
Darkness:                                                                                   Karen Hollis 

Burial of Jesus Matthew 27:57-61                    
When it was evening, there came a rich man from Arimathea, named Joseph, who was also a 
disciple of Jesus. He went to Pilate and asked for the body of Jesus; then Pilate ordered it to be 
given to him. So Joseph took the body and wrapped it in a clean linen cloth and laid it in his own 
new tomb, which he had hewn in the rock. He then rolled a great stone to the door of the tomb 
and went away. Mary Magdalene and the other Mary were there, sitting opposite the tomb. 

 
The Uses of Sorrow                                                               by Mary Oliver 

 Someone I loved once gave me 
a box full of darkness. 
 

It took me years to understand  
that this, too, was a gift. 
 

Heavy                                                                                       by Mary Oliver 

That time     when you can not, and would not, 
I thought I could not    put it down.” 
go any closer to grief    So I went practicing. 
without dying     Have you noticed? 
 

I went closer,     Have you heard  
and I did not die.    the laughter 
Surely God     that comes, now and again, 
had his hand in this,    out of my startled mouth? 
 

as well as friends.    How I linger 
Still, I was bent,    to admire, admire, admire 
and my laughter,    the things of this world 
as the poet said,    that are kind, and maybe 
 

was nowhere to be found.   also troubled -  
Then said my friend Daniel,   roses in the wind, 
(brave even among lions),   the sea geese on the steep waves, 
“It’s not the weight you carry   a love  to which there is no reply? 
 

but how you carry it – 
books, bricks, grief –it’s all in the way 
you embrace it, balance it, carry it 

 
There are reasons why we celebrate the birth of Jesus near the longest night of the year 

. . . and why holy week is celebrated as the days lengthen through the spring. While the tradition 
of the church wants us to experience and explore the darkness that exists within the narrative of 
the liturgical year, the intent was never to drown in it. That’s why at the darkest time of the year, 
we celebrate the light of Christ coming into the world, and after the spring equinox, when the 
grass is growing and we can hear the birds again, we are asked to sit with death. There is no 
sugar coating Good Friday. Death is death. I remember going to art museums as a child and 
walking through rooms and rooms of paintings depicting Jesus on the cross. They were so 
difficult to look at. At a young age I wasn’t able to see the bigger picture of things like artistic 
style or the theology that motivated the composition of the painting. All I could see was suffering 
. . . perhaps Jesus’ suffering as well as my own. 
 When I was choosing the scriptures for this service, I almost left out the last line of this 
Matthew text: “Mary Magdalene and the other Mary were there, sitting opposite the tomb.” But 



then I realized they are the witnesses to the world turned upside down . . . they are the ones 
who observe the darkness. They are the ones who honour the moment with their attention. In 
time they will need to go home . . . and make supper. They will need to find a way to continue 
doing the things of life while the darkness remains with them.  
 I feel like a witness to the world turned upside down, as I live these days that are set 
apart from other days . . . perhaps you do too. Hearing the death toll rise around the world with 
the promise of more to come . . . it feels heavy. There is no sugar coating it. But perhaps Mary 
Oliver put her finger on something important . . . perhaps it is how we carry it . . . and here we 
are with plenty of time during these days to practice. Thanks be to God.   ~ Rev. Karen 
 

 


