
Luke’s Parables: Food for Thought 
Cassie Waller 

Luke 8:16-18 (ESV): 
“No one lights a lamp and hides it in a clay jar or puts it under a bed. Instead, they put it on a stand, 
so that those who come in can see the light. For there is nothing hidden that will not be disclosed, 
and nothing concealed that will not be known or brought out into the open. Therefore consider 
carefully how you listen. Whoever has will be given more; whoever does not have, even what they 
think they have will be taken from them.” 

Consider carefully how you listen. I read that as “Hey, you! Yeah, YOU. I’M TALKING TO YOU.” 
Imagine being in a crowd of people from many different towns— thousands of people, standing 
elbow-to-elbow in the heat, straining forward to hear what Jesus has to say. He’s talking about 
lighting a lamp, and that light will reveal every hidden thing, every secret. You’re standing fifteen 
people deep in the press, watching his lips so you can make out what he’s saying, and suddenly he 
turns his face toward where you’re standing. He locks eyes with you, looking at you with affection, as 
if he knows you. And it sure feels like he does. He continues without turning his gaze. “Therefore 
consider carefully how you listen.” 

I’ve been tempted to hear this story from Jesus and put myself in the place of the lamplighter. I take 
responsibility for the placement and intensity of the flame I’m tending. If it needs to burn brighter, I 
will simply have to learn to share my faith more bravely. I’ve fooled myself into believing that the 
light I carry is the one I’ve been offered—the light of hope, and life, and truth. But I have been 
carrying my own poor imitation. A self-curated flame, created in my own image and lit by illusion. It 
flickers in the slightest breeze, and its fate is sealed.  

Meanwhile, a blazing hot torch, impossible to snuff, is being held out to me.  It’s been there all along
—I’ve lived within the radius of its glow all of my life. It is lit by glory, stoked with passion and truth, 
and anything but tame. What does Jesus mean when he says that whoever does not have, even 
what they think they have will be taken from them? If I tend to my sad replica of a lamp and refuse to 
recognize the brightness of truth filling the air around me,  won’t my flame eventually burn out? My 
life—and my lamp—is not my own. 

What about you? Whose torch do you lift the highest? Living in the light of Glory means living in 
truth, moment by moment—even when it’s not easy or convenient or warm and fuzzy. Have you, like 
me, banished the light of hope and freedom from certain places in your life? The lamp is a gift. It 
wasn’t made by me, earned by me, or lit by me. I simply hold it up. Would you be praying with me 
that we would each relinquish our attempts at control, and simply let it shine? 


