THE CHURCH OF SCOTLAND

in America. So much the worse for
Scotland 5 but perhaps if they had some-
thing to do, they would be stimulated
into existence, or"Be invigorated where
they do not exist. 1 can hardly con-
ceive ncw how a congregation gets on
without at least one priyer-meeting sus-
tained in its midst.  And perhaps the
chief reproach that is brought against
them—that of being dry and uninterest-
ing—would vanish it those who attend-
ed had to do or give something.

Nexe year Ihope that we shall send
a larger contribation; and perhaps 1
shall hiear of some congregations follow-
ing our example.  The amount that the
Chureh of Scotland gives for Christ’s
sake amoung the heathen is still miserably
small ; and how any one can be uninte-
rested or sccpticai with reference to
missior: work in India, after reading the
testimonivs of Lord Laurenc: and oth-
exs like him, is a great puzzle (o me.

Believe me, &c.,
Geo. M. GRANT.

8andy Scott's Serr:on.

“Ye are the licht o’ the war."” When
Jesus spak’ thae words He hau some
thoosan’s o' folk sittin’ on the bonnie hill
tide atore Him, an’ 2’ round aboot Him,
but Ie didna mean, that they were a’
the licht o’ the warl’, that ilk ane o’ them
was a cannel gidin licht to his neebors.
He spak’ to Uis freens, His scholars, to
sic men as Peter and his brither Andrew
—to @’ that sincerely thocht that Jesus
was God’s ain Son, wha had come frae
heevin to the virth, and that liket Him,
and were doin” what He bad' them. The
men that write buicks an’ lang screeds
In the newspapers, that gie lekters to
the youngelads at the college, an® the
men that muk’ the speeches in Parli-
ment, whyles think they are the licht o
the warl’, and gey bricht lichts too; but
I'want ye to observe and mind that it
was Christians—Ilis ain freens an’ fol-
lowers, an® servants, that Jesus ca’d the
licht 0’ the warl’; an’ if ye're no Chris-
tians ye're no lichts; it’s for yersel's to
fin’ oot whether ye're Christians or no,
an’in a matter o’ sae muckle import-
tnee, common sense 8ays the suner ye
fin’ that oot the better for yersel's.

To be a licht is just to hae knowledge,
80’ to grie that knowledge to ither folk—
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to be a bonnie, white, clean, shinin’,
happy, intelligent creature. Yo aften
speik yerselx aboot gettin’ licht on a
subject that was dark to ye afore, an’
everybhody kens what ye mean: every-
budy kens ye think ye're gettin® some
information noo that ve hadua atore;
ye whyles speak aboot dik doin’s an’
dark characters, an’ every body kens ye
mean sinfu’, indecent, wicked conducet—
swearin’, stealin’, whoredow and sic like
like; ye whylesspeak o’ dark cluds com-
in’ doun on a man’s hoose. and everybody
kens ye mean that ye think that some
great disaster is aboot to befy’ hiw, like
the rottin’ o' his eraps, the deein’ o’ his
sheep an’ ky-;, the runnin’ awa’ to Ame-
rica o' somelody that was awin’ him a
big account ; or the droonin’ o’ his son,
or his wife’s gae'n oot o' her mind ; or
his dochter gaein wrang wi’ some wild
worthless rake.  Noo 1 think ye should-
na hae ony deffeckilty in kennin’ what
Jesus meant when He said to his frien’s
lang syne, an’ what [lesaysto his freens
noo,—* Ye are the licht o’ the warl.” 1
think He meant twa things; first, that
they had light ; an® secondly, that they
were giein in licht. They were ance
dark—just as dark as their neebors—
just as ignorant, an’ donnert, an’ thocht-
less.  Some o them were kenn'd as the
deil’s bairns through «# the kinira side,
for they were their father’s very image.
It they had a Bible in their house, they
micht just as weel hae wanted it, as far
as makin’ ony gude use o't was con-
cerned, for it lay on the drawers-heid
frac ane weck’s end to amither, afien
covered wi’ dirt an’ stour. Their tongues
were as loose as they counld be, for the

swore like dragoons, and leed like a mill
shilling ; they daidled an’ drank. an’
got fou, an’ made their wives and bairns
miserable, an’ didna care for the laws o’
cither God or man; they cheated, they
stealt, they promised to marry, ani! then
ruined and lancht at the sunple lasses
that believed them ; they spent the Sab-
bath days in loungin’ in their beds. stan-
din’ at the close-mouth wi’ a pipe i their
check, sncakin® aboot the hedges girnin®
rabbits, harryin’ nests, and stealin® neeps
or, in cauld days, becken’ their leas at
the fire, readin’ buiks it wud hae been
gude for the warl’ if they had ne’er been
written—silly, filthy, profine ballads,
stories without either pith or point, an’



