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“Then spake Jesus again unto them, saying, I am the light of the
world ; he that followeth Me sghall not walk in darkmess, but shall have
the light of light.”—John viii. 12.

Our Lord did not speak in this way at the beginning of his
ministry. He did not thus bear witness to himself, saying, “I am
the light of the world.” But it was befitting on this occasion,
when the people before him had already received sufficient evidence
from other quarters. John the Baptist, whom all men counted
for a prophet, had testified that Christ was the true light which
lighteth every man that cometh into the world. The witness of
John they rejected ; startling, if not conclusive, as it must have
been, considering the esteem in which bis oracular voice was held.
Mioreover, Jesus himself had wrought conviction in their own
hearts by his own teaching. Had they not listened to his famous
Sermon on the Mount? Could they not feel the authority with
which he spoke? Did they not confess to the impressions he pro-
duced on them? The weight and the wisdom of his discourse
manifested a power that could melt their thoughts into the very
mould of his ministry. Nor was it merely his teaching, trans-
parent though that was; but the signs he showed and the miracles
he wrought with the majesty of his voice and the virtue of his
ouch proclaimed that he was the light of the world. Thus the
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infirmities of the creature called forth his divine compassion. With
radiant eyes of pity he looked on the wretched, and gave them
quick relief ; he shone on their sadness like the Sun of Righteous-
ness, with healing in his beams. They hailed his visit in every
town and village as the healer of all that were diseased. Might
not the quick sense of every unprejudicad spectator detect in him
the Messiah, and welcome his advent to the world? At length,
as though aggrieved by their unbelief, he speaks loudly and pro-
claims 'plainly, “I am the light of the world.” Such high ground
does he take before his adversaries. Well might he say it to their
teeth. Hardly an hour before he had flashed that light into their
eyes and blinded them with its brilliance. They had stood before
him, with the unhappy woman whom they sought to make the
instrument of entangling him; and anon they had sneaked out
of his presence conscience-stricken, when he said, “ He that is with-
out sin among you, let him first cast a stone at her.” One ray
of his omniscience had lighted up the.secret chambers of their
memory, and exposed, at least to themselves, the righteous law
they had broken, and the crimes they had to answer for. He who
could thus convince them is able to convince the world of sin. e
who lit up the deepest recesses of the heart is the light of the world.
So Jesus here boldly and openly avowed the truth concerning him-
self when he said, “I am the light of the world.”

Let our meditation now be directed to our Lord Jesus Christ as
the light of the world—the true light—the guiding light—and the
universal light.

I. Jesus 1s THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD.

That Jesus is the light—the light of the world—is to be seen
in all parts of his blessed history. Look at him in his cradle.
Shines there a star above the house wherein the young child sleeps?
Brighter far than yonder star is he who lies cradled in the manger.
He has come, the predictions of whose advent had illumined cen-
turies of darkness» As a babe, devout men hail him, “ A light to
lighten the Gentiles, and the glory of his people Israel.” To the
eye of faith, what radiance emanates from the new-born babe!
Look, for the like was never looked on before. There God is veiled
in human flesh. Behold the mystery of the incarnation. God is
manifest in our nature; he dwells among us. The light is clear
and dazzling.

Well might the angels have sung, “ Glory to God in the highest;
on earth peace, goodwill towards men.” Sweet babe! thou hast
pierced the thick darkness of earth’s sorrow ; thou hast enlightened
her scenes of sadness, infusing joy into her gloom. Thy coming
revealed the love of God, his sweet compassion, and his tender
pity towards tise guilty sons of men. With growing years, while
his increasing wisdom kept pace with his increasing stature, he
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shone, exhibiting a child’s delight in the two tables of the law; his
first concern being to do his heavenly Father’'s business, and his
constant habit being to submit himself, and to honour his earthly
parent. Not rashly or recklessly did he begin to teach. His bap-
tism throws a wonderful light upon consecration to God; and
the dire temptations that quickly followed, in all of which he
foiled the tempter, have thrown a brilliant light on the pathway
of Christian ministers. As a preacher, he was luminous. He
expounded the spirituality of the law. Light penetrated the pre-
cept through and through as he made the very essence of purity
apparent. His light cleared the law of the mists and fogs that
the rabbinical writers had gathered around it. He shed light, too,
upon the covenant of grace. Ie promulgated the gospel of peace
among the sons of men. He told of God the Father, willing to
receive his prodigal children back again into his bosom.  His
parables threw wondrous light upon the dispensation of the king-
dom of heaven. His counsels and his cautions brought the final
destinies of the righteous and the wicked into full view. - Eternity
dawned o his hearers while he spake. His own. life exhibited the
power of love, the value of sympathy, and the virtue of forgiving
Injuries. His death gave yet more palpable evidence of unfaltering
submission to the will of God, and unflinching self-sacrifice for the
welfare of men. Oh! beloved, the light of Christ comes out
brightest upon the cross. Someone called it the Pharos of this
world’s sea. So it is. This is the lighthouse that throws its
beams across the dark waters of human guilt and misery, warns
men of the rocks, and guides them to the haven. A Saviour! God
in_human flesh! He whom the seers predicted: “A king shall
reign in righteousness,” appears as the divine symbol represented
him—"a Lamb slain.” Behold him shedding his precious blood to
atone for the sins of men. Never did such light shine on the law
and the prophets. Never did such light gleam on the faith and
hope of pure hearts. Never did such light irradiate the repent-
ance and conversion by which sinners are retrieved. Behold the
Sun as he cometh forth from his chamber, and rejoiceth to finish
his course! He before whose eyes Jesus Christ hath been evi-
dently set forth crucified, hath seen a light which doth outshine
all .earthly splendour. The sin and the sorrow, the shame and
Fhe sentence, all vanish when we see the Redeemer die for us. And
if from the gloom of his death so much comfort can be extracted,
what shall we say when he rose again from the dedd? His dark
sepulchre reflects glory now that he has arisen from the dead. The
shroud, the mattock, and the grave are shorn of their terrors.

“No more a charnel-house, to fence
The relics of lost innocence,
A vault of ruin and decay:
Th’ imprisoning stone is solled away.”
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Into the sepulchre you can peer now that Christ has broken down
the door and rent away the veil. Through it you can look. For
those that follow Christ, it is a-passage into everlasting life. He
has brought life and immortality to light. Since he has risen
from the tomb and left the dead, light, clear and transparent,
shines on the exodus of the soul from earth. Omn, onward still,
track his path as in his ascension he goes flaming up the skies.
There, there is a road of light that shows us the way to God. He
enters heaven, and sits at the right hand of the Father. There,
as our representative, he sheds the light of comfort down upon us.
There he waits, and while he waits he wills that where he is
there should his people be. Oh! happy thought, to-day, my
brethren, amongst the sons of men, Christ is still the light. He
has sent the Holy Spirit to be his representative here on earth.
He testifies of Christ. The Divine Paraclete occupies the place
of our departed teacher. The Church, inspired by the blessed
Spirit, with ten thousand tongues, proclaims the gospel of salva-
tion. “Ye are the light of the world,” said Jesus. In his people,
Christ still shines forth with even a brighter light than in the days
of his earthly sojourn. He has ten thousand reflectors, instead of
twelve. Ten thousand times ten thousand tongues proclaim his
gospel ; and ten thousand times ten thousand hearts burn and
blaze with the light of the Divine Word. Christ is the light of
the world.  From his cradle to his throne, and onward till he
cometh in full splendour at the second advent, the Lamb is the
light that illuminates this dark earth. “Then spake Jesus again
#nto them, saying, I am the light of the world.”

IT. JEsus 1S THE TRUE LIGHT.

There are other lights. Before his coming there had been some
light typical. Do you not remember that a golden lamp stood in
the holy place, with its seven branches? It was an admirable
piece of sacred furniture, and highly instructive; but Jesus seems
to put it away. In fact, it had been already put away. He had
come to puk an end to its meaning by fulfilling its intent. “This
was not the light; it was only the type of the light. I am the
true light,” he says. Even that light which flamed across the
desert way when Moses led the host of God through the wilderness
was but a typical light. The veritable pillar of cloud and fire is
Jesus, who leads the whole host of God’s elect through this weary
wilderness to the Canaan of the blessed.

Jesus Christ was the true light i» opposition to the smoking flax
of tradition. Listen to those rabbis! They think themselves the
light of the world. Their sophism is an endless strife of words;
their research is not worth your study; their knowledge is noé
worth the knowing. They can tell you exactly which is the middle
verse of the Bible, and which is the middle letter of the middle
word.  They discussed their paradoxes till they became addle-
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ficaded.  They refined on their subtleties till doctrine dwindled
down into doubt; simple truth was degraded into silly twaddle;
their translations of Scripture were a travesty, and their commen-
taries an outrage upon common-sense. But Christ, the true, the
heavenly light, extinguishes all your earthly luminaries.  The
Jewish rabbi, the Greek philosopher, the ecclesiastical father, and
the modern theological thinker, are meteors that dissolve into mist.
They make void the Word of God through their traditions or their
conjectures. Flee away from the nebulous forms and noxious fumes
of their old traditions and new discoveries. Believe what Jesus
said, and his Apostles taught, and what you have had revealed to
you in his own pure Word—Christ is the true light.

In opposition to the glare of priesicraft, with which so many in all
ages have been enamoured, Christ is the light of the world. There
is some reason to suppose that this declaration of our Lord bore
allusion to a custom observed among the Jews at that time in
connection with the Feast of Tabernacles. Maimonides says that
ou the previous evening two enormous candelabra—golden lamps—
of a vast size were set up in the court of the women in the open
air, and that these flamed with such a brilliant light that they
appeared to illuminate the whole city of Jerusalem. And the
women came with a torchlight procession, and stood around these
flaming candelabra, and there executed a sort of sacred dance and
solemn pageant. This was done, not on the authority of Moses,
but on the authority of tradition, to keep the people in mind of
the cloudy and fiery pillar of the wilderness. The Feast of Taber-
nacles, you know, was designed as a memorial of the forty years
that the children of Israel wandered in the wilderness, dwelling in
tents; but this particular rite was of their own invention, a supple-
mentary observance, intended to remind the people of the fiery
pillar that illumined the camp in those days of yore. Now it is
supposed, not, I think, without good reason, that it was on the
morning after this celebration that Jesus stood in the court. The
lamps were gone out; but the golden columns, that the night
before had flamed, still remained in their places, the remnant of a
spectacle, the lamps minus the light. Just then the sun was rising
in its own peerless splendour. The scene they beheld gave force
‘to the sentence he uttered. The contrast between the lamps which
the priests had lit—a fit emblem: of superstition—were all going out,
perhaps with a noxious smell, while the mighty orb of day was
rising, when Jesus said, “I am the light of the world; he that
followeth me shall not walk in darkness.” Whether the scene and
the circumstances were as has been so well imagined, or not, the
truth is fitly illustrated by the similituds. When every lamp that
ever man has kindled, and fed with the oil of superstition, shall
have died out, as they must expire, our Lord Jesus Christ shall,
like the morning sun, make glad the sons of men. Away ye go, ye
bright meteors of the night, around which the children of supersti-
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tion execute their maddened dance of implicit belief! Away ye
go! Already ye begin to go out. I see how ye all flicker, even
now. The day cometh on apace in which the blast of God’s eternal
Spirit shall blow you out in everlasting night. But Jesus shines;
he is the true light, and will shine on for ever. “I live in the
twilight of Christianity,” said Voltaire; and he spoke a truth
unwittingly. He thought that it was the twilight of the evening,
but it. was the twilight of the morning, for Jesus shineth brighter
and brighter still—the true light, before which the lamps of super.
stition and priestcraft must pale their ineffectual fires. This is
what the Saviour meant: he was the true light.

Very different, too, is the light of Christ from the sparks which
are to be seen all the world over. Every now and then a scientific
gentleman picks up a flint arrow-head, and he strikes a wonderful
light with it ; and he that has his tinder-box ready and a brimstone
match may soon think he has got the true light, till another philo-
sopher comes and, with the lid of the aforesaid tinder-box, puts
out that light. This is the cardinal virtue of philosophers; they
extinguish one another. Their fine-spun theories do not often sur.
vive the fleeting generation that admires them. A fresh race starts
fresh theories of unbelief, which live their day, like ephemera, and
then expire. Not so the light of Christ; it burns on, and beams
for ever. We have friends who have been dazed by the light of
“public opinion ”—a very bright light that. And we have known
some decent scholars who have been enraptured with “the light of
the nineteenth century ”—a wonderful luminary indeed, but
slightly darkened by the follies, frauds, and crimes which every
day’s newspaper reveals. = We have had the light of erudition,
which lauded Aristotle, and made the heathen author supply a
text-book for Christian colleges. We have heard more than enough
of the light of the Church, in which we can discern nothing but
colours and conceits, borrowed from the medieval darkness of Chris-
tendom. But we have the trustworthy and the true when we hear
him exclaim, “I am the light.” Where else shall light be found?
Where shall the bewildered sons of men find a reliable guide? In
the teaching of the person, the life, the death, the sacrifice of the
Christ of Nazareth, we have light self-evidential, palpable by its
own brilliance. ‘Guiding light is here alike clearly visible. This
to follow is not fallacious. “I am the light of the world; he that
followetl: me shall not walk in darkness.” Thus, then, is he a light
that is to be followed. Do any of you want to enjoy the light
that streams from Christ, be assured you cannot realise it by read-
ing about it—you must follow it. If a man could travel so fast as
always to follow the sun, of course he would always be in the light.
If the day should ever come when the speed of the railway shall
be equal to the speed of the world’s motion, then a man may so
live as to nevér lose the light. Now he that follows Chrigt shall
never walk in darkness. To follow him means to commit your-






