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A Night Light Ministry 
Rev. Barb Certa-Werner 

Isaiah 9: 1-4 

 

In the summer of 2021, I spent a lot of time in Chicago with my mom while my dad was in the hospital. I had 

forgotten what it was like living in the city. The streets are lit up with streetlights, traffic lights, headlights, porch 

lights and store/restaurant lights. I spent a lot of time pulling down shades, closing curtains, and/or blocking out 

the light so that I would get a better night’s sleep.  

Since my mom used a walker, I made sure that there were enough nightlights to guide her to the bathroom and 

kitchen. As much as I wanted complete darkness, the need for some light to guide her path was a priority. Those 

small lights provided a sense of security as my mom walked through the darkened apartment.  

When it was apparent that my mom would not be going back to her apartment, I spent many nights there on my 

own, sorting, discarding, and packing. And as the evening drew near, those lights were a reminder to me of how 

much she needed those lights to guide her. And when I unplugged them, I thought about how significant a little bit 

of light is when we are surrounded by darkness, unsure of our next steps.  

Friends, we all find ourselves walking around in darkness from time to time, literally and figuratively. This summer, 

I heard something break in the basement and I thought – great, the cats have knocked something over and I better 

go and check it out. I went to the basement in the dark – and my eyes were already adjusted to the dark. I couldn’t 

find what was broken – until I stepped on it! Of course – on comes the lights and an inspection of my injury. I 

cleaned everything – including myself up and shut the lights back off – stumbling my way back to the bed after 

stubbing my toe once or twice.  

I have thought about how in life, we sometimes get used to being in the dark. We have adjusted to it. We go 

through the motions of what is expected, needed, wanted, demanded and we maintain the status quo. We say we are 

satisfied with the way things are. We think to ourselves, I have what I wanted – a home, a family, money, status, 

power, respect. What more do I need? What else is there in this life? 

And then one day, quite by accident, a night light is plugged in. And as you walk, you notice that what you thought 

was one thing was actually only a shadow of what is, and that more importantly, you have a brighter path to see.  

Remember the Scripture text that was read this morning from Isaiah, “The people walking in darkness have seen a 

great light. On those living in pitch-dark land, light has dawned.”  

What is the darkness that we have gotten used to that perhaps we no longer see? What needs some light?  

There are some things collectively that I think we no longer see: 

 the homeless 

 those in poverty 

 immigrants/asylum seekers 

 plastics in almost everything – including our food 

 soft pornography in “R” and PG-13 films 

 addiction – alcohol, food, drugs, gambling, porn, shopping 
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 Mental illness 

 Violence – in words, and actions 

 Greed – taking more than we need 

 Injustice – who goes to prison and the accompanied sentencing.  

And then there is our personal darkness, that perhaps we do see and don’t know what to do about it: 

 Greed 

 Mental illness  

 Depression, anxiety, addiction 

 Loneliness 

 Disconnection  

 Historical trauma 

How do we see light? How do we shine?  

This past week, found me taking more naps and spending more time in front of the TV than usual. I was nursing 

this dreadful cold/flu and could not manage to read. So, I watched some biographies. One of them was about 

Audrey Hepburn.  I knew her name because of my mom and dad- they loved watching her in Roman Holiday and 

Breakfast at Tiffany’s. And I had also heard her name associated with UNICEF. I learned that Audrey was born In 

Brussels. In 1939, Hepburn’s mother moved them to Arnhem, in the Netherlands during WWII. The occupation by 

Germany was very long – five years in total. During this time period was the Dutch Famine, also known as the 

Hunger Winter. As a result, Audrey remembers eating “Tulip Bulb Bread.”  After D-Day, the Red Cross and 

UNICEF (The United Nations Children’s Fund) brought food and supplies. Audrey remembers this time with such 

gratitude that after sharing her story, UNICEF asked her to be a Good Will Ambassador. Audrey spent 1988-1993 

inspiring others to give and support UNICEF, to prevent illness and starvation for women and children all over the 

world. She said, “I can testify to what UNICEF means to children, because I was among those who received food 

and medical relief after World War II> I have a long lasting gratitude and trust for what UNICEF does.” 

What a strong, lasting impact UNICEF had on Audrey. Friends, you have received much more than food, or 

medicine or shelter – you have received eternal life through Jesus Christ. What an impact would your story have on 

someone else’s life? Afterall, in 2 Corinthians 5:20, “Now then, we are ambassadors for Christ, as though God were 

pleading through us: we implore you on Christ’s behalf, be reconciled to God.”   

Here is the point, when most of us get uncomfortable, sharing how God has acted in and through our lives. This is 

when we would like to “hide our light under a bushel.” We don’t want to make others uncomfortable. We don’t 

want to make conversations awkward. We would rather talk about football, baseball, basketball, the Kardashians, or 

the latest bingeworthy tv show.  

I completely understand – you don’t want to be “one of those people” knocking on doors asking are you saved? 

And, we don’t have to be that way. We testify to the power of Jesus in our lives by living a life of integrity, 

generosity, hope, compassion and care. We have this opportunity.  

 

But I think we are called to a less passive testimony, and yet we do not need to be aggressive. When asked, “why?”  
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 I serve because God has called me to serve.  

 I love because God has loved me first.  

 I give because I have been blessed.  

 I sign the petition because it is the right thing to do. 

 I protest injustice because God calls for justice. 

 I extend mercy because God is merciful.  

I came across a short devotion in Alive Now! written by Beth A. Richardson wrote in Child of the Light: Walking 

through Advent and Christmas, that poetically sums up our prayers for being a light in a darken world:  

“Shine in my heart, Lord Jesus: - this is a simple phrase represents both a deep felt longing and an invitation to a way to live… 

“Shine in my heart”, the place where I experience God, the heart where I experience God-hunger. I long for the light of Christ 

to “shine in my heart,” nurturing and sustaining my spirit.  

“Shine in my heart” – illuminate the dark place in my heart: the sadness, grief and anger. Illuminate the dark places in my 

mind: the resentments, the frustrations. Illuminate the dark place in my spirit: the depression, the anxiety, the fear. “Shine in 

my heart Lord Jesus” and lighten the heaviness that paralyzes my action. Heal the wounds and sins that keep me separated 

from God.  

“Shine in my heart”– show me the way through the confusing paths I may take, the choices too numerous, the infinite options 

postmodern life. “Shine in my heart” as a beacon of guidance, leading me through the chaos of these days.  

“Shine in my heart” – so that my life may mirror Christ’s heart and mind and hands in the world. May my heart be filled 

with God’s love so that I may be heart and hands and words of Christ in the world. May God guide me to acts of love, 

compassion and understanding in my thoughts, words and deeds.   

 


