THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD

Every simile employed by the Master to describe His ineffable mission is striking and significant,
but among them all there is none more all-embracing than the figure of the Divine declaration:
“I am the Light of the world.” Ransack the libraries of civilization and search the etymologies of
every tongue, and there can be found no one word which more completely conveys all that the
Babe of Bethlehem and the Christ of Calvary means to the world than “light”.
Science and Scripture unite in placing light in a supreme place among the endowments of the
universe. Light was God’s first gift. Before He stretched the canopy of the sky, before He tipped
the waters from His hand, before He lifted up the great hills, before He gave leaf to tree and
green to sward and life to a myriad creatures of wing, and fin, and foot; before He set the seal
of His own image upon man, the masterpiece of His creation, there thundered forth the mandate
that penetrated the thick, black, vaporous darkness wrapped around chaos and nothingness,
and heralded every wonder yet to come: “Let there be light!”
Light was the world’s first step into being. It is the great primary source of all its growth and
sustenance. It holds in its glowing bosom every grace and gift. It is power, and speed, and heat,
and healing, and form, and color, and beauty, and life; and it is because of this we get some idea
of the dazzling, all-efficient glories of the Saviour of mankind when we dwell upon the unalterable
fact that “The Light of the world is Jesus”.
LIGHT IS POWER.
I want first to point out that light is power. For confirmation of this statement we have but to
resort to the records of science regarding the sun, which makes our globe habitable and sustains
its millions upon millions of living, breathing creatures, for one of our most learned scientists
(Professor Langely) tells us that the coal fields of Pennsylvania alone could supply the needs of
the United States for a thousand years, yet he claims that the best produced would not exceed
the amount thrown out by the sun in a thousandth part of a second. The scientist goes on to say
that the portion of the sun’s heat which is poured on our earth alone would be sufficient to drive
five hundred and forty-three thousand millions of engines, each at four hundred horse-power.
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These are remarkable calculations – indeed, they are staggering – but they give but a hint of the
immeasurable heat concentrated in the sun.
But how absurdly inadequate is any computation of a natural wonder when placed beside the
great wonder-worker! If we exhausted every figure possible to mathematics, and marshaled into
service every adjective in all languages, we could not sum up the power of the “Sun of
Righteousness,” nor tell the miracles He has wrought.
And so I see from this simile that Christ is the only power that can effectively deal with a cold
and wicked heart. What is the problem of an arctic clime, or a cold house, or a frozen body
beside the problem of a cold and hard heart? If your heart is a dead heart, if it is a wicked heart,
if it is a despairing heart, then all the sunshine buried in the bowels of Pennsylvania and all the
fires of joy that worldly amusements and earthly gain and physical indulgences could possibly
light up could not bring one warm glow to your soul, or rekindle one ember amid
THE DEAD ASHES OF YOUR DESPAIR.
Men whose lives evil habits have twisted and broken, men whose inclinations turn to wrongdoing as the sparks fly upward, men who from childhood have struggled with sinful appetites –
you think those blessed with better dispositions and more helpful surroundings know nothing of
your conflicts, nothing of your bitter discouragements and heartrending defeats.
During my last visit to the far west a man said to me at the close of a meeting: “All that you say
about childhood memories – a mother’s prayers and Sabbath-school days – doesn’t apply to me;
never had any such days. I was born ‘mid curses and blasphemy, and reared in infamy and shame.
I can never remember but once my mother being sober; my father died in jail. As a little lad of
six I had to steal to keep alive, and was often made drunk for the sport of others before I was
ten. Yet I have tried,” he continued. “Yes, there have been many times when I have fought hard
to cut loose from the awful sins that drag me down like a great chain, ever pulling me into Hell.
What can help me? Where is there any hope? Some say, ‘Sign the pledge’ – no help there. Some
say, ‘Get away into the country’ – no help there. Some say, ‘Form good resolution’ – no help
there. Some say, ‘Diet or doctor’ – no help there.”
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Yes! When a man’s heart is wicked he will do wickedly, no matter where he is, or who he is, or
what he is. O poor sinner, listen to me while I tell you that Christ is your only hope! He alone can
drive back your temptations. He alone can unhorse the sin that would ride you down. He alone
can sharpen the battle-ax with which you shall fell armed abominations – He who changed poor,
despised, drunken Bunyan into a saint and a Christian hero.
If yours is a sinning heart He alone can cleanse it. If yours is a proud heart Christ alone can humble
it. If yours is a rebellious heart He alone can subdue it.
I tell you that the almost inestimable force stored up in the centre of our solar system, the
scientific calculation of which I have quoted, fades into nothingness when compared with the
driving power of Jesus, the Light of the world. How far can He drive away a man’s sins and his
despair? “As far as the East is from the West.” Can you tell me how far that is? No. Can any
scientist, or mathematician, or geologist, tell me how far that is? No. Well, that is just how far the
power of the Sun of Righteousness will drive your sins away from you.
LIGHT IS SPEED.
I want to point out the marvelous speed of light. When the history of our time is written, foremost
among its achievements will stand the marvelous advances in traveling facilities. This is the age
of “rapid transit,” and men are scurrying across the continents, shooting through the bowels of
earth, and flying overhead with a velocity that our grandparents would have looked upon as
supernatural. But you cannot compare the speed of any mode of travel known to man with the
bewildering pace of light.
The world we live in has a circumference of 25,000 miles. How long do you think it would take
light to make this tremendous journey? Would it take a day? Less than that. An hour? Less than
that. A minute? Less than that. The fact is that light would flash round this great globe of ours no
less than seven times in a second.
Sound is a fast traveler – much quicker than substance – but the speed of sound is not to be
compared with the rapidity of light. When a gun is fired at a distance you see the flash before
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you hear the report. In an electric storm you see the lightning before you hear the thunder. This
interval marks the greater time required by sound to reach the ear compared with the time
required by light to reach the eye. Again a scientist gives us the best idea of this phenomenon.
He tells us light travels from the sun to the earth in eight minutes, but if a man standing on the
sun could blow a blast on a trumpet loud enough to be heard down here upon the earth, the
sound would not reach us for fourteen years! So when God said, “Let there be light!” – in a flash
there was light.
So I learn from this simile that
CHRIST COMES TO US QUICKLY.
What a lot of waiting we have to do in this world! So many earthly blessings lose their charm
through years of postponement. Sometimes the treasure longed for is tarnished or grown old
before it is ours; or our hearts are too sick with hope deferred to appreciate it when at last it
stops at our gate. So it is with our troubles. How very often we have had to struggle through the
worst of the blow alone! Husband, or mother, or friend could not get to us, or possibly even
know of the loss until the loved one was buried. But, oh, blessed be high Heaven, there is no
waiting for Jesus! When the blow falls, while the storm is sweeping, as the grief-clouds break,
Jesus is there – near. Not coming, but close beside us for before we ask He answers; before we
seek He is found of us.
As I write upon this great and precious fact I pray, “O Lord, help me to remember it more and
more!” The Divine nature is so great and so high, and the human is so small and failing that we
are apt to think that they cannot touch each other at any point. I might have ever so many
troubles, but they would never get to the White House, and there are multitudes in Great Britain
whose distresses King George never hears of, but there is a Throne against which strike our most
insignificant perplexities. What touches us touches Christ. O ye who are in sorrow – be it through
a newly opened grave, or be it because you are wrongly oppressed and have nowhere to look
for redress, or be it because of reverses in business which have made very existence a most awful
struggle, or be it like a hunted bird you are torn with shot of temptation and wounded and sick
and scarred – let me tell you, Christ is near you!
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HE KNOWS ALL ABOUT IT.
In asking Him for help you have not to wait for a reply to your communication before you are
sure it is received, as you would to a letter mailed to a friend in London. Christ knows too well
how immediate are our needs to place Himself at a distance from us. He knows that life’s sea is
no common lake, but a great ocean, billowed up with trouble, and that we need him as the
disciples did in the boat. He knows it is no sleeping in a soldier’s tent with our arms stacked – it
is a bayonet charge, and we want Him near at hand to ward off the blow with the Arm of His
Salvation.
Oh, yes, He knows too well what it is to climb the mountain not to help us up the steep; too well
what it is to carry a cross not to help us carry ours; too well how it feels to be persecuted, abused
and wronged not to come quickly to the help of those who are imposed upon; too well what it
is to be sick not to hover over the couch of those who suffer; yes, and knows too well that it is to
die to ever leave us in that last great extremity!
Blessed Jesus! Thou knowest it all. Seeing Thy wounded side, and Thy wounded hands, and Thy
wounded feet, and Thy wounded brow, we are sure Thou knowest it all.
Oh, when those on whose breasts we have wept out our griefs are snatched away from us, then
that Hand which wipeth away all tears from all faces is near to soothe our heart’s agony, and
when other lights go out and the world grows dark to us, then Thou are near, making it light at
eventide!
LIGHT FOR ALL.
Then I see that Jesus is the Light of the world – the whole world. He stretched out His arms so
wide on Calvary that they embraced the whole world. In this life the rich have the best of
everything – best houses, best clothes, best bank accounts, best spread tabled. At night-time
they pass in and out of rooms ablaze with a thousand electric bulbs; they sit at tables with lights
of every hue reflected in shining silver and sparkling decanter; they pass up and down ways made
bright by huge chains of leaping, dazzling arcs. But the poor, huddled in garret and crowded in
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cellar, ply their needle and thread to the uncertain clicked of a tallow candle, or divide their hardearned bread among the pallid, puny children under the smoky fumes of an oil lamp. They live
in ill-lighted dwellings, down narrow, shadowed streets, and hundreds go blind through poor
nourishment and insufficient light. Oh, when I think of it, my heart swells with undying gratitude
that Jesus remembered the poor! He came down to share their lot. He was born in a stable. He
was reared in a poor man’s home. He wiped from His brow the sweat of hard toil. His hands were
calloused from the use of the plane and the hammer. He pillowed His tired head upon a stone.
His delicate form was chilled by the cold East wind. He was hungry for want of common bread.
How glad I am that when He came down the steeps of Glory into earth’s woe-bestricken
darkness, He came not only for the well-off, and the well-behaved, and the well-learned, and
well-dressed, but for the poor, and looking with ineffable pity down every blind alley, up into
every top attic, into every basement cellar, through every prison grating, down every free
hospital ward, into nook and corner of every almshouse, upon every toiler’s bench and table and
tool, He threw a golden sunburst from the great, dazzling, inextinguishable lamp – the light of
the world.
Dr. John Mason preached one sermon 137 times, and his text was, “To the poor the Gospel is
preached”; and as one who has lived in the heart of the worst and lowest neighborhoods in the
world’s greatest cities, with that sainted man I testify with all the vehemence possible to me that
Jesus is a light to the poor. He sweetens their bitter cup; He causes them to rejoice amid sorrows;
He makes palpable their plain fare; He gives them a staff to lean upon in their old age that is
better than any rich man’s gold-mounted walking-stick – the staff that David talked of when he
said, “Thy rod and Thy staff, the comfort me.”
We think a president or a king can do anything. However that may be, I know King Jesus can.
He set up a throne in a manger. He made a whole resurrection day for the widow of Nain; He
dried Mary’s and Martha’s tears; He made Paul to sing in a dungeon; He forgave all Mary
Magdalene’s sins; and He spring the gate of Heaven so wide open that all the world’s Christian
poor, no matter how lame, and blind, and tired, can go in, and the beggars, and thieves, and
scoundrels, and all “they who sit in the darkness” too, if they will but repent, for he is the Light
of the world.
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THE SUN THAT NEVER SETS.
Greatest and best, the Sun of Righteousness never sets. Resplendent and marvelous as is the
ball of fire burning in the firmament, staggering as is the estimate of its seemingly inexhaustible
power, yielding its marvelous benefits to earth through thousands of years with the same
bountifulness and incredible correctness of season, date and hour as at the beginning, yet it will
fail. Its blood-red glow will pale; its flame of inestimable heat will cool; its dazzling brilliance will
dim; for in that hour when the angel, with one foot upon the land and the other upon the sea,
cries, “Time shall be no more!” then, O God, “the heavens, though the works of Thine hands,
they shall perish”; the bright light of the stars will go out, and the sun in death will close its fiery
eyelids, for all “shall wax old as doth a garments, and as a vesture shalt Thou fold them up, and
they shall be changed, but Thou art the same.”
Oh, that I could describe what this means! Shakespeare used 15,000 different words for dramatic
purposes. Milton used 8,000 different words for poetic purposes. Rufus Choate used 11,0000
words for legal purposes. But all the words in all the languages would fail to express the
blessedness of the thought that this Sun never sets! There is no shadow creeping along the wall
to cut off this Day. All things will change, all life’s props will fall, all earthly lights will go out, but
in death, as in life, “Thou art the same.”
As sometimes in an electric storm we see the sun burst form behind a black cloud and obliterate
the shadows it casts, so the Sun of Righteousness shall scatter all fear of “evil” when we face
life’s last extremity. Can this world’s light help us then? You will want your dear ones around you;
you will want the light on your pillow from eyes which have long reflected your love; you will
want your kindred from afar to hear of your last prayer I know – but is that all? Can earthly friends
hold us up when the billows of death come up to the girdle? Could we children, who stood
around my mother’s death-bed, hold her up when she said “The waters are rising”? Can father’s
hand, or mother’s hand or son’s hand, or daughter’s hand, pilot us through those last narrows?
Can any human friendship shield us from the arrows of that unfailing archery? Can any earthly
lamp or candle withstand the hurricane that sweeps down that valley? No, no! We shall want the
Arm that David leaned upon when he said:
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“THOU ART WITH ME”;
the sunshine that broke in upon that first missionary, when in Mamartine dungeon he cried, “I
am now ready to be offered; the time of my departure is at hand.” You will want the flashing,
dazzling light which met the uplifted eyes of Gordon Hall, when, far from home, dying in the
hallway of a heathen temple, he cried, “Glory, glory! It is the noonday sun of glory that bursts
upon me.” As you take your step from earth you will want the Jordan lit up with the down-flashing
of the glories of Heaven, as it was with my father when he said, “Thou art that Sun that never
sets.”
Oh, those of your who read this who are far from God, I plead with you that this day you will
come and prove that there is everything in Jesus! Come and test if God is not good, and Christ
is not gracious, and the Holy Spirit is not omnipotent. Kneel now at His altar; stretch out your
hand now toward His Cross; life your eyes now to the Sun of His countenance. You who are in
trouble, ask of Him and see if He will not help. You who are in sin, seek Him and see if He will
not pardon. You who are lost in darkness, call to Him and prove if He will not break in upon you
with an everlasting Morning. The roses of midsummer have no bloom compared with the
flowering of Christ’s affections. The sun has no heat compared with the warmth of His heart. The
waters have no refreshment compared with the streams that will slake the thirst of your poor
soul. Whether you will accept Him or not I do not know, but I do write here, in the presence of
God and the angels, that I take Him to be my Lord, my light, my heaven, and before earth and
sky, devils and angels, declare my unshaken faith in the limitless sufficiency of the Divine
declaration, “I am the Light of the world.”
The artist must have had two texts in mind when he threw onto canvas the inspired conception
of our frontispiece, both words spoken by Christ Himself – the first, “I am the Light of the world;
he that followeth Me shall not walk in darkness, but shall have the light of life”; and the second,
“Behold, I stand at the door and knock.”

(December 18th, 1915)
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