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While It Is Still Dark 
 

My dear, dear friends. I have to tell you that this past week has been a doozy. Many 
of you probably know by now that two of our staff have tested positive for COVID. 
And the rest of the staff and the Elders have been discussing and planning what to 
do from here. Cleaning the facility. Coming up with better contact tracing methods. 
Just trying to determine how to prevent further and/or future spread. 
 
I just feel so sad because with the vaccines finally rolling out, many of you having 
already received your first round, Congress working on a financial package to help 
the process along, with all of this, it feels like we’re so close. We’re so close to be 
through this. And yet, there is still great risk and still so much suffering and sorrow. 
We’re so close, but we also feel so far.  
 
And frankly, I don’t know about y’all, but I just don’t know what to do with this. I’m 
having a hard time processing and accepting where we are. I’m so ready for this to 
be over, and also, I know that the consequences of moving too quickly or too 
carelessly are so dangerous and in too many cases deadly. 
 
I’m so tired, my friends. And I know y’all are too. But I don’t know…I suppose I just 
want to remind y’all to take precautions. You already know the drill. Just please stay 
safe. As safe as you can. I feel like I’m pleading with you, or maybe with God, to just 
keep us safe and let as many of us as possible get through this. 
 
We’ve already lost so many people. And the grief, the shame, the suffering that we 
are experiencing on a global level, it’s just too much. 
In our gospel text for today, I think I am most drawn to what happens while it was 
still dark. The text says, that after a long night of healing, while it was still dark, Jesus 
got up and went to a deserted place to pray. 
 
There are a few other places where movement happens while it was still dark, and 
those times are always challenging times, full of anxiety or fear or deep sorrow. The 
most poignant, of course, is at the end of this gospel when the women got up while it 
was still dark, to go tend to the body of the crucified Christ. 
 
While it was still dark, the women went out to pray and tend the body of their 
beloved, and what they found was an empty tomb and a promise for new life and 



restored hope in God’s promises to bring healing and wholeness to the land and to 
all God’s people. 
 
While it was still dark, Jesus went out to pray. To get away from the hustle and 
bustle. To take a moment to breathe. To remove any distractions or temptations. To 
be still, that he might remember what it is he is supposed to be doing.  
 
While it was still dark, Jesus set out to pray and realign himself with what it is God is 
up to, and how God is working through him to bring about healing and wholeness 
for all the land and all God’s people. 
 
While it was still dark, God’s people set out to engage in ritual, in prayer, in some 
kind of movement that they might receive some comfort, some ease, and hopefully, 
some insight into what they were to do next. 
 
While it was still dark.  
 
Well…it is still dark, and we are desperately needing comfort and ease, desperately 
needing direction and insight into what we are to do next.  
 
It is still dark, and we are needing an assurance, a reminder of God’s promise to 
bring wholeness and healing to all the land and to all of us, God’s people. 
 
Something I love about Mark’s gospel, is that he doesn’t waste time. We bounce 
immediately from one thing to the next. And you might read that as beautiful 
efficiency, but also, it helps as the reader to see how the story is all connected.  
 
The text ends with Jesus declaring to his disciples that it’s time to go forth and serve: 
to preach and heal all over the region. And the text begins with Simon’s mother-in-
law, sick in bed. But who after being healed, gets up and begins to serve them. 
 
The message here, which brings me a great deal of comfort, is that before we are 
commissioned and sent forth to serve, we are first healed ourselves. The life of 
discipleship is not one of deprivation or self-flagellation. We are not called to run 
ourselves ragged, caring only for others and never for ourselves. 
 
We are offered healing in our beings, rest in our souls, hope in our heart of hearts, 
that our God is a God of healing and wholeness, and our God is working in us and 
through us to bring that healing and wholeness to all.  
 
While it is still dark, we are invited to rest in the loving arms of our Creator to 
remember who and whose we are. To receive the promise of healing and hope for 



new life, and to be strengthened, to be encouraged, to be directed and called and 
sent to offer this healing and hope to all whom we meet. 
 
As I reflect on the times in my life when the world felt so dark, when I felt tired, 
overwhelmed, unsure of what to do next, it’s always that quiet, still place where I 
feel God’s presence the most. And it’s in those moments where I feel my own body, 
my own self being stitched up, mended and healed from whatever sought to tear me 
up.  
 
And in these moments, when the entire world feels dark. Where we are 
experiencing fatigue from everything. Where we are unsure what is going to happen 
next, what our lives are going to look like on the other side of this, when that other 
side is even going to arrive.  
 
In these moments, while it is still dark and we are tired and we are bruised, my dear 
beloved friends, know that in these moments our God is most present to us. Maybe 
we can’t grab each other by the hand the way Jesus grabs Simon’s mother-in-law’s, 
but we can still remember those moments when we have received that healing 
touch. We can cultivate stillness in our lives and open ourselves to receiving that 
promise, that healing touch in new or different ways.  
 
I am thinking of the gift of Zoom. I know I joke about it a lot, but Lord! What would 
we do without it?! We are able to create altars in our homes. Hear and see one 
another. Participate in ritual together in ways that are safe and somehow, by the 
grace of God, still meaningful and soothing. 
 
I am thinking of the beauty of celebrating communion in our own homes. Daring to 
call our houses holy, sanctified places where God is moving. Where God is present. 
Where God is working to heal us in mind, body, and soul. 
 
I am thinking of the many miraculous ways we have remained connected to and 
supportive of one another during this time, and though it is still dark, we see sparks 
of the dawn, glimmers of the sun on the horizon. We know the end of the story, the 
promise of the empty tomb: new life, new possibilities, healing and wholeness for all 
of Creation and all of us. 
 
Thanks be to God. Amen.   
 


