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Mark 1:29-34 (35-39)  

 

*** 

 

 In the dark, at the door, humankind is gathered. 

 Who will welcome us inside, into the light? 

 

 Life promises dark times. Life presents us with doors. Both are thresholds – the night 

leads from one day to the next, the door separates here from there. Christian mystics frequently 

use darkness and doors as metaphors to describe the obstacles and epiphanies of prayer. A person 

languishes in inner darkness, they say, until she begins to see that God is the darkness itself. 

Then the darkness becomes luminous, even revealing, even peaceful. One stands frustrated 

before one of the soul’s locked doors, until he begins to see that God is the door. Then a lock 

clicks, and a way appears.  

 

But, oh, it is a terrible thing to be trapped in the shadows, unable to see, waiting for the 

day to disperse them. It is terrible to stand before a door that won’t budge, knowing that the only 

way forward is through it.  

 

We live a lot of life this way – stuck, blocked. 

 

 In the dark, at the door, humankind is gathered. 

 Who will welcome us inside, into the light? 

 

The dark is a reference to time. When it descends on us, we feel God’s absence. Our 

understanding winks out, the flame of our faith wavers. This can happen to us for many reasons 

– grief, loneliness, confusion, anxiety, addiction, conflict, shame, even physical pain. When night 

falls, the dark night of the soul, as Saint John of the Cross called it, the voices of the demons are 

amplified, and the spirit groans for solace. Our bodies may wake in tandem with the sun, but our 

spirits dwell in perpetual night. Gloom can descend over days, weeks, months, even years.  

 

 The door is a reference to place. It is material. It has a frame, some hinges, a knob, a 

keyhole. It suggests transition and decision on life’s journey. It lets old things out and new things 

in. All this, of course, assumes it can be opened. Some doors suggest the world! If only we could 

find the key to fit the lock. Then we could press on our way. Some doors suggest a house, and 

the house a Host – a place to rest, a person to care. If only someone would hear our knocking! 

There is nothing more frustrating than when one gets the feeling that every path, every choice, 

leads to a locked door, or, worse, that it reveals the glimmer of a possible path, a sliver of an 

opening, before a door slams shut. 

 

 In the dark, at the door, humankind is gathered. 

 Who will welcome us inside, into the light? 

 

 



 Jesus prayed in the dark. He dwelled in it, and brought it inside his redemptive life. He 

prayed in the early morning, in sweet communion with his Heavenly Parent. He prayed at night 

in Gethsemane’s Garden, when evil powers converged upon him. There is no hour of the dark 

that Jesus has not made his own.   

 Jesus became our door. He became our way. With him, a way opens, revealing more of 

who he is. In the tenth chapter of John’s Gospel, Jesus tells his disciples, “I am the door; if 

anyone enters through Me, he will be saved, and will go in and out and find pasture” (John 10:9). 

On that early Easter morning, it was the dim light of dawn and a door that stood in 

defiance of God’s salvation. The women came prepared to go through the motions of burial and 

funeral; they came knowing that the door of the tomb would be blocked with a stone. And what 

they found instead was an opened door, a stone rolled away, and angels – bright, shining angels – 

where Jesus’ body should have been.  

 

Jesus has already overcome all despair, already opened every door.  

 

 In the dark, at the door, humankind is gathered. 

 Who will welcome us inside, into the light? 

 

That is why the masses came to him in Capernaum! They came in the night. They came 

and gathered outside the door of Peter’s house. They found one another in the night, and 

approached the light glowing in the windows of the house. They sought relief from their pain and 

their possession. They believed desperately that Jesus would be a light in their darkness, a key to 

their locked doors.  

In towns such as theirs, the synagogue was known as the “Gathering Place,” derived from 

the Greek word “synago,” which means “to gather.” In the night, at Peter’s door, the people 

“episynago” – they gather together. Very significantly, with Jesus the place of gathering has 

shifted from the religious space to the neighborhood doorstep; the time of gathering from 

daylight to darkness. This is the community that Jesus came to save – the hurting masses – and 

this is the site for his ministry – the redeemed and healing home, the open house, whose candles 

burn against the night.  

What are we to do when our days are clouded by shadows, when our journey is blocked 

by a door? We gather together to seek Jesus.  

 

 In the dark, at the door, humankind is gathered. 

 Who will welcome us inside, into the light? 

 

Jesus was so familiar with our experience of the darkness and the door that he used these 

symbols in his parables. Do you remember this one? A man had an unexpected traveler arrive at 

his house in the night, and he had no food to feed his guest. So, he threw on his robe and walked 

to his neighbor’s house, banged on the door, and asked for some extra food. The man knocked 

and knocked, and the owner of the house, finally more annoyed than generous, relented, got out 

of his bed, unlocked his door, and passed provisions across the threshold. 

Jesus was saying something about prayer, that with him, the Lord of the dark and the 

door, unseeing times can be transformed into times for boldness, and locked doors into places of 

persistence.  



What are we to do when our days are clouded by shadows, when our journey is blocked 

by a door? We gather together to seek Jesus, and we pray with persistence in Jesus’ name.  

  

In the dark, at the door, humankind is gathered. 

 Who will welcome us inside, into the light? 

 

Inside prison’s thick light-blocking walls, enclosed by doors locked from without, the 

earliest Christians came to know the dark and the door for themselves. In their Philippian prison, 

bound to the walls, Paul and his companions decided to sing – they sang out against despair, they 

sang behind closed doors. They belted out hymns and spiritual songs to God. And the scripture 

says, “At once all the prison doors flew open, and everyone’s chains came loose” (Acts 16:26). 

Lights were brought, and the jailer, astounded by God’s power and mercy, experienced a change 

of heart. “At that hour of the night,” the scripture says, “the jailer took them” – the prisoners! – 

“and washed their wounds; then immediately he and all his household were baptized. The jailer 

brought them into his house and set a meal before them; he was filled with joy because he had 

come to believe in God—he and his whole household” (Acts 16:33-34). 

 What a transformation! From the darkness of a bolted prison to the bright, intimate light 

of a home – this is what God can do. 

What are we to do when our days are clouded by shadows, when our journey is blocked 

by a door? We gather together to seek Jesus, we pray with persistence in Jesus’ name, and we 

sing out our hope. 

 

 In the dark, at the door, humankind is gathered. 

 Who will welcome us inside, into the light? 

 

 Gathering, praying, singing… this is our life of worship!  

 

 We know the secret of the darkness!  

 

Christ is risen in it – so we gather, pray, and sing. 

  

We possess the key to the door!  

 

Christ has opened it – so we gather, pray, and sing. 

 

Like Peters mother-in-law, we, too, have been raised and healed – no longer afraid of the 

dark night. We have readied our home and lit our lights. 

Like Peter’s mother-in-law, we are no longer stuck behind a closed door, our threshold no 

longer separates from the world outside. We have thrown the door open to the whole city. 

So, friends, like she who was raised up from her infirmity and set to serving alongside 

Christ, may we begin to answer this question: 

 

 In the dark, at the door, humankind is gathered. 

 Who but you and I will welcome them inside, into the light? 

 

 In the name of God our Creator, God our Redeemer, and God our Sustainer. Amen. 


