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wbaae only recomrnenilàtion is tbeir *-
bin9 an' enecrin' at gade folk ant' gue
things. Tliat's the kinul o' folk they
ance were, an' F'in sure they were ony
tbing but the lieuit o' the warl'. It was
as dark as pitch wi' themnsel's; it was
mirk and dreary nicht Wl' Cliem, but
they're licbt noo. Jesus is the sunt o'
rigbZusnes, the real sun, the richit
mun, the sun o' the soul; an' Ilc bas
gi'en thein liclit; Ilis wor]. bas been a
bricbt burnin' laanp, an' is Speerit bas
been like oil. Every- ane o' theui is noo
like the mufle, an image o' the sun, shi-
Dlfl' wi' licht an' beauty like dew-draps.

There's no anc o' tbe frecns o' Jesus
as briclit an' bigr a liclit as bie michit be.
Some W' theun canna connect twa thocbts
thegitbcr. either on religion or ony ither
thing. Their minds are like tbe yard o'
the s ugg;urt, wluare ye ma)- fln' a lot. o'
sweet muallitn', honnie flowers growin,
aside bunchies o' nettes, and rag.weeds'
and dockcns; or like a tbrufty wifrs'
rag pock, whaur there arc a' kinds o'
dlota, cli ppi ns' and puari ns' o' silk. satin,
plaiden', ant' packsheet. Their thoebts
ame like the leaves blawin' frac the trees
in October, after a nicht's snell frost,
and Wo the least likc a regiment o' sd
jer. MVen they are speakin' to --e,
)-e ame like a mnan in a crood, suvayed
whyles to ae side and wbyles to anither,
gettin' a bash in the face noo, an' a clour
atween the shouthers belyve. An' some
o' tbem gang, aif the straught sae aftcn,
that ance is puzzled to say wbctber the
licbt or the darkness will bear the gree
in the end. Tlîey're like Will-o-the-
wisp-Spunkie, as we used to ca' him-
tbey got fou on a market nicht, or New
Year*i day; tlhey fly like tinkiers, and
bebave in sic waý s that it seemns
naturel to conclude that Jesus wad dis-
own tbem. If they're munes ava, tbey're
like the ncw mune, wl' a bit tbread o'

ecllow liclit rouit' the edge o'tbe auld
black mune; if ivark's scarce an' the

millu put on short flanc, or if it bas been
a late wat hair'st, an' breadl an' mcii
are dear, or if a bairn dees P' the boase,
tbey yauaner, an' greet, and compleen,
s if tbey thoclit the Alnigbty wadna

be as. gude as Ilis word-the word o'
promiste sae rowth o' comsfort. Tbey
dinna tak' 1dmn at His word, but are as
suspicious as oor manager is wi' sonte of
the callants that Le bas fand oot teilli'

him tees owre an' owre again, or as the.
baker's wife la wi' soine o' the unco' new
lookin' half-croons that are whyles laid
dooi on ber counter. 1 dinnasay they've
nae knowle-dge and nae faith, but1 Iuay
it's far less than it sbould be ; they're no
like weel-înade and fu'-grown nmen andl
women-they're like bairts;- na, they're
like Nature's playtbings-Tam 'J7oomit
-that it wad be a gude sign if they
wcre s0 uncommon as to, bel a show:-
puir, ill-tbriven dwar&.

But if the Jicht in a man is o' the riclha
kind, it grows ay-e mair and mair. Som@
licbts gang oot in a moment, like the
Iicht frac the blast o' a quarry, or a poa-
cber's Fun in a dark nacbt ; moine gangz
fliekerin' up and doon like the licbts fras
the ain warks aboon Coatbrigg or Aird-

-rie, or the streamners that glitnt atbwart
the lift; but tbe suns licbt is steady an'
glowin; thc bihl-tops in the early morns-
in' are like the pinnacles o' tbe temple,
or like honnie wec islands in the sea ;-
by and by tbe haili face o' Nature is
rcfrcsbcd and the dew la drunk up frat
ber lezfy locks. Noo the friens o'Jcsusý.
are like the licht o' the sian in titis res-
pec'. They dinnastan' still; tbeir sauls

ksn nai r aboot God and hccvin than
tlaey ance did, and thcy dinna wander
sae aften or se far frae the riebt road.
There's somctbing . unco far ajee wi'
tbeni if tbev're naebetter this year than
tbey werc fast year. If they're no a bit
wiser an' no a bit better, thc- nia1 weel
doot, an' ither folk may doot too, if tbey
really are freens of Jesus. Hoo can
they tbink they'rc like the growing corn?
-an' Jesus says a' bis freens are like it
Theres thue sma' green braird in the day
of conversion-a pile o' grass here, an'
anittuer there--in t ia or tbree wecka
tbe clods are covered-in coore o' tinte
tbey bpar awns, an' the tasp pickles peep
oot an' tell that we're gaun to et the
appointcd wceks o' barvest-an d then,
in thte end, tbere's thae stalk bendin' iLa
bead o' ripe c*orn in reverent worsbip o'
the Grod o' thte Seasons.

An' the freens an' followers o' Jetu
gie'licht to ither folk. Their Maister
tells theni tbcy're no to be sac stupid or
cruel as a mnat tlaat wad lieuit a canne?
and put a tub owre the tap o', it ; c'en a
wean inicbt ken there wad be nae sense
in doin' that; naebody but a daft body
or a born ideweit wad ever think o' sis


