Nazareth is built. That summit is now unhappily marked, not by any Christian
monument, but by the wretched, ruinous, crumbling wely of some obscure Mohammedan saint. Certainly
there is no child of ten years old in Nazareth now, however dull and unimpressionable he may be, who has
not often wandered up to it; and certainly there could have been no boy at Nazareth in olden days who had
not followed the common instinct of humanity by climbing up those thymy hill slopes to the lovely and
easily accessible spot which gives a view of the world beyond. The hill rises six hundred feet above the
level of the sea. Four or five hundred feet below lies the happy valley. The view from this spot would in
any country be regarded as extraordinarily rich and lovely; but it receives a yet more indescribable charm
from our belief that here, with His feet among the mountain flowers, and the soft breeze lifting the hair
from His temples, Jesus must often have watched the eagles poised in the cloudless blue, and having gazed
upwards as He heard overhead the rushing plumes of the long line of pelicans, as they winged their way
from the streams of Kishon to the Lake of Galilee. And what a vision would be outspread before Him, as
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He sat at springtime on the green and thyme-besprinkled turf! To Him every field and fig-tree, every palm
and garden, every house and synagogue, would have been a familiar object; and most fondly of all amongst
the square flat-roofed houses would His eye single out the little dwelling place of the village carpenter. To
the north, just beneath them, lay the narrow and fertile plain of Asochis, from which rise the wood crowned
hills of Naphtali, and conspicuous on one of them was Safed, "the city set upon a hill;" beyond these, on the
far horizon, Hermon upheaved into the blue the huge splendid mass of his colossal shoulder, white with
eternal snows. Eastward, at a few miles' distance, rose the green and rounded summit of Tabor, clothed
with terebinth and oak. To the west He would gaze through that diaphanous air on the purple ridge of
Carmel, among whose forests Elijah had found a home; and on Caifa and Accho, and the dazzling line of
white sand which fringes the waves of the Mediterranean, dotted here and there with the white sails of the
"ships of Chittim." Southwards, broken only by the graceful outlines of Little Hermon and Gilboa, lay the
entire plain of Esdraclon, so memorable in the history of Palestine and of the world; across which lay the
southward path to the city which had ever been the murderess of the prophets, and where it may be that
even now, in the dim foreshadowing of prophetic vision, He foresaw the agony in the garden, the mockings
and scourgings, the cross and the crown of thorns. The scene which lay there outspread before the eyes of
the youthful Jesus was indeed a central spot in the world which He came to save. It was in the heart of the
Land of Israel, and yet—separated from it only by a narrow boundary of hills and streams—Phcenicia,
Syria, Arabia, Babylonia, and Egypt lay close at hand. The Isles of the Gentiles, and all the glorious regions
of Europe, were almost visible over the shining waters of that Western sea. The standards of Rome were
planted on the plain before Him; the language of Greece was spoken in the towns below. And however
peaceful it then might look, green as a pavement of emeralds, rich with its gleams of vivid sunlight, and the
purpling shadows which floated over it from the clouds of the latter rain, it had been for centuries a battle-
field of nations. Pharaohs and Ptolemies. Emirs and Arsacids, Judges and Consuls, had all contended for
the mastery of that smiling tract. It had glittered with the lances of the Amalekites; it had trembled under
the chariot-wheels of Sesostris; it had echoed the twanging bow-strings of Sennacherib; it had been trodden
by the phalanxes of Macedonia; it had clashed with the broadswords of Rome; it was destined hereafter to
ring with the battle-cry of the Crusaders, and thunder with the artillery of England and of France. In that
Plain of Jezreel, Europe and Asia, Judaism and Heathenism, Barbarism and Civilisation, the Old and the
New Covenant, the history of the past and the hopes of the present, seemed all to meet. Ko scene of deeper
significance for the destinies of humanity could possibly have arrested the youthful Savior's gaze.

8. THE BAPTISM OF JOHN.

THUS then His boyhood, and youth, and early manhood had passed away in humble submission and holy
silence, and Jesus was now thirty years old. That deep lesson for all classes of men in every age, which was
involved in the long toil and obscurity of those thirty years, had been taught more powerfully than mere
words could teach it, and the hour for His ministry and for the great work of His redemption had now
arrived. He was to be the Savior not only by example, but also by revelation, and by death. And already
there had begun to ring that Voice in the Wilderness which was stirring the inmost heart of the nation with
its cry, "Repent ye, for the Kingdom of Heaven is at hand." It was an age of transition, of uncertainty, of
doubt. In the growth of general corruption, in the wreck of sacred institutions, in those dense clouds which
were gathering more and more darkly on the political horizon, it must have seemed to many a pious Jew as
if the fountains of the great deep were again being broken up. Already the sceptre had departed from his
race; already its high-priesthood was contemptuously tampered with by Idumean tetrarchs or Roman
procurators; already the chief influence over his degraded Sanhedrin was in the hands of supple Herodians
or wily Sadducees. It seemed as if nothing were left for his consolation but an increased fidelity to Mosaic
institutions, and a deepening intensity of Messianic hopes. At an epoch so troubled, and so restless—when
old things were rapidly passing away, and the new continued unrevealed—it might almost seem excusable
for a Pharisee to watch for every opportunity of revolution; and still more excusable for an Essene to
embrace a life of celibacy, and retire from the society of man. There was a general expectation of that
"wrath to come," which was to be the birth-throe of the coming kingdom—the darkness deepest before the
dawn. The world had grown old, and the dotage of its paganism was marked by hideous excesses. Atheism
in belief was followed, as among nations if has always been, by degradation of morals. Iniquity seemed to
have run its course to the very farthest goal. Philosophy had abrogated its boasted functions except for the
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favoured few. Crime was universal, and there was no known remedy for the horror and ruin which it was
causing in a thousand hearts. Remorse itself seemed to be exhausted, so that men were "past feeling." There
was a callosity of heart, a petrifying of the moral sense, which even those who suffered from it felt to be
abnormal and portentous. Even the heathen world felt that "the fulness of the time" had come. At such
periods the impulse to an ascetic seclusion becomes very strong. Solitary communion with God amid the
wildest scenes of nature seems preferable to the harassing speculations of a dispirited society. Self-
dependence, and subsistence upon the very scantiest resources which can supply the merest necessities of
life, are more attractive than the fretting anxieties and corroding misery of a crushed and struggling
poverty. The wildness and silence of indifferent Nature appear at such times to offer a delightful refuge
from the noise, the meanness, and the malignity of men. Banus, the Pharisee, who retired into the
wilderness, and lived much as the hermits of the Thebaid lived in after years, was only one of many who
were actuated by these convictions. Josephus, who for three years had lived with him in his mountain-
caves, describes his stern self-mortifications and hardy life, his clothing of woven leaves, his food of the
chance roots which he could gather from the soil, and his daily and nightly plunge in the cold water, that
his body might be clean and his heart pure. But asceticism may spring from very different motives. It may
result from the arrogance of the cynic who wishes to stand apart from all men; or from the disgusted satiety
of the epicurean who would fain find a refuge even from himself; or from the selfish terror of the fanatic,
intent only on his own salvation. Far different and far nobler was the hard simplicity and noble self-denial
of the Baptist. It is by no idle fancy that the mediaeval painters represent him as emaciated by a proleptic
asceticism. The tendency to the life of a recluse had shown itself in the youthful Nazarite from his earliest
years; but in him it resulted from the consciousness of a glorious mission—it was from the desire to fulfil a
destiny inspired by burning hopes. St. John was a dweller in the wilderness, only that he might thereby
become the prophet of the Highest. The light which was within him should be kindled, if need be, into a
self-consuming flame, not for his own glory, but that it might illuminate the pathway of the coming King.
The nature of St. John the Baptist was full of impetuosity and fire. The long struggle which had given him
so powerful a mastery over himself—which had made him content with self-obliteration before the
presence of his Lord—which had inspired him with fearlessness in the face of danger, and humility in the
midst of applause—had left its traces in the stern character, and aspect, and teaching of the man. If he had
won peace in the long prayer and penitence of his life in the wilderness, it was not the spontaneous peace of
a placid and holy soul. The victory he had won was still encumbered with traces of the battle; the calm he
had attained still echoed with the distant mutter of the storm. His very teaching reflected the imagery of the
wilderness—the rock, the serpent, the barren tree. "In his manifestation and agency," it has been said, "he
was like a burning torch; his public life was quite an earthquake—the whole man was a sermon; he might
well call himself a voice—the voice of one crying in the wilderness, Prepare ye the way of the Lord."
While he was musing the fire burned, and at the last he spake with his tongue. Almost from boyhood he
had been a voluntary eremite. In solitude he had learnt things unspeakable; there the unseen world had
become to him a reality; there his spirit had caught "a touch of phantasy and flame." Communing with his
own great lonely heart—communing with the high thoughts of that long line of prophets, his predecessors,
to a rebellious people—communing with the utterances that came to him from the voices of the mountain
and the sea—he had learnt a deeper lore than he could have ever learnt at Hillel's or Shammai's feet. In the
tropic noonday of that deep Jordan valley, where the air seems to be full of a subtle and quivering flame—
in listening to the howl of the wild beasts in the long night, under the lustre of stars "that seemed to hang
like balls of fire in a purple sky"—in wandering by the sluggish cobalt-coloured waters of that dead and
accursed lake, until before his eyes, dazzled by the saline efflorescence of the shore strewn with its wrecks
of death, the ghosts of the guilty seemed to start out of the sulphurous ashes under which they were
submerged—he had learnt a language, he had received a revelation, not vouchsafed to ordinary men—
attained, not in the schools of the Rabbis, but in the school of solitude, in the school of God. Such teachers
are suited for such times. There was enough and to spare of those respectable, conventional teachers, who
spake smooth things and prophesied deceits. The ordinary Scribe or Pharisee, sleek with good living and
supercilious with general respect, might get up in the synagogue, with his broad phylacteries and luxurious
robes, and might, perhaps, minister to some sleepy edification with his midrash of hair-splitting puerilities
and threadbare precedents; but the very aspect of John the Baptist would have shown that there was another
style of teacher here. Even before the first vibrating tone of a voice that rang with scorn and indignation,
the bronzed countenance, the unshorn locks, the close-pressed lips, the leathern girdle, the mantle of
camel's hair, would at once betoken that here at last was a man who was a man indeed in all his natural
grandeur and dauntless force, and who, like the rough Bedawy prophet who was his antitype, would stand
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unquailing before purple Ahabs and adulterous Jezebels. And then his life was known. It was known that
his drink was water of the river, and that he lived on locusts and wild honey. Men felt in him that power of
mastery which is always granted to perfect self-denial. He who is superior to the common ambitions of man
is superior also to their common timidities. If he have little to hope from the favour of his fellows he has
little to fear from their dislike; with nothing to gain from the administration of servile flattery, he has
nothing to lose by the expression of just rebuke. He sits as it were above his brethren, on a sunlit eminence
of peace and purity, unblinded by the petty mists that dim their vision, untroubled by the petty influences
that disturb their life. No wonder that such a man at once made himself felt as a power in the midst of his
people. It became widely rumoured that, in the wilderness of Judaa, lived one whose burning words it was
worth while to hear; one who recalled Isaiah by his expressions, Elijah by his life. A Tiberius was polluting
by his infamies the throne of the Empire; a Pontius Pilate, with his insolences, cruelties, extortions,
massacres, was maddening a fanatic people; Herod Antipas was exhibiting to facile learners the example of
calculated apostacy and reckless lust; Caiaphas and Annas were dividing the functions of a priesthood
which they disgraced. Yet the talk of the new Prophet was not of political circumstances such as these: the
lessons he had to teach were deeper and more universal in their moral and social significance. Whatever
might be the class who flocked to his stern solitude, his teaching was intensely practical, painfully heart-
searching, fearlessly downright. And so Pharisee and Sadducee, scribe and soldier, priest and publican, all
thronged to listen to his words. The place where he preached was that wild range of uncultivated and
untenanted wilderness, which stretches southward from Jericho and the fords of Jordan to the shores of the
Dead Sea. The cliffs that overhung the narrow defile which led from Jerusalem to Jericho were the haunt of
dangerous robbers; the wild beasts and the crocodiles were not yet extinct in the reed-beds that marked the
swellings of Jordan; yet from every quarter of the country—from priestly Hebron, from holy Jerusalem,
from smiling Galilee—they came streaming forth, to catch the accents of this strange voice. And the words
of that voice were like a hammer to dash in pieces the flintiest heart, like a flame to pierce into the most
hidden thoughts. Without a shadow of euphemism, without an accent of subservience, without a tremor of
hesitation, he rebuked the tax-gatherers for their extortionateness; the soldiers for their violence, unfairness,
and discontent; the wealthy Sadducees, and stately Pharisees, for a formalism and falsity which made them
vipers of a viperous brood. The whole people he warned that their cherished privileges were worse than
valueless if, without repentance, they regarded them as a protection against the wrath to come. They prided
themselves upon their high descent; but God, as He had created Adam out of the earth, so even out of those
flints upon the strand of Jordan was able to raise up children unto Abraham. They listened with accusing
consciences and stricken hearts; and since he had chosen baptism as his symbol of their penitence and
purification, "they were baptised of him in Jordan, confessing their sins." Even those who did not submit to
his baptism were yet "willing for a season to rejoice in his light." But he had another and stranger
message—a message sterner, yet more hopeful—to deliver; for himself he would claim no authority, save
as the forerunner of another; for his own baptism no value, save as an initiation into the kingdom that was
at hand. When the deputation from the Sanhedrin asked him who he was—when all the people were
musing in their hearts whether he were the Christ or no—he never for a moment hesitated to say that he
was not the Christ, nor Elias, neither that prophet. He was "a voice in the wilderness," and nothing more;
but after him—and this was the announcement that stirred most powerfully the hearts of men—after him
was coming One who was preferred before him, for He was before him—One whose shoe's latchet he was
unworthy to unloose—One who should baptise, not with water, but with the Holy Ghost, and with fire—
One whose fan was in His hand, and who should thoroughly purge His floor—who should gather his wheat
into the garner, but burn up the chaff with unquenchable fire. The hour for the sudden coming of their long-
promised, long-expected Messiah was at hand. His awful presence was near them, was among them, but
they knew Him not. Thus repentance and the kingdom of heaven were the two cardinal points of his
preaching, and though he did not claim the credentials of a single miracle, yet while he threatened detection
to the hypocrite and destruction to the hardened, he promised also pardon to the penitent and admission into
the kingdom of heaven to the pure and clean. "The two great utterances," it has been said, "which he brings
from the desert, contain the two capital revelations to which all the preparation of the Gospel has been
tending. Law and prophecy; denunciation of sin and promise of pardon; the flame which consumes and the
light which consoles—is not this the whole of the covenant?" To this preaching, to this baptism, in the
thirtieth year of His age, came Jesus from Galilee. John was his kinsman by birth, but the circumstances of
their life had entirely separated them. John, as a child in the house of the blameless priest his father, had
lived at Juttah, in the far south of the tribe of Judah, and not far from Hebron; Jesus had lived in the deep
seclusion of the carpenter's shop in the valley of Galilee. When He first came to the banks of the Jordan, the
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great forerunner, according to his own emphatic and twice repeated testimony, "knew Him not." And yet,
though Jesus was not yet revealed as the Messiah to His great herald-prophet, there was something in His
look, something in the sinless beauty of His ways, something in the solemn majesty of His aspect, which at
once overawed and captivated the soul of John. To others he was the uncompromising prophet; kings he
could confront with rebuke; Pharisees he could unmask with indignation; but before this Presence all his
lofty bearing falls. As when some unknown dread checks the flight of the eagle, and makes him settle with
hushed scream and drooping plumage on the ground, so before "the royalty of inward happiness," before
the purity of sinless life, the wild prophet of the desert becomes like a submissive and timid child. The
battle-brunt which legionaries could not daunt—the lofty manhood before which hierarchs trembled and
princes grew pale—resigns itself, submits, adores before a moral force which is weak in every external
attribute and armed only in an invisible mail. John bowed to the simple stainless manhood before he had
been inspired to recognise the Divine commission. He earnestly tried to forbid the purpose of Jesus. He
who had received the confessions of all others, now reverently and humbly makes his own, "I have need to
be baptised of Thee, and comest Thou to me?" The answer contains the second recorded utterance of Jesus,
and the first word of his public ministry—"Suffer it to be so now: for thus it becometh us to fulfil all
righteousness." "I will sprinkle clean water upon you, and ye shall be clean."—such seems to have been the
burden of John's message to the sinners who had become sincerely penitent. But, if so, why did our Lord
receive baptism at His servant's hands? His own words tell us; it was to fulfil every requirement to which
God's will might seem to point (Ps. x1. 7, 8). He did not accept it as subsequent to a confession, for He was
sinless; and in this respect, even before he recognised Him as the Christ, the Baptist clearly implied that the
rite would be in His case exceptional. But He received it as ratifying the mission of His great forerunner—
the last and greatest child of the Old Dispensation, the earliest herald of the New; and He also received it as
the beautiful symbol of moral purification, and the humble inauguration of a ministry which came not to
destroy the Law, but to fulfil. His own words obviate all possibility of misconception. He does not say, "I
must," but, "Thus it becometh us." He does not say, "I have need to be baptised;" nor does He say, "Thou
hast no need to be baptised of me," but He says, "Suffer it to be so now." This is, indeed, but the baptism of
repentance; yet it may serve to prefigure the "laver of regeneration." So Jesus descended into the waters of
Jordan, and there the awful sign was given that this was indeed "He that should come." From the cloven
heaven streamed the Spirit of God in a dovelike radiance that seemed to hover over His head in lambent
flame, and the Bath K61, which to the dull unpurged ear was but an inarticulate thunder, spake in the voice
of God to the ears of John—"This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased."

9. THE TEMPTATION.

HIS human spirit filled with overpowering emotions, Jesus sought for retirement, to be alone with God, and
once more to think over His mighty work. From the waters of the Jordan He was led—according to the
more intense and picturesque expression of St. Mark, He was "driven"—by the Spirit into the wilderness. A
tradition, said to be no older than the time of the Crusades, fixes the scene of the temptation at a mountain
to the south of Jericho, which from this circumstance has received the name of Quarantania. Naked and arid
like a mountain of malediction, rising precipitously from a scorched and desert plain, and looking over the
sluggish, bituminous waters of the Sodomitic sea—thus offering a sharp contrast to the smiling softness of
the Mountain of Beatitudes and the limpid crystal of the Lake of Gennesareth—imagination has seen in it a
fit place to be the haunt of evil influences—a place where, in the language of the prophets, the owls dwell
and the satyrs dance. And here Jesus, according to that graphic and pathetic touch of the second Evangelist,
"was with the wild beasts." They did not harm him. "Thou shalt tread upon the lion and the adder: the
young lion and the dragon shalt thou trample under feet." So had the voice of olden promise spoken; and in
Christ, as in so many of His children, the promise was fulfilled. Those whose timid faith shrinks from all
semblance of the miraculous, need find nothing to alarm them here. It is not a natural thing that the wild
creatures should attack with ferocity, or fly in terror from, their master man. A poet has sung of a tropical
isle that— "Nor save for pity was it hard to take The helpless life, so wild that it was tame." The terror or
the fury of animals, though continued by hereditary instinct, was begun by cruel and wanton aggression;
and historical instances are not wanting in which both have been overcome by tbe sweetness, the majesty,
the gentleness of man. There seems to be no adequate reason for rejecting the unanimous belief of the early
centuries that the wild beasts of the Thebaid moved freely and harmlessly among the saintly eremites, and
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that even the wildest living creatures were tame and gentle to St. Francis of Assisi. Who has not known
people whose presence does not scare the birds, and who can approach, without danger, the most savage
dog? We may well believe that the mere human spell of a living and sinless personality would go far to
keep the Savior from danger. In the catacombs and on other ancient monuments of early Christians, He is
sometimes represented as Orpheus charming the animals with his song. All that was true and beautiful in
the old legends found its fulfilment in Him, and was but a symbol of His life and work. And he was in the
wilderness forty days. The number occurs again and again in Scripture, and always in connection with the
facts of temptation or retribution. It is clearly a sacred and representative number, and independently of
other associations, it was for forty days that Moses had stayed on Sinai, and Elijah in the wilderness. In
moments of intense excitement and overwhelming thought the ordinary needs of the body seem to be
modified, or even for a time superseded; and unless we are to understand St. Luke's words, "He did eat
nothing," as being absolutely literal, we might suppose that Jesus found all that was necessary for His bare
sustenance in such scant fruits as the desert might afford; but however that may be—and it is a question of
little importance—at the end of the time He hungered. And this was the tempter's moment. The whole
period had been one of moral and spiritual tension. During such high hours of excitement men will sustain,
without succumbing, an almost incredible amount of labour, and soldiers will fight through a long day's
battle unconscious or oblivious of their wounds. But when the enthusiasm is spent, when the exaltation dies
away, when the fire burns low, when Nature, weary and overstrained, reasserts her rights—in a word, when
a mighty reaction has begun, which leaves the man suffering, spiritless, exhausted—then is the hour of
extreme danger, and that has been, in many a fatal instance, the moment in which a man has fallen a victim
to insidious allurement or bold assault. It was at such a moment that the great battle of our Lord against the
powers of evil was fought and won. The struggle was, as is evident, no mere allegory. Into the exact
external nature of the temptation it seems at once superfluous and irreverent to enter—superfluous, because
it is a question in which any absolute decision is for us impossible; irreverent, because the Evangelists
could only have heard it from the lips of Jesus, or of those to whom He communicated it, and our Lord
could only have narrated it in the form which conveys at once the truest impression and the most instructive
lessons. Almost every different expositor has had a different view as to the agency employed, and the
objective or subjective reality of the entire event. From Origen down to Schleiermacher some have
regarded it as a vision or allegory—the symbolic description of a purely inward struggle; and even so literal
and orthodox a commentator as Calvin has embraced this view. On this point, which is a matter of mere
exegesis, each must hold the view which seems to him most in accordance with the truth; but the one
essential point is that the struggle was powerful, personal, intensely real—that Christ, for our sakes, met
and conquered the tempter's utmost strength. The question as to whether Christ was or was not capable of
sin—to express it in the language of that scholastic and theological region in which it originated, the
question as to the peccability or impeccability of His human nature—is one which would never occur to a
simple and reverent mind. We believe and know that our blessed Lord was sinless—the Lamb of God,
without blemish and without spot. What can be the possible edification or advantage in the discussion as to
whether this sinlessness sprang from a posse non peccare or a non posse peccare? Some, in a zeal at once
intemperate and ignorant, have claimed for him not only an actual sinlessness, but a nature to which sin
was divinely and miraculously impossible. What then? If His great conflict were a mere deceptive
phantasmagoria, how can the narrative of it profit us? If we have to fight the battle clad in that armour of
human free-will which has been hacked and riven about the bosom of our fathers by so many a cruel blow,
what comfort is it to us if our great Captain fought not only victoriously, but without real danger; not only
uninjured, but without even a possibility of wound? Where is the warrior's courage, if he knows that for
him there is but the semblance of a battle against the simulacrum of a foe? Are we not thus, under an
appearance of devotion, robbed of One who, "though He were a son, yet learned obedience by the things
which He suffered?" Are we not thus, under the guise of orthodoxy, mocked in our belief that we have a
High Priest who can be touched with a feeling of our infirmities, "being tempted in all points like as we are,
yet without sin?" They who would thus honour Him rob us of our living Christ, who was very man no less
than very God, and substitute for Him a perilous Apollinarian phantom enshrined "in the cold empyrean of
theology," and alike incapable of kindling devotion or of inspiring love. Whether, then, it comes under the
form of a pseudo-orthodoxy, false and pharisaical, and eager only to detect or condemn the supposed
heresy of others; or whether it comes from the excess of a dishonouring reverence which has degenerated
into the spirit of fear and bondage—Ilet us beware of contradicting the express teaching of the Scriptures,
and, as regards this narrative, the express teaching of Christ Himself, by a supposition that He was not
liable to real temptation. Nay, He was liable to temptation all the sorer, because it came like agony to a
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nature infinitely strong yet infinitely pure. In proportion as any one has striven all his life to be, like his
great Ensample, holy, harmless, undefiled, separate from sinners, in that proportion will he realise the
intensity of the struggle, the anguish of the antipathy which pervades a nobler nature when, either by
suggestions from within or from without, it has been dragged into even apparent proximity to the
possibilities of evil. There are few passages in the Pilgrim's Progress more powerful, or more suggestive of
profound acquaintance with the mysteries of the human heart, than that in which Christian in the Valley of
the Shadow of Death finds his mind filled with revolting images and blaspheming words, which have
indeed been but whispered into his ear, beyond his own powers of rejection, by an evil spirit, but which, in
his dire bewilderment, he cannot distinguish or disentangle from thoughts which are his own, and to which
his will consents. In Christ, indeed, we suppose that such special complications would be wholly
impossible, not because of any transcendental endowments connected with "immanent divinity" or the
"communication of idioms," but because He had lived without yielding to wickedness, whereas in men
these illusions arise in general from their own past sins. They are, in fact, nothing else but the flitting
spectres of iniquities forgotten or unforgotten—the mists that reek upward from the stagnant places in the
deepest caverns of hearts not yet wholly cleansed. No, in Christ there could not be this terrible inability to
discern that which comes from within us and that which is forced upon us from without—between that
which the weak will has entertained, or to which, in that ever-shifting border-land which separates thought
from action, it has half assented, and that with which it does indeed find itself in immediate contact, but
which, nevertheless, it repudiates with every muscle and fibre of its moral being. It must be a weak or a
perverted intellect which imagines that "man becomes acquainted with temptation only in proportion as he
is defiled by it," or that is unable to discriminate between the severity of a powerful temptation and the
stain of a guilty thought. It may sound like a truism, but it is a truism much needed alike for our warning
and our comfort, when the poet who, better than any other, has traversed every winding in the labyrinth of
the human heart, has told us with such solemnity, "'Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus, Another thing to
fall." And Jesus was tempted. The "Captain of our salvation" was "made perfect through sufferings." "In
that He Himself hath suffered being tempted, He is able to succour them that are tempted." The wilderness
of Jericho and the Garden of Gethsemane—these witnessed His two most grievous struggles, and in these
He triumphed wholly over the worst and most awful assaults of the enemy of souls; but during no part of
the days of His flesh was He free from temptation, since otherwise His life had been no true human life at
all, nor would He in the same measure have left us an ensample that we should follow His steps. "Many
other were the occasions," says St. Bonaventura, "on which he endured temptations." "They," says St.
Bernard, "who reckon only three temptations of our Lord, show their ignorance of Scripture." He refers to
John vii. 1, and Heb. iv. 15: he might have referred still more appositely to the express statement of St.
Luke, that when the temptation in the wilderness was over, the foiled tempter left Him indeed, but left Him
only "for a season," or, as the words may perhaps be rendered, "till a new opportunity occurred." Yet we
may well believe that when He rose victorious out of the dark wiles in the wilderness, all subsequent
temptations, until the last, floated as lightly over His sinless soul as the cloud-wreath of a summer day
floats over the blue heaven which it cannot stain. 1. The exhaustion of a long fast would have acted more
powerfully on the frame of Jesus from the circumstance that with Him it was not usual. It was with a
gracious purpose that He lived, not as a secluded ascetic in hard and self-inflicted pangs, but as a man with
men. Nor does He ever enjoin fasting as a positive obligation, although in two passages He more than
sanctions it as a valuable aid (Matt. vi. 16-18; ix. 15). But, in general, we know from His own words that
He came "eating and drinking;" practising, not abstinence, but temperance in all things, joining in the
harmless feasts and innocent assemblages of friends, so that His enemies dared to say of Him, "Behold a
gluttonous man and a winebibber," as of John they said, "He hath a devil." After His fast, therefore, of forty
days, however supported by solemn contemplation and supernatural aid, His hunger would be the more
severe. And then it was that the tempter came; in what form—whether as a spirit of darkness or as an angel
of light, whether under the disguise of a human aspect or an immaterial suggestion, we do not know and
cannot pretend to say—-content to follow simply the Gospel narrative, and to adopt its expressions, not
with dry dogmatic assertion as to the impossibility of such expressions being in a greater or less degree
allegorical, but with a view only to learn those deep moral lessons which alone concern us, and which alone
are capable of an indisputable interpretation. "If Thou be the Son of God, command that these stones be
made loaves." So spake the Tempter first. Jesus was hungry, and "these stones" were perhaps those
siliceous accretions, sometimes known under the name of lapides judaici, which assume the exact shape of
little loaves of bread, and which were represented in legend as the petrified fruits of the Cities of the Plain.
The pangs of hunger work all the more powerfully when they are stimulated by the added tortures of a
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quick imagination; and if the conjecture be correct, then the very shape and aspect and traditional origin of
these stones would give to the temptation an added force. There can be no stronger proof of the authenticity
and divine origin of this narrative than the profound subtlety and typical universality of each temptation.
Not only are they wholly unlike the far cruder and simpler stories of the temptation, in all ages, of those
who have been eminent saints, but there is in them a delicacy of insight, an originality of conception, that
far transcend the range of the most powerful invention. It was a temptation to the senses—an appeal to the
appetites—an impulse given to that lower nature which man shares with all the animal creation. But so far
from coming in any coarse or undisguisedly sensuous form, it came shrouded in a thousand subtle veils.
Israel, too, had been humbled, and suffered to hunger in the wilderness, and there, in his extreme need, God
had fed him with manna, which was as angels' food and bread from heaven. Why did not the Son of God
thus provide Himself with a table in the wilderness? He could do so if He liked, and why should He
hesitate? If an angel had revealed to the fainting Hager the fountain of Beer-lahai-roi—if an angel had
touched the famishing Elijah, and shown him food—why should He await even the ministry of angels to
whom such ministry was needless, but whom, if He willed it, angels would have been so glad to serve?
How deep is the wisdom of the reply! Referring to the very lesson which the giving of the manna had been
designed to teach, and quoting one of the noblest utterances of Old Testament inspiration, our Lord
answered, "It standeth written, Man shall not live by bread alone, but by every word that proceedeth out of
the mouth of God." And what a lesson lies herein for us—a lesson enforced by how great an example—that
we are not to be guided by the wants of our lower nature; that we may not misuse that lower nature for the
purposes of our own sustenance and enjoyment; that we are not our own, and may not do what we will with
that which we imagine to be our own; that even those things which may seem lawful, are yet not all
expedient; that man has higher principles of life than material sustenance, as he is a higher existence than
his material frame. He who thinks that we live by bread alone, will make the securing of bread the chief
object of his life—will determine to have it at whatever cost—will be at once miserable and rebellious if
even for a time he be stinted or deprived of it, and, because he seeks no diviner food, will inevitably starve
with hunger in the midst of it. But he who knows that man doth not live by bread alone, will not thus, for
the sake of living, lose all that makes life dear—will, when he has done his duty, trust God to preserve with
all things needful the body He has made—will seek with more earnest endeavour the bread from heaven,
and that living water whereof he who drinketh shall thirst no more. And thus His first temptation was
analogous in form to the last taunt addressed to Him on the cross—"If Thou be the Son of God, come down
from the cross." "If"—since faith and trust are the mainstay of all human holiness, the tempter is ever
strongest in the suggestion of such doubts; strong, too, in his appeal to the free-will and the self-will of
man. "You may, you can—why not do it? On the cross our Savior answers not; here He answers only to
express a great eternal principle. He does not say, "I am the Son of God;" in the profundity of His
humiliation, in the extreme of His self-sacrifice, He made not His equality with God a thing to be grasped
at, "but made Himself of no reputation." He foils the tempter, not as very God, but as very man. 2. The
order of the temptations is given differently by St. Matthew and St. Luke, St. Matthew placing second the
scene on the pinnacle of the Temple, and St. Luke the vision of the kingdoms of the world. Both orders
cannot be right, and possibly St. Luke may have been influenced in his arrangement by the thought that a
temptation to spiritual pride and the arbitrary exercise of miraculous power was a subtler and less
transparent, and therefore more powerful one, than the temptation to fall down and recognise the power of
evil. But the words, "Get thee behind me, Satan," recorded by both Evangelists (Luke iv. §; Matt. iv. 10)—
the fact that St. Matthew alone gives a definite sequence ("then," "again")—perhaps, too, the consideration
that St. Matthew, as one of the Apostles, is more likely to have heard the narrative immediately from the
lips of Christ—give greater weight to the order which he adopts. Jesus had conquered and rejected the first
temptation by the expression of an absolute trust in God. Adapting itself, therefore, with infinite subtlety to
the discovered mood of the Savior's soul, the next temptation, challenging as it were directly, and appealing
immediately to, this absolute trust, claims the illustration and expression of it, not to relieve an immediate
necessity, but to avert an overwhelming peril. "Then he brought Him to the Holy City, and setteth Him on
the pinnacle of the Temple. "Some well-known pinnacle of that well-known mass must be intended;
perhaps the roof of the Stoa Basilike, or Royal Porch, on the southern side of the Temple, which looked
down sheer into the valley of the Kidron below it, from a height so dizzy that, according to the description
of Josephus, if any one ventured to look down, his head would swim at the immeasurable depth; perhaps
Solomon's Porch, the Stoa Anatolike, which Josephus also has described, and from, which, according to
tradition, St. James, the Lord's brother, was afterwards precipitated into the court below. "If"—again that
doubt, as though to awake a spirit of pride, in the exercise of that miraculous display to which He is
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tempted—"if thou be the Son of God, cast Thyself down." "Thou art in danger not self-sought; save Thyself
from it, as Thou canst and mayest, and thereby prove Thy Divine power and nature. Is it not written that the
angels shall bear Thee up? Will not this be a splendid proof of Thy trust in God?" Thus deep and subtle was
this temptation; and thus, since Jesus had appealed to Scripture, did the devil also "quote Scripture for his
purpose." For there was nothing vulgar, nothing selfish, nothing sensuous in this temptation. It was an
appeal, not to natural appetites, but to perverted spiritual instincts. Does not the history of sects, and parties,
and churches, and men of high religious claims, show us that thousands who could not sink into the slough
of sensuality, have yet thrust themselves arrogantly into needless perils, and been dashed into headlong ruin
from the pinnacle of spiritual pride? And how calm, yet full of warning, was that simple answer, "It is
written again, 'Thou shalt not tempt the Lord thy God."' The word in the original (ékpeiraseis—Matt. iv 7;
Dent. vi. 16) is stronger and more expressive. It is, "Thou shalt not tempt to the extreme the Lord thy God;"
thou shalt not, as it were, presume on all that He can do for thee; thou shalt not claim His miraculous
intervention to save thee from thine own presumption and folly; thou shalt not challenge His power to the
proof. When thou art in the path of duty trust in him to the utmost with a perfect confidence; but listen not
to that haughty seductive whisper, "Ye shall be as gods," and let there be no self-willed and capricious
irreverence in thy demand for aid. Then—to add the words so cunningly omitted by the tempter—"shalt
thou be safe in all thy ways." And Jesus does not even allude to His apparent danger. Danger not self-
sought is safety. The tempter's own words had been a confession of his own impotence—"Cast Thyself
down." Even from that giddy height he had no power to hurl Him whom God kept safe. The Scripture
which he had quoted was true, though he had perverted it. No amount of temptation can ever necessitate a
sin. With every temptation God provides also "the way to escape: "Also it is written, 'Tempt not the Lord
thy God,' He said, and stood: But Satan, smitten by amazement, fell." 3. Foiled in his appeal to natural
hunger, or to the possibility of spiritual pride, the tempter appealed to "the last infirmity of noble minds,"
and staked all on one splendid cast. He makes up for the want of subtlety in the form by the apparent
magnificence of the issue. From a high mountain he showed Jesus all the kingdoms of the world and the
glory of them, and as the kosmokrator, the "prince of this world," he offered them all to Him who had lived
as the village carpenter, in return for one expression of homage, one act of acknowledgment. "The
kingdoms of the world, and the glory of them!" "There are some that will say," says Bishop Andrewes,
"that we are never tempted with kingdoms. It may be well, for it needs not be, when less will serve. It was
Christ only that was thus tempted; in Him lay an heroical mind that could not be tempted with small
matters. But with us it is nothing so, for we esteem more basely of ourselves. We set our wares at a very
easy price; he may buy us even dagger-cheap. He need never carry us so high as the mount. The pinnacle is
high enough; yea, the lowest steeple in all the town would serve the turn. Or let him but carry us to the
leads and gutters of our own houses; nay, let us but stand in our windows or our doors, if he will give us so
much as we can there see, he will tempt us thoroughly; we will accept it, and thank him too. . . . . A matter
of half-a-crown, or ten groats, a pair of shoes, or some such trifle, will bring us on our knees to the devil."
But Christ taught, "What shall it profit a man, if he gain the whole world, and lose his own soul?" There
was one living who, scarcely in a figure, might be said to have the whole world. The Roman Emperor
Tiberius was at that moment infinitely the most powerful of living men, the absolute, undisputed, deified
ruler of all that was fairest and richest in the kingdoms of the earth. There was no control to his power, no
limit to his wealth, no restraint upon his pleasures. And to yield himself still more unreservedly to the
boundless self-gratification of a voluptuous luxury, not long after this time he chose for himself a home on
one of the loveliest spots on the earth's surface, under the shadow of the slumbering volcano, upon an
enchanting islet in one of the most softly delicious climates of the world. What came of it all? He was, as
Pliny calls him, "tristissimus ut constat hominum," confessedly the most gloomy of mankind. And there,
from this home of his hidden infamies, from this island where on a scale so splendid he had tried the
experiment of what happiness can be achieved by pressing the world's most absolute authority, and the
world's guiltiest indulgences, into the service of an exclusively selfish life, he wrote to his servile and
corrupted Senate, "What to write to you, Conscript Fathers, or how to write, or what not to write, may all
the gods and goddesses destroy me, worse than I feel that they are daily destroying me, if I know." Rarely
has there been vouchsafed to the world a more overwhelming proof that its richest gifts are but "fairy gold
that turns to dust and dross," and its most colossal edifices of personal splendour and greatness no more
durable barrier against the encroachment of bitter misery than are the babe's sandheaps to stay the mighty
march of the Atlantic tide. In such perplexity, in such anguish, does the sinful possession of all riches and
all rule end. Such is the invariable Nemesis of unbridled lusts. It does not need the snaky tresses or the
shaken torch of the fabled Erinnyes. The guilty conscience is its own adequate avenger; and "if the world
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were one entire and perfect chrysolite," and that gem ours, it would not console us for one hour of that
inward torment, or compensate in any way for those lacerating pangs. But he who is an inheritor of the
kingdom of heaven is lord over vaster and more real worlds, infinitely happy because infinitely pure. And
over that kingdom Satan has no power. It is the kingdom of God; and since from Satan not even the
smallest semblance of any of his ruinous gifts can be gained except by suffering the soul to do allegiance to
him, the answer to all his temptations is the answer of Christ, "Get thee behind me Satan: for it is written,
'"Thou shalt worship the Lord thy God, and Him only shalt thou serve." Thus was Christ victorious, through
that self-renunciation through which only can victory be won. And the moments of such honest struggle
crowned with victory are the very sweetest and happiest that the life of man can give. They are full of an
elevation and a delight which can only be described in language borrowed from the imagery of Heaven.
"Then the devil leaveth Him"—St. Luke adds, "till a fitting opportunity"—"and, behold, angels came and
ministered unto Him."

10. THE FIRST APOSTLES.

VICTORIOUS over that concentrated temptation, safe from the fiery ordeal, the Savior left the wilderness
and returned to the fords of Jordan. The Synoptical Gospels, which dwell mainly on the ministry in Galilee,
and date its active commencement from the imprisonment of John, omit all record of the intermediate
events, and only mention our Lord's retirement to Nazareth. It is to the fourth Evangelist that we owe the
beautiful narrative of the days which immediately ensued upon the temptation. The Judean ministry is
brought by him into the first prominence. He seems to have made a point of relating nothing of which he
had not been a personal witness, and there are some few indications that he was bound to Jerusalem by
peculiar relations, By station St. John was a fisherman, and it is not impossible that, as the fish of the Lake
of Galilee were sent in large quantities to Jerusalem, he may have lived there at certain seasons in
connection with the employment of his father and his brother, who, as the owners of their own boat and the
masters of hired servants, evidently occupied a position of some importance. Be that as it may, it is St. John
alone who narrates to us the first call of the earliest Apostles, and he relates it with all the minute
particulars and graphic touches of one on whose heart and memory each incident had been indelibly
impressed. The deputation of the Sanhedrin (to which we have already alluded) seems to have taken place
the day previous to our Lord's return from the wilderness; and when, on the following morning, the Baptist
saw Jesus approaching, he delivered a public and emphatic testimony that this was indeed the Messiah who
had been marked out to him by the appointed sign, and that He was "the Lamb of God that taketh away the
sin of the world." Whether the prominent conception in the Baptist's mind was the Paschal Lamb, or the
Lamb of the morning and evening sacrifice; whether "the world" (k6smos) was the actual expression which
he used, or is merely a Greek rendering of the word "people"; whether he understood the profound and
awful import of his own utterance, or was carried by prophetic inspiration beyond himself—we cannot tell.
But this much is clear, that since his whole imagery, and indeed the very description of his own function
and position, is, as we have already seen, borrowed from the Evangelical prophet, he must have used the
expression with distinct reference to the picture of Divine patience and mediatorial suffering in Isa. liii. 7
(cf. Jer. xi. 19). His words could hardly have involved less meaning than this—that the gentle and sinless
man to whom he pointed should be a man of sorrows, and that these sorrows should be for the salvation of
His race. Whatever else the words may have connoted to the minds of his hearers, yet they could hardly
have thought them over without connecting Jesus with the conceptions of sinlessness, of suffering, and of a
redeeming work. Memorable as this testimony was, it seems on the first day to have produced no
immediate result. But on the second day, when the Baptist was standing accompanied by two of his
disciples, Jesus again walked by, and John, fixing upon Him his intense and earnest gaze, exclaimed again,
as though with involuntary awe and admiration. "Behold the Lamb of God!" The words were too
remarkable to be again neglected, and the two Galileean youths who heard them followed the retreating
figure of Jesus. He caught the sound of their timid footsteps, and turning round to look at them as they
come near, He gently asked, "What seek ye?" It was but the very beginning of His ministry: as yet they
could not know Him for all that He was; as yet they had not heard the gracious words that proceeded out of
His lips; in coming to seek Him thus they might he actuated by inadequate motives, or even by mere
passing curiosity; it was fit that they should come to Him by spontaneous impulse, and declare their object
of their own free will. But how deep and full of meaning is that question, and how sternly it behoves all
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who come to their Lord to answer it! One of the holiest of the church's saints, St. Bernard, was in the habit
of constantly warning himself by the solemn query, "Bernarde, ad quid venisti?"—"Bernard, for what
purpose art thou here?" Self-examination could assume no more searching form; but all the meaning which
it involved was concentrated in that quiet and single question, "What seek ye?" It was more than the two
young Galileeans could answer Him at once; it meant more perhaps than they knew or understood, yet the
answer showed that they were in earnest. "Rabbi," they said (and the title of profound honour and reverence
showed how deeply His presence had impressed them), "where art thou staying?" Where it was we do not
know. Perhaps in one of the temporary succoth, or booths, covered at the top with the striped abba, which is
in the East an article of ordinary wear, and with their wattled sides interwoven with green branches of
terebinth or palm, which must have given the only shelter possible to the hundreds who had flocked to
John's baptism. "He saith to them, Come and see." Again, the words were very simple, though they occur in
passages of much significance. Never, however, did they produce a result more remarkable than now. They
came and saw where Jesus dwelt, and as it was then four in the afternoon, stayed there that day, and
probably slept there that night; and before they lay down to sleep they knew and felt in their inmost hearts
that the kingdom of heaven had come, that the hopes of long centuries were now fulfilled, that they had
been in the presence of Him who was the desire of all nations, the Priest greater than Aaron, the Prophet
greater then Moses, the King greater than David the true Star of Jacob and Sceptre of Israel. One of those
two youths who thus came earliest to Christ was Andrew. The other suppressed his own name because he
was the narrator, the beloved disciple, the Evangelist St. John. No wonder that the smallest details, down
even to the very hour of the day, were treasured in his memory, never to be forgotten, even in extreme old
age. It was the first care of Andrew to find his brother Simon, and tell him of this great Eureka. He brought
him to Jesus, and Jesus looking earnestly on him with that royal gaze which read intuitively the inmost
thoughts—seeing at a glance in that simple fisherman all the weakness but also all the splendid greatness of
the man—said, giving him a new name, which was long afterwards yet more solemnly confirmed. "Thou
art Simon, the son of Jona; thou shalt be called Kephas;" that is, "Thou art Simon, the son of the dove;
hereafter thou shalt be as the rock in which the dove hides." It was, indeed, a play upon the word, but one
which was memorably symbolic and profound. None but the shallow and the ignorant will see, in such a
play upon the name, anything derogatory to the Savior's dignity. The essential meaning and augury of
names had been in all ages a belief among the Jews, whose very language was regarded by themselves as
being no less sacred than the oracular gems on Aaron's breast. Their belief in the mystic potency of sounds,
of the tongue guided by unalterable destiny in the realms of seeming chance, may seem idle and
superstitious to an artificial cultivation, but has been shared by many of the deepest thinkers in every age.
How was it that these youths of Galilee, how was it that a John so fervid yet contemplative, a Peter so
impetuous in his affections, yet so timid in his resolves, were thus brought at once—brought, as it were, by
a single look, by a single word—to the Savior's feet? How came they thus, by one flash of insight or of
inspiration, to recognise, in the carpenter of Nazareth, the Messiah of prophecy, the Son of God, the Savior
of the world? Doubtless in part by what He said, and by what John the Baptist had testified concerning him,
but doubtless also in part by His very look. On this subject, indeed, tradition has varied in a most
remarkable manner; but on a point of so much interest we may briefly pause. Any one who has studied the
representations of Christ in medigval art will have observed that some of them, particularly in missals, are
degradingly and repulsively hideous, while others are conceived in the softest and loveliest ideal of human
beauty. Whence came this singular divergence? It came from the prophetic passages which were supposed
to indicate the appearance of the Messiah, as well as His life. The early Church, accustomed to the
exquisite perfection of form in which the genius of heathen sculpture had clothed its conceptions of the
younger gods of Olympus—aware, too, of the fatal corruptions of a sensual imagination—seemed to find a
pleasure in breaking loose from this adoration of personal endowments, and in taking as their ideal of the
bodily aspect of our Lord, Isaiah's picture of a patient and afflicted sufferer, or David's pathetic description
of a smitten and wasted outcast. His beauty, says Clemens of Alexandria, was in His soul and in His
actions, but in appearance He was base. Justin Martyr describes Him as being without beauty, without
glory, without honour. His body, says Origen, was small, and ill-shapen, and ignoble. "His body," says
Tertullian, had no human handsomeness, much less any celestial splendour." The heathen Celsus, as we
learn from Origen, even argued from His traditional meanness and ugliness of aspect as a ground for
rejecting His divine origin. Nay, this kind of distorted inference went to even greater extremities. The
Vulgate rendering of Isa. liii. 4 is, "Nos putavimus cum quasi leprosum, percussum a Deo et humiliatum;"
and this gave rise to a wide-spread fancy of which there are many traces, that He who healed so many
leprosies was Himself a leper! Shocked, on the other hand, by these revolting fancies, there were many who
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held that Jesus, in his earthly features, reflected the charm and beauty of David, His great ancestor; and St.
Jerome and St. Augustine preferred to apply to Him the words of Psalms xlv. 2, 3, "Thou art fairer than the
children of men." It was natural that, in the absence of positive indications, this view should command a
deeper sympathy, and it gave rise both to the current descriptions of Christ, and also to those ideals, so full
of mingled majesty and tenderness in— "That face How beautiful, if sorrow had not made Sorrow more
beautiful than beauty's self," which we see in the great pictures of Fra Angelico, of Michael Angelo, of
Leonardo da Vinci, of Raphael, and of Titian. Independently of all tradition, we may believe with reverent
conviction that there could have been nothing mean or repugnant—that there must, as St. Jerome says, have
been "something starry"—in the form which enshrined an Eternal Divinity and an Infinite Holiness. All
true beauty is but "the sacrament of goodness," and a conscience so stainless, a spirit so full of harmony, a
life so purely noble, could not but express itself in the bearing, could not but be reflected in the face, of the
Son of Man. We do not indeed find any allusion to this charm of aspect, as we do in the description of the
young High-priest Aristobulus whom Herod murdered; but neither, on the other hand, do we find in the
language of His enemies a single word or allusion which might have been founded on an unworthy
appearance. He of whom John bore witness as the Christ—He whom the multitude would gladly have
seized that He might be their king—He whom the city saluted with triumphant shouts as the Son of
David—He to whom women ministered with such deep devotion, and whose aspect, even in the troubled
images of a dream, had inspired a Roman lady with interest and awe—He whose mere word caused Philip
and Matthew and many others to leave all and follow Him—He whose one glance broke into an agony of
repentance the heart of Peter—He before whose presence those possessed with devils were alternately
agitated into frenzy and calmed into repose, and at whose question, in the very crisis of His weakness and
betrayal, His most savage enemies shrank and fell prostrate in the moment of their most infuriated wrath—
such an One as this could not have been without the personal majesty of a Prophet and a Priest. All the
facts of His life speak convincingly of that strength, and endurance, and dignity, and electric influence
which none could have exercised without a large share of human, no less than of spiritual, gifts.
"Certainly," says St. Jerome, "a flame of fire and starry brightness flashed from His eye, and the majesty of
the Godhead shone in His face." The third day after the return from the wilderness seems to have been
spent by Jesus in intercourse with His new disciples. On the fourth day He wished to start for His return to
Galilee, and on the journey fell in with another young fisherman, Philip of Bethsaida. Alone of the apostles
Philip had a Greek name, derived, perhaps, from the tetrarch Philip, since the custom of naming children
after reigning princes has always been a common one. If so, he must at this time have been under thirty.
Possibly his Greek name indicates his familiarity with some of the Greek-speaking population who lived
mingled with the Galilaeans on the shores of Gennesareth; and this may account for the fact that he, rather
than any of the other Apostles, was appealed to by the Greeks who, in the last week of His life, wished to
see our Lord. One word—the one pregnant invitation, "Follow me!"—was sufficient to attach to Jesus for
ever the gentle and simpleminded Apostle, whom in all probability he had previously known. The next day
a fifth neophyte was added to that sacred and happy band. Eager to communicate the rich discovery which
he had made, Philip sought out his friend Nathanael, exercising thereby the divinest prerogative of
friendship, which consists in the communication to others of all that we have ourselves experienced to be
most divine. Nathanael, in the list of Apostles, is generally, and almost indubitably, identified with
Bartholomew; for Bartholomew is less a name than a designation—"Bar-Tolmai, the son of Tolmai;" and
while Nathanael is only in one other place mentioned under this name (John xxi. 2), Bartholomew (of
whom, on any other supposition, we should know nothing whatever) is, in the list of Apostles, almost
invariably associated with Philip. As his home was at Cana of Galilee, the son of Tolmai might easily have
become acquainted with the young fishermen of Gennesareth. And yet so deep was the retirement in which
up to this time Jeans had lived His life, that though Nathanael knew Philip, he knew nothing of Christ. The
simple mind of Philip seemed to find a pleasure in contrasting the grandeur of His office with the meanness
of His birth: "We have found Him of whom Moses in the Law, and the Prophets, did write;" whom think
you?—a young Herodian Prince?—a young Asmonaan priest?—some burning light from the schools of
Shammai or Hillel?—some passionate young Emir from, the followers of Judas of Gamala?—no, but
"Jesus of Nazareth, the son of Joseph." Nathanael seems to have felt the contrast. He caught at the local
designation. It may be, as legend says, that he was a man of higher position than the rest of the Apostles. It
has been usually considered that his answer was proverbial; but perhaps it was a passing allusion to the
word nazora, "despicable;" or it may merely have implied "Nazareth, that obscure and ill-reputed town in
its little untrodden valley—can anything good come from thence?" The answer is in the same words which
our Lord had addressed to John and Andrew. Philip was an apt scholar, and he too said, "Come and see."
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To-day, too, that question—"Can any good thing come out of Nazareth?"—is often repeated, and the one
sufficient answer—almost the only possible answer—is now, as it then was, "Come and see." Then it
meant, come and see One who speaks as never man spake; come and see One who, though he be but the
Carpenter of Nazareth, yet overawes the souls of all who approach him—seeming by His mere presence to
reveal the secrets of all hearts, yet drawing to him even the most sinful with a sense of yearning love; come
and see One from whom there seems to breathe forth the irresistible charm of a sinless purity, the
unapproachable beauty of a Divine life. "Come and see," said Philip, convinced in his simple faithful heart
that to see Jesus was to know Him, and to know was to love, and to love was to adore. In this sense, indeed,
we can say "come and see" no longer; for since the blue heavens closed on the visions which were
vouchsafed to St. Stephen and St. Paul, His earthly form has been visible no more. But there is another
sense, no less powerful for conviction, in which it still suffices to say, in answer to all doubts, "Come and
see." Come and see a dying world revivified, a decrepit world regenerated, an aged world rejuvenescent;
come and see the darkness illuminated, the despair dispelled; come and see tenderness brought into the cell
of the imprisoned felon, and liberty to the fettered slave; come and see the poor, and the ignorant, and the
many, emancipated for ever from the intolerable thraldom of the rich, the learned, and the few; come and
see hospitals and orphanages rising in their permanent mercy beside the crumbling ruins of colossal
amphitheatres which once reeked with human blood; come and see the obscene symbols of an universal
degradation obliterated indignantly from the purified abodes; come and see the dens of lust and tyranny
transformed into sweet and happy homes, defiant atheists into believing Christians, rebels into children, and
pagans into saints. Ay, come and see the majestic acts of one great drama continued through nineteen
Christian centuries; and as you see them all tending to one great development, long predetermined in the
Council of the Divine Will—as you learn in reverent humility that even apparent Chance is in reality the
daughter of Forethought, as well as, for those who thus recognise her nature, the sister of Order and
Persuasion—as you hear the voice of your Savior searching, with the loving accents of a compassion which
will neither strive nor cry, your very reins and heart—it may be that you too will unlearn the misery of
doubt, and exclaim in calm and happy confidence, with the pure and candid Nathanael, "Rabbi, thou art the
Son of God, thou art the King of Isracl!" The fastidious reluctance of Nathanael was very soon dispelled.
Jesus, as He saw him coming, recognised that the seal of God was upon his forehead, and said of him,
"Behold a true Israelite, in whom guile is not." "Whence dost thou recognise me?" asked Nathanael and
then came that heart-searching answer, "Before that Philip called thee, whilst thou wert under the fig-tree, I
saw thee." It was the custom of pious Jews—a custom approved by the Talmud—to study their crishma, or
office of daily prayer, under a fig-tree; and some have imagined that there is something significant in the
fact of the Apostle having been summoned from the shade of a tree which symbolised Jewish ordinances
and Jewish traditions, but which was beginning already to cumber the ground. But though something
interesting and instructive may often be derived from the poetic insight of a chastened imagination, which
can thus observe allegories which lie involved in the simplest facts, yet no such flash of sudden perception
could alone have accounted for the agitated intensity of Nathanael's reply. Every one must have been struck
at first sight, with the apparent disproportionateness between the cause and the effect. How apparently
inadequate was that quiet allusion to the lonely session of silent thought under the fig-tree, to produce the
instantaneous adhesion, the henceforth inalienable loyalty, of this "fusile Apostle" to the Son of God, the
King of Israel! But for the true explanation of this instantaneity of conviction, we must look deeper; and
then, if I mistake not, we shall see in this incident another of those indescribable touches of reality which
have been to so many powerful minds the most irresistible internal evidence to establish the historic
truthfulness of the Fourth Gospel. There are moments when the grace of God stirs sensibly in the human
heart; when the soul seems to rise upon the eagle-wings of hope and prayer into the heaven of heavens;
when caught up, as it were, into God's very presence, we see and hear things unspeakable. At such
moments we live a lifetime; for emotions such as these annihilate all time; they— "Crowd Eternity into an
hour, Or stretch an hour into Eternity." At such moments we are nearer to God; we seem to know Him and
be known of him; and if it were possible for any man at such a moment to see into our souls, he would
know all that is greatest and most immortal in our beings. But to see us then is impossible to man; it is
possible only to Him whose hand should lead, whose right hand should guide us, even if we could take the
wings of the morning and fly into the uttermost parts of the sea. And such a crisis of emotion must the
guileless Israelite have known as he sat and prayed and mused in silence under his fig-tree. To the
consciousness of such a crisis—a crisis which could only be known to One to whom it was given to read
the very secrets of the heart—our Lord appealed. Let him who has had a similar experience say how he
would regard a living man who could reveal to him that he had at such a moment looked into and fathomed
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the emotions of his heart. That such solitary musings—such penetrating, even in this life, "behind the vail
"—such raptures into the third heaven during which the soul strives to transcend the limitations of space
and time while it communes, face to face, with the Eternal and the Unseen—such sudden kindlings of
celestial lightning which seem to have fused all that is meanest and basest within us in an instant and for
ever—that these supreme crises are among the recorded experiences of the Christian life, rests upon
indisputable evidence of testimony and of fact. And if any one of my readers has ever known this spasm of
divine change which annihilates the old and in the same moment creates or re-creates a new-born soul, such
a one, at least, will understand the thrill of electric sympathy, the arrow-point of intense conviction, that
shot that very instant through the heart of Nathanael, and brought him, as it were, at once upon his knees
with the exclamation, "Rabbi, thou art the Son of God, thou art the King of Israel!" We scarcely hear of
Nathanael again. His seems to have been one of those calm, retiring, contemplative souls, whose whole
sphere of existence lies not here, but— "Where, beyond these voices, there is peace." It was a life of which
the world sees nothing, because it was "hid with Christ in God;" but of this we may be sure, that never till
the day of his martyrdom, or even during his martyr agonies, did he forget those quiet words which showed
that his "Lord had searched him out and known him, and comprehended his thoughts long before." Not
once, doubtless, but on many and many a future day, was the promise fulfilled for him and for his
companions, that, with the eye of faith, they should "see the heavens opened, and the angels of God
ascending and descending upon the Son of Man."

11. THE FIRST MIRACLE

"ON the third day," says St. John, "there was a marriage in Cana of Galilee." Writing with a full knowledge
and vivid recollection of every fact that took place during those divinely memorable days, he gives his
indications of time as though all were equally familiar with them. The third day has been understood in
different manners: it is simplest to understand it as the third after the departure of Jesus for Galilee. If He
were travelling expeditiously He might stop on the first night (supposing him to follow the ordinary route)
at Shiloh or at Shechem; on the second at En-Gannim; on the third, crossing the plain of Jezreel, He could
easily reach Nazareth, and finding that His mother and brethren were not there, might, in an hour and a half
longer, reach Cana in time for the ceremonies of an Oriental wedding. It is well known that those
ceremonies began at twilight. It was the custom in Palestine, no less than in Greece, "To bear away The
bride from home at blushing shut of day," or even later, far on into the night, covered from head to foot in
her loose and flowing veil, garlanded with flowers, and dressed in her fairest robes. She was heralded by
torchlight, with songs and dances, and the music of the drum and flute, to the bridegroom's home. She was
attended by the maidens of her village, and the bridegroom came to meet her with his youthful friends.
Legend says that Nathanael was on this occasion the paranymph, whose duty it was to escort the bride; but
the presence of Mary, who must have left Nazareth on purpose to be present at the wedding, seems to show
that one of the bridal pair was some member of the Holy Family. Jesus too was invited, and His disciples,
and the use of the singular (ékléthe) implies that they were invited for His sake, not He for theirs. It is not
likely, therefore, that Nathanael, who had only heard the name of Jesus two days before, had anything to do
with the marriage. All positive conjecture is idle; but the fact that the Virgin evidently took a leading
position in the house, and commands the servants in a tone of authority, renders it not improbable that this
may have been the wedding of one of her nephews, the sons of Alphaus, or even of one of her daughters,
"the sisters of Jesus," to whom tradition gives the names Esther and Thamar. That Joseph himself was dead
is evident from the complete silence of the Evangelists, who after Christ's first visit to Jerusalem as a boy,
make no further mention of his name. Whether the marriage festival lasted for seven days, as was usual
among those who could afford it, or only for one or two, as was the case among the poorer classes, we
cannot tell; but at some period of the entertainment the wine suddenly ran short. None but those who know
how sacred in the East is the duty of lavish hospitality, and how passionately the obligation to exercise it to
the utmost is felt, can realise the gloom which this incident would have thrown over the occasion, or the
misery and mortification which it would have caused to the wedded pair. They would have felt it to be, as
in the East it would still be felt to be, a bitter and indelible disgrace. Now the presence of Jesus and his five
disciples may well have been the cause of this unexpected deficiency. The invitation, as we have seen, was
originally intended for Jesus alone, nor could the youthful bridegroom in Cana of Galilee have been in the
least aware that during the last four days Jesus had won the allegiance of five disciples. It is probable that
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no provision had been made for this increase of numbers, and that it was their unexpected presence which
caused the deficiency in this simple household. Moreover, it is hardly probable that, coming from a hasty
journey of ninety miles, the little band could, even had their means permitted it, have conformed to the
common Jewish custom of bringing with them wine and other provisions to contribute to the mirthfulness
of the wedding feast. Under these circumstances, therefore, there was a special reason why the mother of
Jesus should say to Him, "They have no wine." The remark was evidently a pointed one, and its import
could not be misunderstood. None knew, as Mary knew, who her Son was; yet for thirty long years of
patient waiting for this manifestation, she had but seen Him grow as other children grew, and live, in
sweetness indeed and humility and grace of sinless wisdom, like a tender plant before God, but in all other
respects as other youths have lived, preeminent only in utter stainlessness. But now He was thirty years old;
the voice of the great Prophet, with whose fame the nation rang, had proclaimed Him to be the promised
Christ; He was being publicly attended by disciples who acknowledged Him as Rabbi and Lord. Here was a
difficulty to be met; an act of true kindness to be performed; a disgrace to be averted from friends whom
He loved—and that too a disgrace to which his own presence and that of His disciples had unwittingly
contributed. Was not His hour yet come? Who could tell what He might do, if He were only made aware of
the trouble which threatened to interrupt the feast? Might not some band of hymning angels, like the radiant
visions, who had heralded His birth, receive His bidding to change that humble marriage-feast into a scene
of heaven? Might it not be that even now He would lead them into His banquet-house, and His banner over
them be love? Her faith was strong, her motives pure, except perhaps what has been called "the slightest
possible touch of the purest womanly, motherly anxiety (we know no other word) prompting in her the
desire to see her Son honoured in her presence." And her Son's hour had nearly come: but it was necessary
now, at once, for ever, for that Son to show to her that henceforth he was not Jesus the Son of Mary, but the
Christ the Son of God; that as regarded His great work and mission, as regarded His Eternal Being, the
significance of the beautiful relationship had passed away; that His thoughts were not as her thoughts,
neither His ways her ways. It could not have been done in a manner more decisive, yet at the same time
more entirely tender. "Woman, what have I to do with thee?" The words at first sound harsh, and almost
repellent in their roughness and brevity; but that is the fault partly of our version, partly of our associations.
He does not call her "mother," because, in circumstances such as these, she was His mother no longer; but
the address "Woman" (Gunai) was so respectful that it might be, and was, addressed to the queenliest, and
so gentle that it might be, and was, addressed at the tenderest moments to the most fondly loved. And "what
have I to do with thee?"is a literal version of a common Aramaic phrase (mah 11 velak), which, while it sets
aside a suggestion and waives all further discussion of it, is yet perfectly consistent with the most delicate
courtesy and the most feeling consideration. Nor can we doubt that even the slight check involved in these
quiet words was still more softened by the look and accent with which they were spoken, and which are
often sufficient to prevent far harsher utterances from inflicting any pain. For with undiminished faith, and
with no trace of pained feeling, Mary said to the servants—over whom it is clear she was exercising some
authority—"Whatever He says to you, do it at once." The first necessity after a journey in the East is to
wash the feet, and before a meal to wash the hands; and to supply these wants there were standing (as still
is usual), near the entrance of the house, six large stone water-jars, with their orifices filled with bunches of
fresh green leaves to keep the water cool. Each of these jars contained two or three baths of water, and
Jesus bade the servants at once fill them to the brim. They did so, and He then ordered them to draw out the
contents in smaller vessels, and carry it to the guest who, according to the festive custom of the time, had
been elected "governor of the feast." Knowing nothing of what had taken place, he mirthfully observed that
in offering the good wine last, the bridegroom had violated the common practice of banquets. This was
Christ's first miracle, and thus, with a definite and symbolic purpose, did He manifest His glory, and His
disciples believed on Him. It was His first miracle, yet how unlike all that we should have expected; how
simply unobtrusive, how divinely calm! The method, indeed, of the miracle—which is far more wonderful
in character than the ordinary miracles of healing—transcends our powers of conception; yet it was not
done with any pomp of circumstance, or blaze of adventitious glorification. Men in these days have
presumptuously talked as though it were God's duty—the duty of Him to whom the sea and the mountains
are a very little thing, and before whose eyes the starry heaven is but as one white gleam in the "intense
inane"—to perform His miracles before a circle of competent savans! Conceivably it might be so had it
been intended that miracles should be the sole, or even the main, credentials, of Christ's authority; but to the
belief of Christendom the son of God would still be the Son of God even if, like John, He had done no
miracle. The miracles of Christ were miracles addressed, not to a cold and sceptic curiosity, but to a loving
and humble faith. They needed not the acuteness of the impostor, or the self-assertion of the thaumaturge.
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They were indeed the signs—almost, we had said, the accidental signs—of His divine mission; but their
primary object was the alleviation of human suffering, or the illustration of sacred truths, or, as in this
instance, the increase of innocent joy. An obscure village, an ordinary wedding, a humble home, a few
faithful peasant guests—such a scene, and no splendid amphitheatre or stately audience, beheld one of
Christ's greatest miracles of power. And in these respects the circumstances of the First Miracle are exactly
analogous to the supernatural events recorded of Christ's birth. In the total unlikeness of this to all that we
should have imagined—in its absolute contrast with anything which legend would have invented—in all, in
short, which most offends the unbeliever, we see but fresh confirmation that we are reading the words of
soberness and truth. A miracle is a miracle, and we see no possible advantage in trying to understand the
means by which it was wrought. In accepting the evidence for it—and it is for each man to be fully
persuaded in his own mind, and to accept or to reject at his pleasure, perhaps even it may prove to be at his
peril—we are avowedly accepting the evidence for something which transcends, though it by no means
necessarily supersedes, the ordinary laws by which Nature works. What is gained—in what single respect
does the miracle become, so to speak, easier or more comprehensible—by supposing, with Olshausen, that
we have here only an accelerated process of nature; or with Neander (apparently), that the water was
magnetised; or with Lange (apparently), that the guests were in a state of supernatural exaltation? Let those
who find it intellectually possible, or spiritually advantageous, freely avail themselves of such hypotheses if
they see their way to do so: to us they seem, not "irreverent," not "rationalistic," not "dangerous," but
simply embarrassing and needless. To denounce them as unfaithful concessions to the spirit of scepticism
may suit the exigencies of a violent and Pharisaic theology, but is unworthy of that calm charity which
should be the fairest fruit of Christian faith. In matters of faith it ought to be to every one of us "a very
small thing to be judged of you or of man's judgment;" we ought to believe, or disbelieve, or modify belief,
with sole reference to that which, in our hearts and consciences, we feel to be the will of God; and it is by
His judgment, and by His alone, that we should care to stand or to fall. We as little claim a right to scathe
the rejector of miracles by abuse and anathema, as we admit his right to sneer at us for imbecility or
hypocrisy. Jesus has taught to all men, whether they accept or reject Him, the lessons of charity and
sweetness; and what the believer and the unbeliever alike can do, is calmly, temperately, justly, and with
perfect and solemn sincerity—knowing how deep are the feelings involved, and how vast the issues at stake
between us—to state the reason for the belief that is in him. And this being so, I would say that if we once
understand that the word Nature has little or no meaning unless it be made to include the idea of its Author;
if we once realise the fact, which all science teaches us, that the very simplest and most elementary
operation of the laws of Nature is infinitely beyond the comprehension of our most exalted intelligence; if
we once believe that the Divine Providence of God is no far-off abstraction, but a living and loving care
over the lives of man; lastly, if we once believe that Christ was the only-begotten Son of God, the Word of
God, who came to reveal and declare His Father to mankind, then there is nothing in any Gospel miracle to
shock our faith: we shall regard the miracles of Christ as resulting from the fact of His Being and His
mission, no less naturally and inevitably than the rays of light stream outwards from the sun. They were, to
use the favourite expression of St. John, not merely "portents" (térata), or powers (dunameis), or signs
(semefia), but they were works (érga), the ordinary and inevitable works (whenever He chose to exercise
them) of One whose very existence was the highest miracle of all. For our faith is that He was sinless; and
to borrow the words of a German poet, "one might have thought that the miracle of miracles was to have
created the world such as it is; yet it is a far greater miracle to have lived a perfectly pure life therein." The
greatest of modern philosophers said that there were two things which overwhelmed his soul with awe and
astonishment, "the starry heaven above, and the moral law within;" but to these has been added a third
reality no less majestic—the fulfilment of the moral law without us in the Person of Jesus Christ. That
fulfilment makes us believe that He was indeed Divine; and if He were Divine, we have no further
astonishment left when we are taught that He did on earth that which can be done by the Power of God
alone. But there are two characteristics of this first miracle which we ought to notice. One is its divine
unselfishness. His ministry is to be a ministry of joy and peace; His sanction is to be given not to a crushing
asceticism, but to a genial innocence; His approval, not to a compulsory celibacy, but to a sacred union. He
who, to appease His own sore hunger, would not turn the stones of the wilderness into bread, gladly
exercises, for the sake of others, His transforming power; and but six or seven days afterwards, relieves the
perplexity and sorrow of a humble wedding feast by turning water into wine. The first miracle of Moses
was, in stern retribution, to turn the river of a guilty nation into blood; the first of Jesus to fill the water-jars
of an innocent family with wine. And the other is its symbolic character. Like nearly all the miracles of
Christ, it combines the characteristics of a work of mercy, an emblem, and a prophecy. The world gives its
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best first, and afterwards all the dregs and bitterness; but Christ came to turn the lower into the richer and
sweeter, the Mosaic law into the perfect law of liberty, the baptism of John into the baptism with the Holy
Ghost and with fire, the self-denials of a painful isolation into the self-denials of a happy home, sorrow and
sighing into hope and blessing, and water into wine. And thus the "holy estate" which Christ adorned and
beautified with His presence and first miracle in Cana of Galilee, foreshadows the mystical union between
Christ and His Church; and the common element which he thus miraculously changed becomes a type of
our life on earth transfigured and ennobled by the anticipated joys of heaven—a type of that wine which He
shall drink new with us in the kingdom of God, at the marriage supper of the Lamb.

12. THE SCENE OF THE MINISTRY.

CHRIST'S first miracle of Cana was a sign that He came, not to call His disciples out of the world and its
ordinary duties, but to make men happier, nobler, better in the world. He willed that they should be
husbands, and fathers, and citizens, not eremites or monks. He would show that he approved the brightness
of pure society, and the mirth of innocent gatherings, no less than the ecstacies of the ascetic in the
wilderness, or the visions of the mystic in his solitary cell. And, as pointing the same moral, there was
something significant in the place which He chose as the scene of His earliest ministry. St. John had
preached in the lonely wastes by the Dead Sea waters; his voice had been echoed back by the flinty
precipices that frown over the sultry Ghor. The city nearest to the scene of His teaching had been built in
defiance of a curse, and the road to it led through "the bloody way." All around him breathed the dreadful
associations of a guilty and desolated past; the very waves were bituminous; the very fruits crumbled into
foul ashes under the touch; the very dust beneath his feet lay, hot and white, over the relics of an
abominable race. There, beside those leaden waters, under that copper heaven, amid those burning
wildernesses and scarred ravines, had he preached the baptism of repentance. But Christ, amid the joyous
band of His mother, and His brethren, and his disciples, chose as the earliest centre of his ministry a bright
and busy city, whose marble buildings were mirrored in a limpid sea. That little city was Capernaum. It
rose under the gentle declivities of hills that encircled an earthly Paradise, There were no such trees, and no
such gardens, anywhere in Palestine as in the land of Gennesareth. The very name means "garden of
abundance," and the numberless flowers blossom over a little plain which is "in sight like unto an emerald."
It was doubtless a part of Christ's divine plan that His ministry should begin amid scenes so beautiful, and
that the good tidings, which revealed to mankind their loftiest hopes and purest pleasures, should be first
proclaimed in a region of unusual loveliness. The features of the scene are neither gorgeous nor colossal;
there is nothing here of the mountain gloom or the mountain glory; nothing of that "dread magnificence"
which overawes us as we gaze on the icy precipices of tropical volcanoes, or the icy precipices of northern
hills. Had our life on earth been full of wild and terrible catastrophes, then it might have been fitly
symbolised by scenes which told only of deluge and conflagration; but these green pastures and still waters,
these bright birds and flowering oleanders, the dimpling surface of that inland sea, so doubly delicious and
refreshful in a sultry land, all correspond with the characteristics of a life composed of innocent and simple
elements, and brightened with the ordinary pleasures which, like the rain and the sunshine, are granted to
all alike. What the traveller will see, as he emerges from the Valley of Doves, and catches his first eager
glimpse of Gennesareth, will be a small inland sea, like a harp in shape, thirteen miles long and six broad.
On the farther or eastern side runs a green strip about a quarter of a mile in breadth, beyond which rises, to
the height of some 900 feet above the level of the lake, an escarpment of desolate hills, scored with grey
ravines, without tree, or village, or vestige of cultivation—the frequent scene of our Lord's retirement
when, after His weary labours, He sought the deep refreshment of solitude with God. The lake—with its
glittering crystal and fringe of flowering oleanders, through whose green leaves shine the bright blue wings
of the roller-bird, and the kingfishers may be seen in multitudes dashing down at the fish that glance
beneath them—Iies at the bottom of a great dent or basin in the earth's surface, more than 500 feet below
the level of the Mediterranean. Hence the burning and enervating heat of the valley; but hence, too, the
variety of its foliage, the fertility of its soil, the luxuriance of its flora, the abundant harvests that ripen a
month earlier than they do elsewhere, and the number of rivulets that tumble down the hill-sides into the
lake. The shores are now deserted. With the exception of the small and decaying town of Tiberias—
crumbling into the last stage of decrepitude—and the "frightful village" of Mejdel (the ancient Magdala),
where the degradation of the inhabitants is best shown by the fact that the children play stark naked in the
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street—there is not a single inhabited spot on its once crowded shores. One miserable, crazy boat—and that
not always procurable—has replaced its gay and numerous fleet. As the fish are still abundant, no fact
could show more clearly the dejected inanity and apathetic enervation of the present dwellers upon its
shores. But the natural features still remain. The lake still lies unchanged in the bosom of the hills,
reflecting every varying gleam of the atmosphere like an opal set in emeralds; the waters are still as
beautiful in their clearness as when the boat of Peter lay rocking on their ripples, and Jesus gazed into their
crystal depths; the cup-like basin still seems to overflow with its flood of sunlight; the air is still balmy with
natural perfumes; the turtle-dove still murmurs in the valleys, and the pelican fishes in the waves; and there
are palms, and green fields, and streams, and grey heaps of ruin. And what it has lost in population and
activity, it has gained in solemnity and interest. If every vestige of human habitation should disappear from
beside it, and the jackal and the hyena should howl about the shattered fragments of the synagogues where
once Christ taught, yet the fact that He chose it as the scene of His opening ministry will give a sense of
sacredness and pathos to its lonely waters till time shall be no more. Yet widely different must have been
its general aspect in the time of Christ, and far more strikingly beautiful, because far more richly cultivated.
Josephus, in a passage of glowing admiration, after describing the sweetness of its waters, and the delicate
temperature of its air, its palms, and vines, and oranges, and figs, and almonds, and pomegranates, and
warm springs, says that the seasons seemed to compete for the honour of its possession, and Nature to have
created it as a kind of emulative challenge, wherein she had gathered all the elements of her strength. The
Talmudists see in the fact that this plain—"the ambition of Nature"—belonged to the tribe of Naphtali, a
fulfilment of the Mosaic blessing, that that tribe should be "satisfied with favour, and full with the blessing
of the Lord;" and they had the proverb, true in a deeper sense than they suppose, that "God had created
seven seas in the land of Canaan, but one only—the Sea of Galilee—had He chosen for Himself." Not,
however, for its beauty only, but because of its centrality, and its populous activity, it was admirably
adapted for that ministry which fulfilled the old prophecy of Isaiah, that "the land of Zebulun and the land
of Naphtali, beyond Jordan, Galilee of the Gentiles," should "see a great light;" and that to them "who sat in
the region of the shadow of death" should "light spring up." For Christ was to be, even in His own lifetime,
"a light to lighten the Gentiles," as well as "the glory of His people Israel." And people of many
nationalities dwelt in and encompassed this neighbourhood, because it was "the way of the sea." "The
cities," says Josephus, "lie here very thick; and the very numerous villages are so full of people, because of
the fertility of the land . . . . . that the very smallest of them contain above 15,000 inhabitants." He adds that
the people were active, industrious, and inured to war from infancy, cultivating every acre of their rich and
beautiful soil. No less than four roads communicated with the shores of the lake. One led down the Jordan
valley on the western side; another, crossing a bridge at the south of the lake, passed through Perea to the
fords of Jordan near Jericho; a third led, through Sepphoris, the gay and rising capital of Galilee, to the
famous port of Accho on the Mediterranean Sea; a fourth ran over the mountains of Zebulon to Nazareth,
and so through the plain of Esdraelon to Samaria and Jerusalem. Through this district passed the great
caravans on their way from Egypt to Damascus; and the heathens who congregated at Bethsaida Julias and
Cesarea Philippi must have been constantly seen in the streets of Capernaum. In the time of Christ it was
for population and activity "the manufacturing district" of Palestine, and the waters of its lake were
ploughed by 4,000 vessels of every description, from the war-vessel of the Romans to the rough fisher-
boats of Bethsaida and the gilded pinnaces from Herod's palace. Ituraea, Samaria, Syria, Pheenicia were
immediately accessible by crossing the lake, the river, or the hills. The town of Tiberias, which Herod
Antipas had built to be the capital of Galilee, and named in honour of the reigning emperor, had risen with
marvellous rapidity; by the time that St. John wrote his Gospel it had already given its name to the Sea of
Galilee; and even if Christ never entered its heathenish amphitheatre or grave-polluted streets, He must
often have seen in the distance its turreted walls, its strong castle, and the Golden House of Antipas,
flinging far into the lake the reflection of its marble lions and sculptured architraves. Europe, Asia, and
Africa had contributed to its population, and men of all nations met in its market-place. All along the
western shores of Gennesareth Jews and Gentiles were strangely mingled, and the wild Arabs of the desert
might there be seen side by side with enterprising Pheenicians, effeminate Syrians, contemptuous Romans,
and supple, wily, corrupted Greeks. The days of delightful seclusion in the happy valley of Nazareth were
past; a life of incessant toil, of deep anxiety, of trouble, and wandering, and opposition, of preaching,
healing, and doing good, was now to begin. At this earliest dawn of his public entrance upon His ministry,
our Lord's first stay in Capernaum was not for many days; yet these days would be a type of all the
remaining life. He would preach in a Jewish synagogue built by a Roman centurion, and His works of love
would become known to men of many nationalities. It would he clear to all that the new Prophet who had
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arisen was wholly unlike his great forerunner. The hairy mantle, the ascetic seclusion, the unshorn locks,
would have been impossible and out of place among the inhabitants of those crowded and busy shores.
Christ came not to revolutionise, but to ennoble and to sanctify. He came to reveal that the Eternal was not
the Future, but only the Unseen; that Eternity was no ocean whither men were being swept by the river of
Time, but was around them now, and that their lives were only real in so far as they felt its reality and its
presence. He came to teach that God was no dim abstraction, infinitely separated from them in the far-off
blue, but that He was the father in whom they lived, and moved, and had their being; and that the service
which He loved was not ritual and sacrifice, not pompous scrupulosity and censorious orthodoxy, but
mercy and justice, humility and love. He came, not to hush the natural music of men's lives, nor to fill it
with storm and agitation, but to re-tune every silver chord in that "harp of a thousand strings," and to make
it echo with the harmonies of heaven. And such being the significance of Christ's life in this lovely region,
it is strange that the exact site of Capernaum—of Capernaum, "His own city" (Matt. ix. 1), which witnessed
so many of his mightiest miracles, which heard so many of His greatest revelations—should remain to this
day a matter of uncertainty. That it was indeed either at Khan Minyeh or at Tell Him is reasonably certain;
but at which? Both towns are in the immediate vicinity of Bethsaida and of Chorazin; both are beside the
waves of Galilee; both lie on the "way of the sea;" the claims of both are supported by powerful arguments;
the decision in favour of either involves difficulties as yet unsolved. After visiting the scenes, and carefully
studying on the spot the arguments of travellers in many volumes, the preponderance of evidence seems to
me in favour of Tell HGim. There, on bold rising ground, encumbered with fragments of white marble, rise
the ruined walls of what was perhaps a synagogue, built in the florid and composite style which marks the
Herodian age; and amid the rank grass and gigantic thistles lie scattered the remnants of pillars and
architraves which prove that on this spot once stood a beautiful and prosperous town. At Khan Minyeh
there is nothing but a common ruined caravanserai and grey mounded heaps, which may or may not be the
ruins of ruins. But whichever of the two was the site on which stood the home of Peter—which was also the
home of Christ (Matt. viii. 14)—either is desolate; even the wandering Bedawy seems to shun those ancient
ruins, where the fox and the jackal prowl at night. The sad and solemn woe that was uttered upon the then
bright and flourishing city has been fulfilled: "And thou, Capernaum, which art exalted to heaven, shalt be
thrust down to hell: for if the mighty works, which have been done in thee, had been done in Sodom, it had
remained unto this day."

13. JESUS AT THE PASSOVER

THE stay of Jesus at Capernaum on this occasion was very short, and it is not improbable that He simply
awaited there the starting of the great caravan of the pilgrims, who, at this time, were about to wend their
way to the great feast at Jerusalem. The Synoptists are silent respecting any visit of Christ to the Passover
between His twelfth year till His death; and it is St. John alone who, true to the purpose and characteristics
of his Gospel, mentions this earliest Passover of Christ's ministry, or gives us any particulars that took
place during its progress. The main event which distinguished it was the purification of the Temple—an act
so ineffectual to conquer the besetting vice of the Jews, that He was obliged to repeat it, with expressions
still more stern, at the close of His ministry, and only four days before His death. We have already seen
what vast crowds flocked to the Holy City at the great annual feast. Then, as now, that immense multitude,
composed of pilgrims from every land, and proselytes of every nation, brought with them many needs. The
traveller who now visits Jerusalem at Easter time will make his way to the gates of the Church of the
Sepulchre through a crowd of vendors of relics, souvenirs, and all kinds of objects, who, squatting on the
ground, fill all the vacant space before the church and overflow into the adjoining street. Far more
numerous and far more noisome must have been the buyers and sellers who choked the avenues leading to
the Temple, in the Passover to which Jesus now went among the other pilgrims; for what they had to sell
were not only trinkets and knick-knacks, such as now are sold to Eastern pilgrims, but oxen, and sheep, and
doves. On both sides of the eastern gate—the gate Shusan—as far as Solomon's porch, there had long been
established the shops of merchants and the banks of money-changers. The latter were almost a necessity;
for, twenty days before the Passover, the priests began to collect the old sacred tribute of half a shekel paid
yearly by every Israelite, whether rich or poor, as atonement money for his soul, and applied to the
expenses of the Tabernacle service. Now it would not be lawful to pay this in the coinage brought from all
kinds of governments, sometimes represented by wretched counters of brass and copper, and always defiled
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with heathen symbols and heathen inscriptions. It was lawful to send this money to the priests from a
distance, but every Jew who presented himself in the Temple preferred to pay it in person. He was therefore
obliged to procure the little silver coin in return for his own currency, and the money-changers charged him
five per cent. as the usual kolbon or agio. Had this trafficking been confined to the streets immediately
adjacent to the holy building, it would have been excusable though not altogether seemly. Such scenes are
described by heathen writers as occurring round the Temple of Venus at Mount Eryx, and of the Syrian
goddess at Hierapolis—nay even, to come nearer home, such scenes once occurred in our own St. Paul's.
But the mischief had not stopped here. The vicinity of the Court of the Gentiles, with its broad spaces and
long arcades, had been too tempting to Jewish greed. We learn from the Talmud that a certain Babha Ben
Buta had been the first to introduce "3,000 sheep of the flocks of Kedar into the Mountain of the House"—
i.e., into the Court of the Gentiles, and therefore within the consecrated precincts. The profane example was
eagerly followed. The chanujoth of the shopkeepers, the exchange booths of the usurers, gradually crept
into the sacred enclosure. There, in the actual Court of the Gentiles, steaming with heat in the burning April
day, and filling the Temple with stench and filth, were penned whole flocks of sheep and oxen, while the
drovers and pilgrims stood bartering and bargaining around them. There were the men with their great
wicker cages filled with doves, and under the shadow of the arcades, formed by quadruple rows of
Corinthian columns, sat the money-changers with their tables covered with piles of various small coins,
while, as they reckoned and wrangled in the most dishonest of trades, their greedy eyes twinkled with the
lust of gain. And this was the entrance-court to the Temple of the Most High! The court which was a
witness that that house should be a House of Prayer for all nations had been degraded into a place which,
for foulness, was more like shambles, and for bustling commerce more like a densely-crowded bazaar;
while the lowing of oxen, the bleating of sheep, the Babel of many languages, the huckstering and
wrangling, and the clinking of money and of balances (perhaps not always just), might be heard in the
adjoining courts, disturbing the chant of the Levites and the prayers of priests! Filled with a righteous scorn
at all this mean irreverence, burning with irresistible and noble indignation, Jesus, on entering the Temple,
made a scourge of the rushes that lay on the floor; and in order to cleanse the sacred court of its worst
pollutions, first drove out, indiscriminately, the sheep and oxen and the low crowd who tended them. Then
going to the tables of the money-changers He overthrew them where they stood, upsetting the carefully-
arranged heaps of heterogeneous coinage, and leaving the owners to grope and hunt for their scattered
money on the polluted floor. Even to those who sold doves He issued the mandate to depart, less sternly
indeed, because the dove was the offering of the poor, and there was less desecration and foulness in the
presence there of those lovely emblems of innocence and purity; nor could He overturn the tables of the
dove-sellers lest the birds should be hurt in their cages; but still, even to those who sold doves, He
authoritatively exclaimed, "Take these things hence," justifying His action to the whole terrified, injured,
muttering, ignoble crowd in no other words than the high rebuke, "Make not my Father's house a house of
merchandise." And His disciples, seeing this transport of inspiring and glorious anger, recalled to mind
what David had once written "to the chief musician upon Soshannim," for the service of that very Temple,
"The zeal of thine house shall even devour me. Why did not this multitude of ignorant pilgrims resist? Why
did these greedy chafferers content themselves with dark scowls and muttered maledictions, while they
suffered their oxen and sheep to be chased into the streets and themselves ejected, and their money flung
rolling on the floor, by One who was then young and unknown, and in the garb of despised Galilee? Why,
in the same way we might ask, did Saul suffer Samuel to beard him in the very presence of His army? Why
did David abjectly obey the orders of Joab? Why did Ahab not dare to arrest Elijah at the door of Naboth's
vineyard? Because sin is weakness; because there is in the world nothing so abject as a guilty conscience,
nothing so invincible as the sweeping tide of a Godlike indignation against all that is base and wrong. How
could these paltry sacrilegious buyers and sellers, conscious of wrongdoing, oppose that scathing rebuke, or
face the lightnings of those eyes that were enkindled by an outraged holiness? When Phinehas the priest
was zealous for the Lord of Hosts, and drove through the bodies of the prince of Simeon and the
Midianitish woman with one glorious thrust of his indignant spear, why did not guilty Israel avenge that
splendid murder? Why did not every man of the tribe of Simeon become a Goel to the dauntless assassin?
Because Vice cannot stand for one moment before Virtue's uplifted arm. Base and grovelling as they were,
these money-mongering Jews felt, in all that remnant of their souls which was not yet eaten away by
infidelity and avarice, that the Son of Man was right. Nay, even the Priests and Pharisees, and Scribes and
Levites, devoured as they were by pride and formalism, could not condemn an act which might have been
performed by a Nehemiah or a Judas Maccabaeus, and which agreed with all that was purest and best in
their traditions. But when they had heard of this deed, or witnessed it, and had time to recover from the
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breathless mixture of admiration, disgust, and astonishment which it inspired, they came to Jesus, and
though they did not dare to condemn what He had done, yet half indignantly asked Him for some sign that
He had a right to act thus. Our Lord's answer in its full meaning was far beyond their comprehension, and
in what appeared to be its meaning filled them with a perfect stupor of angry amazement. "Destroy," He
said, "this temple, and in three days I will raise it up." Destroy this Temple!—the Temple on which a king
pre-eminent for his wealth and magnificence had lavished his most splendid resources, and thereby almost
reconciled the Jews to an intolerable tyranny; the Temple for the construction of which one thousand
wagons had been required, and ten thousand workmen enrolled, and a thousand priests in sacerdotal
vestments employed to lay the stones which the workmen had already hewn; the Temple which was a
marvel to the world for its colossal substructions of marble, its costly mosaics, its fragrant woods, its
glittering roofs, the golden vine with its hanging clusters sculptured over the entrance door, the
embroidered vails, enwoven with flowers of purple, the profuse magnificence of its silver, gold, and
precious stones. It had been already forty-six years in building, and was yet far from finished; and this
unknown Galilaean youth bade them destroy it, and He would raise it in three days! Such was the literal and
evidently false construction which they chose to put upon his words, though the recorded practice of their
own great prophets might have shown them that a mystery lay hidden in this sign which He gave. How
ineffaceable was the impression produced by the words is best proved by the fact that more than three years
afterwards it was this, more than all His other discourses, which His accusers and false witnesses tried to
pervert into a constructive evidence of guilt; nay, it was even this, more than anything else, with which the
miserable robber taunted Him upon the very cross. They were obliged, indeed, entirely to distort His words
into "I am able to destroy the Temple of God," or "I will destroy this Temple made with hands, and in three
days will build another." He had never used these expressions, and here also their false witness was so self-
contradictory as to break down. But they were well aware that this attempt of theirs to infuse a political and
seditious meaning into what He said, was best calculated to madden the tribunal before which He was
arraigned: indeed, so well adapted was it to this purpose that the mere distant echo, as it were, of the same
words was again the main cause of martyrdom to His proto-martyr Stephen. "But he spake," says St. John,
"of the temple of His body," and he adds that it was not until His resurrection that His disciples fully
understood His words. Nor is this astonishing, for they were words of very deep significance. Hitherto there
had been but one Temple of the true God, the Temple in which He then stood—the Temple which
symbolised, and had once at least, as the Jews believed, enshrined that Shechinah, or cloud of glory, which
was the living witness to God's presence in the world. But now the Spirit of God abode in a Temple not
made with hands, even in the sacred Body of the Son of God made flesh. He tabernacled among us; "He
had a tent like ours, and of the same material." Even this was to be done away. At that great Pentecost three
years later, and thenceforward for ever, the Holy Spirit of God was to prefer "Before all temples the upright
heart and pure." Every Christian man was to be, in his mortal body, a temple of the Holy Ghost. This was
to be the central truth, the sublimest privilege of the New Dispensation; this was to be the object of Christ's
departure, and to make it "better for us that He should go away." Nothing could have been more amazing to
the carnal mind, that walked by sight and not by faith—mnothing more offensive to the Pharisaic mind that
clung to the material—than this high truth, that his sacred Temple at Jerusalem was henceforth to be no
longer, with any special privilege, the place where men were to worship the Father; that, in fact, it was the
truest Temple no longer. Yet they might, if they had willed it, have had some faint conception of what
Christ meant. They must have known that by the voice of John, He had been proclaimed the Messiah; they
might have realised what He afterwards said to them, that "in this place was one greater than the Temple;"
they might have entered into the remarkable utterance of a Rabbi of their own class—an utterance involved
in the prophetic language of Daniel ix. 24, and which they ought therefore to have known—that the true
Holy of Holies was the Messiah Himself. And in point of fact there is an incidental but profoundly
significant indication that they had a deeper insight into Christ's real meaning than they chose to reveal.
For, still brooding on these same words—the first official words which Christ had addressed to them—
when Jesus lay dead and buried in the rocky tomb, they came to Pilate with the remarkable story, "Sir, we
remember that that deceiver said, while He was yet alive, After three days I will rise again." Now there is
no trace that Jesus had ever used any such words distinctly to them; and unless they had heard the saying
from Judas, or unless it had been repeated by common rumour derived from the Apostles—i.e., unless the
"we remember" was a distinct falsehood—they could have been referring to no other occasion than this.
And that they should have heard it from any of the disciples was most unlikely; for over the slow hearts of
the Apostles these words of our Lord seem to have passed like the idle wind. In spite of all that He had told
them, there seems to have been nothing which they expected less than His death, unless it were His
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subsequent resurrection. How then came these Pharisees and Priests to understand better than His own
disciples what our Lord had meant? Because they were not like the Apostles, loving, guileless, simple-
hearted men; because, in spite of all their knowledge and insight, their hearts were even already full of the
hatred and rejection which ended in Christ's murder, and which drew the guilt of his blood on the heads of
them and of their children. But there was yet another meaning which the words involved, not, indeed, less
distasteful to their prejudices, but none the less full of warning, and more clearly within the range of their
understandings. The Temple was the very heart of the whole Mosaic system, the headquarters, so to speak,
of the entire Levitical ceremonial. In profaning that Temple, and suffering it to be profaned—in suffering
One whom they chose to regard as only a poor Galilaean teacher to achieve that purification of it which,
whether from supineness or from self-interest, or from timidity, neither Caiaphas, nor Annas, nor Hillel,
nor Shammai, nor Gamaliel, nor Herod had ventured to attempt—were they not, as it were, destroying that
Temple, abrogating that system, bearing witness by their very actions that for them its real significance had
passed away? "Finish, then," he might have implied, at once by way of prophecy and of permission, "finish
without delay this your work of dissolution: in three days will I, as a risen Redeemer, restore something
better and greater; not a material Temple, but a living Church." Such is the meaning which St. Stephen
seems to have seen in these words. Such is the meaning which is expanded in so many passages by the
matchless reasoning and passion of St. Paul. But to this and every meaning they were deaf, and dull, and
blind. They seem to have gone away silent indeed, but sullen and dissatisfied; suspicious of, yet indifferent
to, the true solution; ignorant, yet too haughty and too angry to inquire. What great works Jesus did on this
occasion we cannot tell. Whatever they were, they caused some to believe on Him; but it was not as yet a
belief in which He could trust. Their mere intellectual witness to His claims He needed not; and their
hearts, untouched as yet, were, as He knew by divine insight, cold and barren, treacherous and false.

14. NICODEMUS

A CASTE or a sect may consist for the most part of haughty fanatics and obstinate bigots, but it will be
strange indeed if there are to be found among them no exceptions to the general characteristics; strange if
honesty, candour, sensibility, are utterly dead among them all. Even among rulers, scribes, Pharisees, and
wealthy members of the Sanhedrin, Christ found believers and followers. The earliest and most remarkable
of those was Nicodemus, a rich man, a ruler, a Pharisee, and a member of the Sanhedrin. A constitutional
timidity is, however, observable in all which the Gospels tell us about Nicodemus; a timidity which could
not be wholly overcome even by his honest desire to befriend and acknowledge One whom he knew to be a
Prophet, even if he did not at once recognise in Him the promised Messiah. Thus the few words which he
interposed to check the rash injustice of his colleagues are cautiously rested on a general principle, and
betray no indication of his personal faith in the Galilean whom his sect despised. And even when the
power of Christ's love, manifested on the cross, had made the most timid disciples bold, Nicodemus does
not come forward with his splendid gifts of affection until the example had been set by one of his own
wealth, and rank, and station in society. Such was the Rabbi who, with that mingled candour and fear of
man which characterise all that we know of him, came indeed to Jesus, but came cautiously by night. He
was anxious to know more of this young Galilaean prophet whom he was too honest not to recognise as a
teacher come from God; but he thought himself too eminent a person among his sect to compromise his
dignity, and possibly even his safety, by visiting him in public. Although He is alluded to in only a few
touches, because of that high teaching which Jesus vouchsafed to him, yet the impression left upon us by
his individuality is inimitably distinct, and wholly beyond the range of invention. His very first remark
shows the indirect character of his mind—his way of suggesting rather than stating what he wished—the
half-patronising desire to ask, yet the half-shrinking reluctance to frame his question—the admission that
Jesus had come "from God," yet the hesitating implication that it was only as "a teacher," and the
suppressed inquiry, "What must I do?" Our Lord saw deep into his heart, and avoiding all formalities or
discussion of preliminaries, startles him at once with the solemn uncompromising address, "Verily, verily, I
say unto thee, Except a man be born again (or 'from above'), he cannot see the kingdom of God." My
disciple must be mine in heart and soul, or he is no disciple at all; the question is not of doing or not doing
but of being. That answer startled Nicodemus into deep earnestness; but like the Jews in the last chapter (ii.
20), he either could not, or would not, grasp its full significance. He prefers to play, with a kind of
querulous surprise, about the mere literal meaning of the words which he chooses to interpret in the most
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physical and unintelligible sense. Mere logomachy like this Jesus did not pause to notice; He only sheds a
fresh ray of light on the reiteration of his former warning. He spoke, not of the fleshly birth, but of that
spiritual regeneration of which no man could predict the course or method, any more than they could tell
the course of the night breeze that rose and fell and whispered fitfully outside the little tabernacle where
they sat, but which must be a birth by water and by the Spirit—a purification, that is, and a renewal—an
outward symbol and an inward grace—a death unto sin and a new birth unto righteousness. Nicodemus
could only answer by an expression of incredulous amazement. A Gentile might need, as it were, a new
birth when admitted into the Jewish communion; but he—a son of Abraham, a Rabbi, a zealous keeper of
the Law—could he need that new birth? How could such things be? "Art thou the teacher (0 didaskalos) of
Israel," asked our Lord, "and knowest not these things?" Art thou the third member of the Sanhedrin, the
chakam or wise man, and yet knowest not the earliest, simplest lesson of the initiation into the kingdom of
heaven? If thy knowledge be thus carnal, thus limited—if thus thou stumblest on the threshold, how canst
thou understand those deeper truths which He only who came down from heaven can make known? The
question was half sorrowful, half reproachful; but He proceeded to reveal to this Master in Israel things
greater and stranger than these; even the salvation of man rendered possible by the sufferings and exaltation
of the Son of Man; the love of God manifested in sending His only-begotten Son, not to judge, but to save;
the deliverance for all through faith in Him; the condemnation which must fall on those who wilfully reject
the truths He came to teach. These were indeed the mysteries of the kingdom of heaven—truths once
undreamed of, but now fully revealed. And although they violated every prejudice, and overthrew every
immediate hope of this aged inquirer—though to learn them he must unlearn the entire intellectual habits of
his life and training—yet we know from the sequel that they must have sunk into his inmost soul. Doubtless
in the further discussion of them the night deepened around them; and in the memorable words about the
light and the darkness with which the interview was closed, Jesus gently rebuked the fear of man which led
this great Rabbi to seek the shelter of midnight for a deed which was not a deed of darkness needing to be
concealed, but which was indeed a coming to the true and only Light. Whatever lessons were uttered, or
signs were done during the remainder of this First Passover, no further details are given us about them.
Finding a stolid and insensate opposition, our Lord left Jerusalem, and went with His disciples "into
Judaza," apparently to the banks of the Jordan, for there St. John tells us that His disciples began to baptise.
This baptism, a distant foreshadowing of the future sacrament, Christ seems rather to have permitted than
to have directly organised. As yet it was the time of Preparation; as yet the inauguration of His ministry had
been, if we may be allowed the expression, of an isolated and tentative description. Theologians have
sought for all kinds of subtle and profound explanations of this baptism by the disciples. Nothing, however,
that has been suggested throws any further light upon the subject, and we can only believe that Jesus
permitted for a time this simple and beautiful rite as a sign of discipleship, and as the national symbol of a
desire for that lustration of the heart which was essential to all who would enter into the kingdom of
heaven. John the Baptist was still continuing his baptism of repentance. Here, too, theologians have
discovered a deep and mysterious difficulty, and have entered into elaborate disquisitions on the relations
between the baptism of Jesus and of John. Nothing, however, has been elicited from the discussion.
Inasmuch as the full activity of Christ's ministry had not yet been begun, the baptism of St. John no less
than that of the disciples must be still regarded as a symbol of repentance and purity. Nor will any one who
is convinced that Repentance is "the younger brother of Innocence," and that for all who have sinned
repentance is the very work of life, be surprised that the earliest preaching of Jesus as of John was—
"Repent, for the kingdom of heaven is at hand." The time of preparation, of preliminary testing, was not
over yet; it was indeed drawing to a conclusion, and this baptism by the disciples was but a transitory phase
of the opening ministry. And the fact that John no longer preached in the wilderness, or baptised at
Bethany, but had found it desirable to leave the scene of his brief triumph and glory, marked that there was
a waning in the brightness of that star of the Gospel dawn. The humble spirit of John—in all of whose
words a deep undertone of sadness is traceable—accepted in entire submissiveness to the will of God, the
destiny of a brief and interrupted mission. He had removed to ZAnon, near Salim, a locality so wholly
uncertain that it is impossible to arrive at any decision respecting it. Some still came to his baptism, though
probably in diminished numbers, for a larger multitude now began to flock to the baptism of Christ's
disciples. But the ignoble jealousy which could not darken the illuminated soul of the Forerunner, found a
ready place in the hearts of his followers. How long it may have smouldered we do not know, but it was
called into active display during the controversy excited by the fact that two great Teachers, of whom one
had testified to the other as the promised Messiah, were baptising large multitudes of people, although the
Sanhedrin and all the appointed authorities of the nation had declared against their claims. Some Jew had
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annoyed the disciples of John with a dispute about purification, and they vented their perplexed and
mortified feelings in a complaint to their great master: "Rabbi, He who was with thee beyond Jordan, to
whom thou hast borne witness, lo He is baptising, and all men are coming to Him." The significant
suppression of the name, the tone of irritation at what appeared to them an encroachment, the scarcely
subdued resentment that any one should be a successful rival to him whose words had for a season so
deeply stirred the hearts of men, are all apparent in this querulous address. And in the noble answer to it, all
John's inherent greatness shone forth. He could not enter into rivalries, which would be a treachery against
his deepest convictions, a falsification of his most solemn words. God was the sole source of human gifts,
and in His sight there can be no such thing as human greatness. He reminded them of his asseveration that
he was not the Christ, but only His messenger; he was not the bridegroom, but the bridegroom's friend, and
his heart was even now being gladdened by the bridegroom's voice. Henceforth he was content to decrease;
content that his little light should be swallowed up in the boundless dawn. He was but an earthly
messenger; but he had put the seal of his most intense conviction to the belief that God was true, and had
given all things to His Son, and that through Him alone could eternal life be won.

15. THE WOMAN OF SAMARIA

THE Jew whose discussions had thus deeply moved the followers of John may well have been one of the
prominent Pharisees; and our Lord soon became aware that they were watching his proceedings with an
unfriendly eye. Their hostility to John was a still deeper hostility against Him, for the very reason that His
teaching was already more successful. Perhaps in consequence of this determined rejection of the earliest
steps of His teaching—perhaps also out of regard for the wounded feelings of John's followers—but most
of all because at this very time the news reached Him that John had been seized by Herod Antipas and
thrown into prison—1Jesus left Judaea and again departed into Galilee. Being already in the north of Judea,
He chose the route which led through Samaria. The fanaticism of Jewish hatred, the fastidiousness of
Jewish Pharisaism, which led His countrymen when travelling alone to avoid that route, could have no
existence for Him, and were things rather to be discouraged than approved. Starting early in the morning, to
enjoy as many as possible of the cool hours for travelling, he stopped at length for rest and refreshment in
the neighbourhood of Sychar, a city not far from the well in the fertile district which the partiality of the
patriarch Jacob had bequeathed to his favourite son. The well, like all frequented wells in the East, was
doubtless sheltered by a little alcove, in which were seats of stone. It was the hour of noon, and weary as
He was with the long journey, possibly also with the extreme heat, our Lord sat "thus" on the well. The
expression in the original is most pathetically picturesque. It implies that the Wayfarer was quite tired out,
and in His exhaustion flung His limbs wearily on the seat, anxious if possible for complete repose. His
disciples—probably the two pairs of brothers whom he had called among the earliest, and with them the
friends Philip and Bartholomew—had left him, to buy in the neighbouring city what was necessary for their
wants; and hungry and thirsty, He who bore all our infirmities sat wearily awaiting them, when His solitude
was broken by the approach of a woman. In a May noon in Palestine the heat may be indeed intense, but it
is not too intense to admit of moving about; and this woman, either from accident, or, possibly, because she
was in no good repute, and therefore would avoid the hour when the well would be thronged by all the
women of the city, was coming to draw water. Her national enthusiasm and reverence for the great ancestor
of her race, or perhaps the superior coolness and freshness of the water, may have been sufficient motive to
induce her to seek this well, rather than any nearer fountain. Water in the East is not only a necessity, but a
delicious luxury, and the natives of Palestine are connoisseurs as to its quality. Jesus would have hailed her
approach. The scene, indeed, in that rich green valley, with the great cornfields spreading far and wide, and
the grateful shadow of trees, and the rounded masses of Ebal and Gerizim rising on either hand, might well
have invited to lonely musing; and all the associations of that sacred spot—the story of Jacob, the
neighbouring tomb of the princely Joseph, the memories of Joshua, and of Gideon, and the long line of
Israelitish kings—would supply many a theme for such meditations. But the Lord was thirsty and fatigued,
and having no means of reaching the cool water which glimmered deep below the well's mouth, He said to
the woman, "Give me to drink." Every one who has travelled in the East knows how glad and ready is the
response to this request. The miserable Fellah, even the rough Bedawy, seems to feel a positive pleasure in
having it in his power to obey the command of his great prophet, and share with a thirsty traveller the
priceless element. But so deadly was the hatred and rivalry between Jews and Samaritans, so entire the
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absence of all familiar intercourse between them, that the request only elicited from the woman of Samaria
an expression of surprise that it should have been made. Gently, and without a word of rebuke, our Lord
tells her that had she known Him, and asked of Him, He would have given her living water. She pointed to
the well, a hundred feet deep. He had nothing to draw with: whence could He obtain this living water? And
then, perhaps with a smile of incredulity and national pride, she asked if He were greater than their father
Jacob, who had digged and drunk of that very well. And yet there must have been something which struck
and overawed her in His words, for now she addresses Him by the title of respect which had been wanting
in her first address. Our Lord is not deterred by the hard literalism of her reply; He treats it as He had
treated similar unimaginative dulness in the learned Nicodemus, by still drawing her thoughts upward, if
possible, to a higher region. She was thinking of common water, of which he who drinketh would thirst
again; but the water He spake of was a fountain within the heart, which quenched all thirst for ever, and
sprang up unto eternal life. She becomes the suppliant now. He had asked her a little favour, which she had
delayed, or half declined; he now offers her an eternal gift. She sees that she is in some great Presence, and
begs for this living water, but again with the same unspiritual narrowness—she only begs for it that she
might thirst no more, nor come there to draw. But enough was done for the present to awake and to instruct
this poor stranger, and abruptly breaking off this part of the conversation, Jesus bids her call her husband
and return. All that was in His mind when He uttered this command we cannot tell; it may have been
because the immemorial decorum of the East regarded it as unbecoming, if not as positively wrong, for any
man, and above all for a Rabbi, to hold conversation with a strange woman; it may have been also to break
a stony heart, to awake a sleeping conscience. For she was forced to answer that she had no husband, and
our Lord, in grave confirmation of her sad confession, unbared to her the secret of a loose and wanton life.
She had had five husbands, and he whom she now had was not her husband. She saw that a Prophet was
before her, but from the facts of her own history—on which she is naturally anxious to linger as little as
possible—her eager mind flies to the one great question which was daily agitated with such fierce passion
between her race and that of Him to whom she spake, and which lay at the root of the savage animosity
with which they treated each other. Chance had thrown her into the society of a great Teacher: was it not a
good opportunity to settle for ever the immense discussion between Jews and Samaritans as to whether
Jerusalem or Gerizim was the holy place of Palestine —Jerusalem, where Solomon had built his temple; or
Gerizim, the immemorial sanctuary, where Joshua had uttered the blessings, and where Abraham had been
ready to offer up his son. Pointing to the summit of the mountain towering eight hundred feet above them,
and crowned by the ruins of the ancient temple of Manasseh, which Hyrcanus had destroyed, she put her
dubious question, "Our fathers worshipped in this mountain, and ye say that Jerusalem is the place where
men ought to worship?" Briefly, and merely by way of parenthesis, He resolved her immediate problem. As
against the Samaritans, the Jews were unquestionably right. Jerusalem was the place which God had
chosen; compared to the hybrid and defective worship of Samaria, Judaism was pure and true; but before
and after touching on the earthly and temporal controversy, He uttered to her the mighty and memorable
prophecy, that the hour was coming, yea now was, when "neither in this mountain nor yet in Jerusalem"
should true worshippers worship the Father, but in every place should worship Him in spirit and in truth.
She was deeply moved and touched; but how could she, at the mere chance word of an unknown stranger,
give up the strong faith in which she and her fathers had been born and bred? With a sigh she referred the
final settlement of this and of every question to the advent of the Messiah; and then He spake the simple,
awful words—"I that speak unto thee am He." His birth had been first revealed by night to a few unknown
and ignorant shepherds; the first full, clear announcement by Himself of His own Messiahship was made by
a well-side in the weary noon to a single obscure Samaritan woman. And to this poor, sinful, ignorant
stranger had been uttered words of immortal significance, to which all future ages would listen, as it were,
with hushed breath and on their knees. Who would have invented, who would have merely imagined,
things so unlike the thoughts of man as these? And here the conversation was interrupted, for the
disciples—and among them he who writes the record—returned to their Master. Jacob's well is dug on
elevated ground, on a spur of Gerizim, and in a part of the plain unobstructed and unshaded by trees or
buildings. From a distance in that clear air they had seen and had heard their Master in long and earnest
conversation with a solitary figure. He a Jew, He a Rabbi, talking to "a woman," and that woman a
Samaritan, and that Samaritan a sinner! Yet they dared not suggest anything to Him; they dared not
question Him. The sense of His majesty, the love and the faith His very presence breathed, overshadowed
all minor doubts or wondering curiosities. Meanwhile the woman, forgetting even her water-pot in her
impetuous amazement, had hurried to the city with her wondrous story. Here was One who had revealed to
her the very secrets of her life. Was not this the Messiah? The Samaritans—in all the Gospel notices of
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whom we detect something simpler and more open to conviction than in the Jews—instantly flocked out of
the city at her words, and while they were seen approaching, the disciples urged our Lord to eat, for the
hour of noon was now past, and He had had a weary walk. But all hunger had been satisfied in the
exaltation of His ministry. "I have food to eat," He said, "which ye know not." Might they not have
understood that, from childhood upwards, He had not lived by bread alone? But again we find the same
dull, hard, stolid literalism. Their Scriptures, the very idiom in which they spoke, were full of vivid
metaphors, yet they could hit on no deeper explanation of His meaning than that perhaps some one had
brought Him something to eat. How hard must it have been for Him thus, at every turn, to find even in His
chosen ones such a strange incapacity to see that material images were but the vehicles for deep spiritual
thoughts. But there was no impatience in Him who was meek and lowly of heart. "My meat," He said "is to
do the will of Him that sent me, and to finish His work." And then pointing to the inhabitants of Sichem, as
they streamed to Him over the plain, he continued, "You talk of there yet being four months to harvest.
Look at these fields, white already for the spiritual harvest. Ye shall be the joyful reapers of the harvest
which I thus have sown in toll and pain; but I, the sower, rejoice in the thought of that joy to come." The
personal intercourse with Christ convinced many of these Samaritans far more deeply than the narrative of
the woman to whom He had first revealed Himself; and graciously acceding to their request that He would
stay with them, He and His disciples abode there two days. Doubtless it was the teaching of those two days
that had a vast share in the rich conversions of a few subsequent years.

16. REJECTED BY THE NAZARENES

UP to this point of the sacred narrative we have followed the chronological guidance of St. John, and here,
for the first time, we are seriously met by the difficult question as to the true order of events in our Lord's
ministry. Is it or is it not possible to construct a harmony of the Gospels which shall remove all the
difficulties created by the differing order in which the Evangelists narrate the same events, and by the
confessedly fragmentary character of their records, and by the general vagueness of the notes of time which
they give, even when such notes are not wholly absent? It is, perhaps, a sufficient answer to this question
that scarcely any two authorities agree in the schemes which have been elaborated for the purpose. A host
of writers, in all Christian nations, have devoted years—some of them have devoted well-nigh their whole
lives—to the consideration of this and of similar questions, and have yet failed to come to any agreement or
to command any general consent. To enter into all the arguments, on both sides, about the numerous
disputed points which must be settled before the problem can be solved, would be to undertake a task
which would fill many volumes, would produce no final settlement of the difficulty, and would be wholly
beyond the purpose before us. What I have done is carefully to consider the chief data, and without entering
into controversy or pretending to remove all possible objections, to narrate the events in that order which,
after repeated study, seems to be the most intrinsically pr