
Teachable Moments Series:  

Where the Light Is 

 

Mark: 4: 21-25 
21 He said to them, “Is a lamp brought in to be put under the bushel basket, or 

under the bed, and not on the lampstand? 22 For there is nothing hidden, except to 

be disclosed; nor is anything secret, except to come to light. 23 Let anyone with 

ears to hear listen!” 24 And he said to them, “Pay attention to what you hear; the 

measure you give will be the measure you get, and still more will be given you. 25 

For to those who have, more will be given; and from those who have nothing, 

even what they have will be taken away.”  

 

On YouTube there are powerful videos of moments when people who are colorblind are able to 

see color for the first time. They are given a special pair of eyeglasses and when they put them 

on we watch as they become overwhelmed with emotions of joy. There’s a video of a dad who 

receives a pair for Father’s Day and when he puts them on his jaw drops to the ground, 

speechless. In another video a teenager bursts into tears when he can see the color of his loved 

one’s shirts: “Red, purple, green.” He touches flowers as if they are the most holy thing on earth: 

“pink, yellow, violet.” There’s even a video of a big burly guy weeping when he puts the glasses 

on as he says, “I never had any idea how vibrantly full the world was until now.” These videos 

have millions of viewers, because something inside of us is warmed by the joy of the moment 

when someone is given the gift of seeing the world as if for the very first time. 

 

Have you ever had a moment when you saw the world in a new way? Maybe it was when you 

traveled to another country. The way they lived and what they valued opened up a whole new 

way of seeing things. Or perhaps it was when you held your kiddo for the first time. And there 

was this sneaky suspicion that from this point on, we would never see things the same way ever 

again. Or maybe it happened after we lost something, or we lost someone and life’s bold colors 

faded a shade or two darker. There are times when we find ourselves looking at things through a 

different lens, perhaps as if we are viewing the world for the very first time. 

 

Here, way above the sky, 

Way above the night, 

We run and hide, 

We are everything you wanted us to be, and maybe more? 

And what’s left for us to find is buried deeper than before, 

Do we know where the light is the brightest, 

Do we know how to clear what the fear is, 

Do we know how to feel when we crave it, 

Do we know what we are… 

 

Jesus, after talking about a Sower who scatters seeds of good news throughout the fields, says 

God’s grace is also like a light which needs to be held up high so it can illuminate everything. 

You see, grace isn’t only something God gives us to show us we are forgiven. It’s not only 

something which shows up when God is in a good mood. Grace is the whole thing. Grace is there 

from our first breath until our last. God’s grace colors are everywhere, with everybody, shining 



on everything all of the time. We just can’t always see it. Like how the stars are canopied over us 

whether it is a clear night or not. Or how the moon still watches over us whether it is new or full. 

Or like how candles are still being held by the hands of saints after another mass shooting 

whether anyone else shows up. God’s grace is right there before us. We just don’t always see it.  

 

So Jesus says grace is like a lamp we are to hold up high. And when we do everything becomes 

exposed: This means all the stuff we’ve been carrying around for years. All our fear or guilt or 

shame. All of it. It’s the odd paradox of how grace works. Only when we are brave enough to 

explore the darkness will we finally see the infinite power of the light. And perhaps, it will be as 

if we are seeing ourselves, and others, and the world for the very first time.  

 

Please, I’m only passing by, 

And never lost is my, 

I'm running out of time, 

We are everything you wanted us to be or maybe more? 

And what's left for us to find is buried deeper than before, 

Do we know where the light is the brightest, 

Do we know how to clear what the fear is, 

Do we know how to feel when we crave it, 

Do we know what we are? 

 

So maybe here’s the point: our primary job—the church’s first priority—isn’t to tell people what 

to believe, or what they need to do to belong. The church’s foremost role is to hold God’s light 

up as high as we can, showing the world that according to God, they already belong and the 

colors of grace have been with them the whole time. But, tragically, when we listen to people’s 

stories about the church this usually isn’t the first thing we hear people talking about. 

 

I once went to a church in downtown Seattle. It was an enormous church on top of a hill that 

once held over 6,000 people, but had dwindled down to 100. They claimed to be a light on top of 

the hill for our city. Their motto was even, “Be the Light.” The problem was they only saw the 

world and the gospel in black and white, according to who was in and who was out. They held 

meeting after meeting, trying to figure out what went wrong, part of me wonders if the answer 

wasn’t right there the whole time when Jesus says, “For those who have, more will be given; and 

for those who do not have, even what they have will be taken away,” What is he talking about? 

Grace! Our job is to hold up the lamp of hope and compassion, the torch of love and justice as 

high as we can. Shining a light on God’s grace colors which have  been there all along.  

 

It's who we are. It’s who we’ve always been. We are a More Light church. God’s grace-saturated 

people who put on new lenses and try to see the world and ourselves as God does. And maybe 

when we do, we too become overwhelmed with gratitude and joy saying, “I never had any idea 

the world was so vibrantly full until now.” 

 

Do we know where the light is the brightest, 

Do we know how to clear what the fear is, 

Do we know how to feel when we crave it, 

Do we know what we are? 


