Welcome Grief = The Rev. Denise Schiavone
“Woman, whg are you weeping’?”
[tis a qucstion the two angcls in the empty tomb M(e]g alreadg know the answer to.

Just c]ags before this, Marg Magc{a]ene stood at the foot of the cross in
Jerusalem and witnessed Jesus’s agonizing death. As one of his closest disciplcs,
the Pain and sorrow she feels must be excruciating. And now she hears the

ques’cion, “Woman, whg are you wecping?”

She cxPlains to the angcls thcg’vc taken away her | ord. [Her grie{: swells to a
near-unbearable Point, in the realization she won’t be able to finish anointing
Jesus’s bodg, an imPortant ritual in the Jewish burial custom. After Iosing her
beloved friend and teacher, now she cannot expcriencc these first steps toward

closure and hca]ing.
“Woman, w}‘ny are you wceping’?”

Those words may have Perplexed Marg. AFter all she’d lost, why would she notbe

weeping’?

Those of us cxPeriencing loss of some kind may be similarlg confused bg the
ques’cion, or }33 variations of it we encounter, Particu]arly this time oggear. The
exact words may not be the same, but the message runs along the same vein. As
the (Christmas season brings a Frcnzy of holic}ag festivities and the pressure to be
haPPg and have Fun, all around us, we are told: “]t’s the most wonderful time of the

3car”!

From this cacophong of noise rises the question: Whg are you weePing?



Welcome Grief = The Rev. Denise Schiavone

A world that has taken the (Christ out of (Christmas cannot understand the
darkness this season can bring for some. |t's almost as if we're expectcd to
ComPartmentalize grieﬁ—to keep itin Private Places, to avoid making People

uncomfortable with our Pain.

Carief expert and author [Trancis Weller sPeaks to how we often attempt to

ComPartmenta]ize grimc, but how welcoming ourgri@c can open us in unexpected

wags. WC”CI’ 58952 :

No one escapes sugering in this life. None of us is exempt from loss, Pain,
illness, and death. [ Jow is it that we have so little understaﬂdiﬂg of these
essential exPericnces? How is it that we have attcmpted to kccP grifnC
seParatcc{ from our lives and on]y bcgruc{gingly acknowlcc{gc its presence at

the most obvious of times, such as a funeral?

[t is the accumulated losses of a lifetime that slow]g weigh us down—the times
of rcjcction, the moments of isolation when we felt cut off from the
sustaining touch of comfort and love. [t is an ache that resides in the heart,
the faint echo ca”ing us back to the times of loss. \We are called back, not so
much to make things right, but to acknowledge what haPPenec{ to us. (rief
asks that we honor the loss and, in doing 50, deepen our capacitg for

Compassion..‘Grie}C is part of the dance.

“Cirief is part of the dance.” | ike Marg, we may be grieving the loss of someone

we loved—those we will remember tonight. Orwe may be exPeriencing griemc over

1 Francis Weller, The Wild Edge of Sorrow: Rituals of Renewal and the Sacred Work of Grief (North Atlantic Books:
2015), 19-20, 70.
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other losses: shattered relationships) strugglcs with a mental illness or other health

Problem, financial cha”cngcs, orjust sheerloneliness.

This season can seem to be sPinning mad]g around us with forced merriment and
multitudes of distractions. \/\/e may encounter People confused bg our sadness,
imPatient with us, or worse, dismissing our Pain. PBut as we wait for the hope of
(God incarnate, Advent offers a space to bring that gri@c, An oPPor‘tunit\tj to
expcriencc hea]ing t}wrough the coming light o{:Jesus (Christ, not the Baby
sleeping in the manger, but Jcsus standing beside us as we peer into the empty

tomb— Jesus weePing with us.

(God knows our Pain, and he knows whg we weep. FPsalm i%9 says (od knows our
sitting down and rising up, he discerns our thoughts from afar. ]ndccc{, there is not
a word on our lips that he does not know. No tlﬂoughts hidden from him. He

created our inmost parts, knit us together in our mother's womb.
]t is an intimacg unlike any other we know.

As we offer our Pain to (God this evening, may we find hope in this intimacy and in
(od's enduring love for us—the dcpth and breadth of which we can onlg try to
comPrehencl, As we sPenc{ this time together honoring our loved ones, may we
expcricncc this sacred space as one of compassion) for ourselves and for each
other. Mag we find peace and healing in community. And may the Ho]g Spirit

comfort and keep us this season and all year ]ong. Amen.



