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“And | saw heaven opened, and behold a white horaed He that sat upon him was called Faithful andue,
and in righteousness He does judge and make wass elyes were as a flame of fire, and on His
head were many crowns; and He had a name writtdrattno man knew, but He
Himself. And He was clothed with a vesture dippediood: and His hame
is called The Word of God. And the armies which wen heaven
followed Him upon white horses, clothed in fine im, white and clean.
And out of His mouth goes a sharp sword, that withHe should smite the nations:
and He shall rule them with a rod of iron: and Hedads the winepress of the fierceness and
wrath of Almighty God. And He has on His vesture@on His thigh a name written,
KING OF KINGS, AND LORD OF LORDS.”
Revelation 19:11-16.

THE beloved John was, above all other men, famiidgh the humble Savior. He had leaned his
head upon His bosom and knew better than any ofridye apostles the painful beatings of His Lord’s
sorrowful heart. Never from his mind could be e#fddhe likeness of Christ, the visage more marred
than that of any man. He had seen the dear suféeréhat dreadful night when He was covered with
gory sweat in Gethsemane. He had seen Him aftdéraddeen buffeted and scourged in Herod’s palace
and Pilate’s hall. He had even stood at the fodhefcross and seen his divine Master in the exdrem
agonies of death, and therefore, the tender, &fete heart of John would never permit his Master’
suffering image to fade from his memory. Trulyhd had spoken to us in vision—in symbolic terms—
concerning what he had seen of his Lord and Mdstez below, he would have described Him as a
footman going forth alone to the fight with no aesifollowing Him, for all His disciples forsook Him
and fled, Himself wearing no glittering armor, lwith His garments dipped in blood and with His face
smeared with shame. He would have told us howdh&sy Champion fought alone amid the dust and
smoke of the battle and how He fell and bit thetdsg that His foe set his foot upon Him and for a
moment rejoiced over Him. He would have told us héevleaped again from the grave and trod down
His adversaries and led captivity captive. Such ldidwave been, only in far nobler terms, John’s de-
scription of his first sight of his wrestling wawriLord.

But now, in the passage before us a door was dpenieeaven and the disciple whom Jesus loved
saw what else he had never seen—what else he kadineagined. He saw the same warrior Lord, but
after quite another fashion. If John had continteetbok with the eyes of sense at Christ and His fo
lowers even to this day and had viewed the bastli ia to be seen in history upon earth, he walde
said that he saw the same despised and rejectedt@me head of a band of equally despised andtreje
ed, leading them to prison and to death. He woakkhold you how to this very day the banner of the
gospel is borne aloft amid smoke and dust and Ctmiified is proclaimed amid contention and ridi-
cule. He would have drawn in black colors the sadrtbe battle, the great battle which is ragingpam
the sons of men at this very hour. But now a doas apened in heaven and John saw the stGed
sees it. He looked upon it from heaven’s point of view asaiv the conflict between good and evil, be-
tween Christ and Satan, between truth and errosadeit in heaven’s own clear view and he then arot
the vision that we also might see it. Oh, if we sinarers in this conflict; if we are following themb
wherever He goes; if we are pledged to the truthtarthe right; if we are sworn to the preciousaolo
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of atonement and to the grand doctrines of the gJpgipwill do us good and stir our blood to stamml
one of the serene hilltops of heaven, above thésmisearth and look upon the battle which ragiis st
upon the earth and will rage on till Armageddonlist@nclude the war. If we can behold the scengj Go
strengthening our eyes, it may strengthen our htordbe conflict, our hearts for the fray.

When the door was opened in heaven, the firsgtthat the seer of Patmos noticed was Cap-
tain. Let us look at Him, first. Afterwards he sa&is followers, and then he marketie mode of warfare
and caught a glimpse of the great defeat of the foe.

l. First, then, JOHN SAW OUR CAPTAIN, the King of kisg

Let us notice His glorious state. He says, “I sawd behold a white horse; and He that sat upon
him.” While Jesus was here, as we have already B&idvas a foot soldier. He had to plunge knee-deep
through mire and dirt and walk as wearily as anyhef rest of the warrior company. But now that He
has ascended, though He continues to fight, it @niother fashion. Of course the terms are symidolic
and none will take them literally, but our Lordhisre described as sitting upon a gallant steedgiita
His foes upon a snow-white horse. This means thatCishonored now. He is no weary, dusty, faint-
ing foot soldier now, | guarantee you. Time was wis®lomon said that he saw servants upon horses
and princes walking in the dust—and so it was wd@tirist—Pilate and Herod rode the high horse and
Jesus walked in pain and dishonor. But now, lilggemter Mordecai, He rides on the King's horse, for
this is the man whom the King delights to honorrdgal state our Jesus goes forth to war, not as a
common soldier, but as a glorious prince royallyumed.

By a horse is denoted not only honor, poitver. To the Jews the employment of the horse in war-
fare was unusual, so that when it was used by #tmbrersaries they imputed to it great force. Jesus
Christ has a mighty power today—a power which ncere@ measure. He was crucified in weakness, but
where is the weakness now? He gave His hands toaiteeand His feet to be fastened to the wood but
He does so no longer. Now He has mounted on treehairHis exceeding great power and He rules in
heaven and in earth and none can stay His hargytddim to dishonor, or dispute His will. O you tha
love Him, feast your eyes upon Him this day. Ih@t for me to speak—to do so were but to hold a can
dle to the sun—but gaze upon Him for yourselveslahgour eyes be satiated with the image, as you
see Him, once despised and rejected, now takihtinself His great power.

Here is symbolizedwiftness, too. Christ had to walk when He was here andrgmfcity to city,
scarcely getting through them all till His time wascomplished. But now His word runs very swiftly.
He has but to will it and the voice of His gospelhieard to the utmost ends of the earth. Theirifine
gone out through all the earth and their wordsh® énd of the world. Everywhere is the gospel
preached, if it is but for a testimony against thamd today is fulfilled before your eyes the woafls
the prophet Zechariah, “The Lord of hosts has etksHis flock, the house of Judah, and has made them
as His goodly horse in the battle, and they singtitfoecause the Lord is with them.”

The color of the horse is meant to denettory. The Roman conqueror, when he enjoyed a triumph
on returning from a campaign, rode up the Via Sacra white horse and the Romans crowded to the
housetops to gaze upon the hero as he exhibitespbits. Now Jesus Christ is admired of angels and
elect spirits who throng the windows of heavendaegupon Him who is glorified by His Father. There
is a pale horse and his name that sits on him &t)and there is a horse red with blood, and iyetra
er black with judgment. But His is a white horsgngiicant of comfort and of joy to all that knowdn
love Him. He comes to fight, but the fight is fazgre. He comes to destroy, but it is to destroypds
ple’s enemies. He comes as a conqueror, but & ssdelivering conqueror who scatters flowers asd r
es where He rides, breaking only the oppressorlessing the citizens whom He emancipates.

Again, | say, | scarcely like to speak upon tlhismhe—it seems too great for me—but | would bid
the saints of God who have wept at Gethsemane ffioupltheir eyes and smile as they see that same
Redeemer who once lay groveling beneath the oteestnow riding on the white horse. Your Lord at
this moment is no more despised, but all the gllbay heaven itself can devise is lavished upon Him.
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John looked into the open vault of heaven anddaktime not only to see the horse, but to mark the
character of Him that sat upon it. He says thatthé¢ sat upon him wasalled Faithful and True. By
this you may know your Lord. He has been a faitlafindl true Friend to you. O soldiers of the cross,
when has He ever deceived you? When has He fadadoy forgotten you? Faithful? Ah, that He is,
faithful to every word that He has spoken. And ?ru2o you not recognize Him, for is He not the
truth—the very truth of God? Has He not kept eyarymise that He has made you and have you not
found His teachings to be everlastingly settledrugwine truthfulness? And faithful and true has He
been to the great Father. The work He undertoadotble has accomplished. He has in nothing drawn
back from the covenant engagements under whichatideHimself of old. He stood as the surety of His
people and He has been faithful and true to thairteng suretyship. He came to be the delivererisf H
elect and He has worked the deliverance. He hatunmd either to the right hand or to the leftt He
has been faithful and true to every pledge whichgbiee to His Father for the deliverance of His cho-
sen. Yes, and even His enemies, though they giwe rHany a black word, cannot say that He is not
faithful and true. He has not played false, evethé&basest devil in hell, nor has He deceivedhinra-
spect the basest man that lives. Nor will He, foewthe day comes to keep His word of terror, He wi
make the penalty tally to every syllable of thestitrand mete out vengeance with a line and judgment
with a plummet—and even His adversaries, thougly #mall forever rue the fact—shall confess that
His name is Faithful and True. They called Him mdhgames when He was here. They said He had a
devil and was mad, but now it is acknowledged thatname is Faithful and True. We acknowledge it
with intense delight and are glad to think thatleseds the troops of heaven to the fight.

John still looked and as he gazed with opened leyenarkedhe mode of action and of warfare
which the Champion employed, for he says, “In eghisness He does judge and make war.” Jesus is
the only king who always wars in this fashion. Tehbave been brilliant exceptions to the genera, rul
but war is usually as deceitful as it is bloody &né words of diplomatists are a mass of lieseénss
impossible that men should deliberate about peadenar without straightway forgetting the meaning
of words and the bonds of honesty. War still se@rise a piece of business in which truth and right-
eousness would be out of place; it is a matteicsaraed that falsehood is most at home there. 8fdra
our King, it is in righteousness that He does judgd make war. Christ's kingdom needs no decep-
tion—the plainest speech and the clearest truthsetlage the weapons of our warfare. The Jesuitical
craft which speaks not what it means; the priefitevhich undermines the faith of men in God to teac
them faith in their fellow men; the falsehood whidbes not teach a doctrine at the first but grdgdual
insinuates it into feeble minds; the craft whickeps into houses and leads astray silly women wéo a
in bondage to their lusts—this has nothing to dthwhe kingdom of Christ. “In righteousness does He
judge and make war.” He bids His champions comthfaith nothing but His word and speak that
word faithfully as they receive it, whether menlwiear or whether they will not. He tells His peapl
wherever they are, to live righteously, soberlyd anall integrity. And He Himself shakes off, asnan
shakes off a viper from His hand, anything thatinsighteous, everything that is contrary to trutid a
holiness. This is our Champion and | guaranteeayeuight glad that He sits on the white horse tzal
the upper hand. Since He fights after this fashiloe,more of such warfare the better for mankind.

John gazing still into the open door saw a littlest-much—of the person of His blessed Master.
And of course, he looked first inthose eyes, those dear eyes which had so often been filled teiars
and that at the last were even red with weepinign mzed into them, or wished to do so, but hetbad
cover his own eyes, for they were dazzled. He s&jis, eyes were as a flame of fire.” Think of your
Master on the white horse with such eyes as tlmsgtt. Why are they like flames of fire? Why, fjrs
to discern the secrets of all hearts. There arsegoets here that Christ does not see. There iswoh
thought; there is no unbelieving skepticism thati§€tldoes not read. There is no hypocrisy, no férma
ism, no deceit that He does not scan as easilyna@nareads a page in a book. His eyes are likenaefl
of fire to read us through and through and knovtousur inmost soul. Oh, think of this and if yowka
any deceit, tremble before Him in whose spirit ¢hisrno guile. Those eyes, like a flame of firdphg
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to our Champion that He may understand all thespéotd crafts of all our foes. We are sometimes
alarmed—we say that the machinations of Rome angdeep and that the plots of infidelity dive very
low. But what does it mattei?is eyes are like a flame of fire—He knows what they @oing. He will
confound their politics; He will expose their distest tricks and still lead on His host conqueringd &
conquer. Let us never fear while He is on the whdese with such eyes as His.

It was natural that John should carry his glamoenfthe eyes tthe brow and as he looked at our
Champion on the white horse he saw that on His knezré many crowns. The last he had seen there
was a crown of thorns—but that was gone and irpthee of the one crown of the thorns of the eaeth h
saw many crowns of the jewels of heaven. Thera tastcrown of creation, for this Word made heaven
and earth. There is the crown of providence, fa Bhan now rules the nations with a rod of ironefié
is the crown of grace, for it is from His royal loatmat blessings are bestowed. There is the crdvimeo
church, for be it known to all men that there ishi®ad of the church but Christ, and woe unto those
who steal the title. He is head over all thingdHie church and King in the midst of her. Yes, ors Hi
head are many crowns, placed there by individualssthat He has saved. We have each one tried to
crown Him in our poor way and we will do so as lasgwe live. All power is given unto Him in heaven
and in earth and therefore well may multitudes iafldms decorate that august brow which once was
belted with thorns. Glory be unto You, O Son of G@dir hearts adore You tonight as we contemplate
You on Your white horse.

Still looking at Him, John saw one thing more, mdynHis vesture. He says that His vesture was
dipped in blood. Oh, but this is the grandest tlinbwdpout our Master, wherever He may be, that He is
always a real man wearing the bloody garment. Asatbning sacrifice, He is at His best. We love Him
as we see the white lily of His perfect nature, tngt rose of Sharon is the flower for us, for igest
perfume breathes life to our fainting souls. Yes,lied and this is the greatest thing we can s#iraf
His life was glorious, but His death transcend#itiving Christ, a reigning Christ—we are charmeesl
we think of this—but oh, the bleeding Christ, tHedaling Christ for me. As the blood is the life,iso
His blood life to us—the life of the gospel, thielof our hopes—and one delights to think of Hiratth
though He rides the white horse, He has neverpadpff the bloody shirt in which He won our re-
demption. He looks like a Lamb that has been sdaith still wears His priesthood. Whenever He goes
out to conquer, it is with this harness on, thistuee dipped in blood. Oh, preach Him, you His aats.
Preach Him in His blood-red vesture. You shall mesae souls saved if you portray Him in any other
kind of coat. You take His own garment from Him and on that of another—and you pretend that you
are making Him more illustrious as you put on Hirscarlet robe. But His own blood is His beauty and
His triumph. Let Him come before us in that and bearts shall crown Him with loudest acclaim.

One other thing John saw and that Wis name. But here he seems to contradict himself. He says
that He had a name which no man knows, yet hethaydis name was the Word of God. Oh, but it is
all true, for in such a One as our Master theretinegparadoxes. No man knows His name. None of you
know all His nature. His love passes your knowleddje goodness, His majesty, His humiliation, His
glory—all these transcend your mind. You cannotvkitim. Oh, the depths! If you plunge deepest into
the mystery of the incarnate God you can nevertrélae bottom of it. “No man knows the Son but the
Father.” And yet you do know His name, for you knthat He is “the Word of God.” And what does
that mean? Why, when a man would show himselfpealss. “Speak,” said the philosopher, “that | may
see you.” A man’s speech is the embodiment of lesight. You know his thought when you hear his
word, if he is a truth-speaking man. Now, ChrisGed’s Word. That is His heart, spoken out to you.
His inmost thoughts of love are printed in greatitzd letters and set before you in the living,ifay
bleeding, dying person of the incarnate Son of Qduls is He called the Word of God and in that ca-
pacity it becomes us to delight ourselves excedgliimgHim and to exalt because He is now riding tri
umphantly upon His white horse.
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Il. Thus have | bid you gaze at what John saw. Timdeshme, however, and | can only ask you
next, if you have seen the brightest One of allrugh@® white horse, just to look at HIS FOLLOWERS.
“The armies which were in heaven followed Him updmte horses.

See then thaChrist has a great following—not one army, but “armies”—whole hosts of them—
numbers that cannot be counted. My Lord is notthef of a small band, but He has a great hostrelhe
are some who think that all Christ’s followers gatheir little Bethel and so they all sit down & top
of their own Mount Zion and sweetly bless the Lardo shuts out the rest of mankind. But | tell you,
your little Bethel would not make a stable for timrses of His lieutenants. He has great armiesviell
ing Him, for a countless number out of every peapid nation and tongue has He redeemed with His
most precious blood.

And these that follow Him, you notice, aat mounted. They followed Him on white horses. They
are mounted on the same sort of horses as Hinfigethey fare as He fares. When He walks, they must
walk. When He bears a cross, they must carry csp$se. But if ever He gets a crown, He cries, ‘ffhe
shall be crowned, too.” If ever He gets on horskpate will have His saints on horseback with Him,
for it is not like He that He should ride and thshould walk. Remember Alexander and how he kept up
the spirit of his soldiers? Whenever the troopsentairsty, Alexander would not drink. And when they
marched on foot, Alexander footed it with them.iSd with our Master—He has been marching here in
the rough ways with us and He will let us ridehe glory ways with Him when the time shall come.

The armies of Christ followed Him on white horskesok steadily at these white horses, for | want
you to observe the armor of their riders. Cromwgettien wore at their sides long iron scabbards in
which they carried swords which oftentimes theyed@cross the manes of their horses when they were
red with blood. A dreadful story that is to readave as were those Ironsides. But if you look as¢h
troops there is not a sword among them. Not a sodbilangles. Not a piece of metal flashes back the
sunlight. Neither helmet nor breastplate is thaog, does there seem to be a pistol at the holEhay
are not armed with lance or pike and yet they mliag forth to war. Do you want to know the armdr o
that war? | will tell you. They are clothed in waiinen—white and clean. Strange battle arrayis th
And yet this is how they conquer and how you musigeier, too. This is both armor and weapon. Holi-
ness is our sword and our shield. This is pikegund If we but live as Christ lives and follow Hinve
shall conquer, for no sword can come at him thegslito God—since should it slay his body, it cannot
touch his soul, he lives and conquers still. Thafikthis and never ask for any other weapon butithis
the day of battle.

Yet | have said they were all on horses which shgau that the saints of God have a strength that
they sometimes forget. You know not that you rideachorse, O child of God, but there is a supreme
invisible power which helps you in contending fanrSt and for His truth. You are mightier than you
know and you are riding more swiftly to the battled more rapidly over the heads of your foes tl@an y
ever dreamed. When a door shall be opened in hgavgou and you get to the battle’s end, you will
say, “Bless the Lord, |, too, rode on a white hots¢oo, conquered when | thought | was defealted.
too, by simple obedience to His will and keeping thith and walking in His truth, have been momnth
conqueror through Him that loved me.”

And is not this a grand sight, this man—this “bpmnan,” as Rutherford calls Him—on His white
horse and all these bright ones following after Hhnall their glorious array.

lIl. And now we must close, for the bell has tolled justv to show that the hour is up, but we can-
not end till we have spoken of THE WARFARE. Whaths warfare? There cannot be war without a
sword, yet if you look all along the ranks of thaite-robed armies there is not a sword among them.
Who carries the sword? There is one who bears thiem all. It is He, the King, who comes to matsha
us. He bears a sword. But where? It is in His mo8thange place! A sword in His mouth. Yet this is
the only sword my Lord and Master wields. Mohammealddued men with the scimitar, but Christ sub-
dues men with the gospel. We have but to tell batdlad tidings of the love of God, for this is the
sword of Christ with which He smites the nations. Bis mouths, my brethren. Be His mouths, my sis-
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ters. Tell to your children in your Sunday schodalsses. Tell the poor in the corners of the strdedh

by your little printed pamphlets if you cannot byuy voices, all the story of how He loved us andega
Himself for us—for this is the sword of our warfaré goes forth from the mouth of Christ. Let us be
content to fight with this and nothing else.

But for those who will not yield to it, our Leadeas a hand as well as a tongue and He says that He
will rule the nations with a rod of iron. And if yowill read history through, you will find that atla-
tions that reject the gospel have to suffer for select one instance. The gospel came to Spairs w0
and multitudes of the nobility were converted. Bwy had their public executions and burnt thetsain
and the accursed Inquisition stamped out the gasp@pain. And to this day the nation cannot rise.
will, I trust, by God'’s forgiving mercy, but for n&uries she that ruled the nations and covered ¢lep
with her armadas has been sitting groveling ingmferty and sloth, for Christ has ruled her wittod
of iron and so will He rule all nations that rejéloé testimony of His mouth. If the sword of His utio
is not heeded, then comes the last of this dreathrea—and may God grant that we may never know
it—when His foot shall do it, for He treads the efmess of the fierceness and wrath of Almighty God.
Ah, what a crush must that be which will come ugmn clusters of Gomorrah from the foot which once
was nailed to the tree. Who stomped that sinnes$ and crushed it down? Was he an angry angel with
a sword of fire? No, it was the Christ of God, than of love rejected and despised. Fiercer thaona |
on prey is love when once provoked. When love tumgealousy, its fires are like coals of juniper
which have a violent flame. Beware, you despidest,you continue to despise. Submit to the swaérd o
His mouth, lest you be destroyed by His hands. Bewvhen once His hands begin to smite, lest you
have to feel His foot, for it is all over then.

May you and | each have a white horse with whecliotlow Christ. But we never shall unless we
are His followershere. We must put on the snow-white garments now. Heeg are, ready for you—
the righteousness of Christ will be given to anynmdo accepts Him and believes on Him. And when
your snow-white garments are once on, He will giga the horse of His sacred strength and you, even
you, following in the tracks of your gallant leadehall ride on, shouting, “Victory, victory, viatg
through the blood of the Lamb.” The Lord bless ylou Jesus’ sake. Amen.

PORTION OF SCRIPTURE READ BEFORE SERMON—REVELATION 18:21-24; 19.
HYMNS FROM “OUR OWN HYMN BOOK"—45, 324, 851.

Adapted froniThe C. H. Spurgeon Collection, Version 1.0, Ages Software.

PLEASE PRAY THE HOLY SPIRIT WILL USE THIS SERMON
TO BRING MANY TO A SAVING KNOWLEDGE OF JESUS CHRIST .

By the grace of God, for all 63 volumes of
C. H. Spurgeon sermons in Modern English,
and 574 _Spanish translations, all free, visit:

WWW.Spurgeongems.org

6 Tell someone today how much you love Jesus Christ. Volume 25






