
Darkness  

by David Whyte 

 

When your eyes are tired 

the world is tired also. 

 

When your vision has gone 

no part of the world can find you. 

 

Time to go into the dark 

where the night has eyes 

to recognize its own. 

 

There you can be sure 

you are not beyond love. 

 

The dark will be your womb tonight. 

 

The night will give you a horizon 

further than you can see. 

 

You must learn one thing. 

The world was made to be free in. 

 

Give up all the other worlds 

except the one to which you belong. 

 

Sometimes it takes darkness and 

the sweet confinement of your aloneness 

to learn 

 

anything or anyone 

that does not bring you alive 

is too small for you. 

 

 

Darkness 

Rilke 

 

You darkness from whom I am born – 

I love you more than all the fires 

that block out the night; 

for the fire limits the world 

to the circle it lights up 

and excludes all the rest. 

But the darkness holds everything: 

shapes and shadows, creatures and me, 

peoples and nations — just as they are. 



It lets me imagine 

a great presence stirring beside me. 

I believe in the darkness 

 

Dreaming the Dark 
Rev. Peggy Clarke 

 

We have entered the winter solstice.  Often today is the day people talk about the return of the light.  The 

shortest day is behind us and little by little our days get longer.  I don’t want to talk about that.  I want to talk 

about the glory of the dark.  We can fool ourselves with talk about lengthening light, but our experience these 

days is one of darkness.  I’d like to savor it for just a little while. 

We need the turning Earth to give us the dark.  We thrive because of it.  A child did an experiment with 

three plants.  One had dark all the time, one had light all the time and one was exposed to the natural rhythms of 

light and dark.  The one in the dark died quickly.  The one in the light thrived briefly, and then died.  The one 

with both light and dark lived well for a long time.  If we are going to live well, we need the light to turn to dark.   

The light is energizing.  I know why that plant exposed only to light thrived at first.  That plant grew very 

fast over the first week or two.  But then it stopped growing and ultimately withered.  Light is invigorating.  But, 

that vitality is only sustainable if there are periods of rest.  The dark brings us rest.   

After college I travelled cross country and ended up spending some time in Utah after befriending the 

hotel staff at Bryce Canyon.  Late at night, when work was done, we’d play in the dark.  The canyon had no 

artificial light source  It was dark and silent.  We played a game called Sardines.  It’s hide and seek in reverse.  

One person hides and everyone else looks for them.  Once you find the person hiding, you hide with them, 

climbing into their hiding spot, until, one by one, everyone is hiding and no one is seeking any more.  One night 

in the Canyon, the first person to hide laid down beside a fallen tree.  To find him, we weren’t allowed to use 

flash lights and cell phones didn’t exist, so we were seeking in pitch black.  Once someone was found it would 

get a little easier because you could hear the sound of voices or people squishing in trying to hide together.  But 

when the game started, we were each alone in the dark.   

When we reached the count of 10, freeing us up to begin our search,  I reached out quickly and grabbed 

my travelling companion so as not to be alone.  Because neither of us knew the area, we didn’t know what to 

expect in the dark.  We wandered tentatively, our arms out in front of us.  We were last finding our friends, which 

meant we were next to hide.  We decided not to hide with all the rocks and trees where the others were gathered, 

but to go out to the field. Not quite a field in that there wasn’t any grass, but it was a large open expanse.  We 

simply laid down in the middle of it.  When our friends were done counting, they came looking for us. They’d 

heard the direction we’d walked and followed those tracks.  They walked right by us, one at a time, some closer, 

some further, back and forth around and even over us.  While they were searching, we were lying on our backs 

watching the stars.  We remained still and silent and attentive.  As each person found us, they also laid down and 

watched the stars.  In the course of 15 minutes or so, each person joined us.  And while we hid in the dark, we 

found the night sky. We stayed in that field long after the game was over, each resting in the hush of the dark.   

Because of the dark that night, we were able to see things we wouldn’t have found in the light.  The sky 

is a glorious thing, filled with the mystery of infinity.  In Utah, the night reveals more stars than you can count, 

but you can also see the Milky Way, that confounding galaxy of which we are but a tiny part.  It sweeps across 

the sky, reminding us simultaneously of both the insignificance of our individual existence and the wonder and 

magnificence of being alive.  And the only way to see it, is in the dark.   

I love that image in the poem I read earlier.  The fire limits the world to what we can see.  The dark holds 

everything.  With the light, we were limited  to  the trees, the rocks, the field.  In the dark we could see the 

endlessness of the world, the boundless, limitlessness of what we call the universe.  In the light, the canyon exists. 

In the dark, everything exists.   

Like the poet, I believe in the darkness. 

In the dark, we can also turn curiosity inward.  We find parts of ourselves we don’t always explore, parts 



we don’t show in the light.  I’m not referencing the unconscious parts of our psyches or our shadow-selves.  I’m 

talking about deep longings, the profound questions of our souls that live within us.  How can I believe in a moral 

universe if people suffer?  What is the meaning of life?  Do I have the moral fortitude to live up to my own values?  

The questions we live into, the questions we developed a long time ago that continue to pull at our legs begging 

for attention- those are the questions of the dark. The dark entices those questions, coaxes them from deep within 

us and nestles them so we can contemplate, sinking into our oldest yearnings and secret wonderings.  

Sometimes the questions we ponder aren’t old, sometimes in the dark we finally have time to process the 

day, to give thought to all the things that had to be passed on or passed by because there were too many other 

things to be done and seen in the light.  The dark is our time of rest, our time for rejuvenating, our time to catch 

up with ourselves.   

I believe in the darkness. 

The dark is also a time of waiting.  In the Christian tradition, these last four weeks, the weeks when the 

dark encroaches on much of the day, these weeks are called Advent.  Advent symbolically marks the end of 

Mary’s pregnancy, leading up to Christmas Day when her child is born.  Advent is the liturgical time for waiting, 

waiting as pregnant women do.  Once the birth happens, everything is different, but for now, there’s nothing to 

be done.  Movement is limited in those last few weeks.  Feet are swollen, backs are strained.  Early contractions 

highlight the anticipation, prolong the waiting.  Advent ends with the birth of Jesus, the birth of the light.  It is 

predictable, but knowing that it will come, doesn’t alter the anticipatory experience of living in the meantime, 

that space between what was and what will be.   

Pagans, who gave us the solstice tradition, are also waiting the birth of the light.  (That these things are 

connected is not accidental. Christians gained acceptance in a pagan world by aligning their holidays.)  Pagans 

will celebrate the triumph of the dark and what feels like the stillness of the sun as it is suspended almost 

powerlessly in the sky.  They will call to the Dark King who will soon be transformed by Infant Light.  They will 

watch for the coming of dawn when the Great Mother Earth will again birth the Divine Sun Child, the bringer of 

light and warmth.  They will acknowledge the stillness that comes before the motion, the necessity of the dark of 

the womb, the dark of the soil where the seed waits, patiently.   

The dark is pregnant with expectation.  The unknown opens up the possibilities.  The emptiness of the 

dark is filled with hope.  The dark of night will end with a glorious sunrise.  The dark of winter will end with the 

spring.  Spiritually, each dark night of the soul comes to a close, ends with an awakening, a new way of living 

and being in the world.  Like the new mother knows, the dark of expectant pregnancy soon gives way, soon births 

something unknown and gorgeous and exciting.  

Of course it does.  The sun is already there.  It is out of view, but it continues to exist.  Every Advent ends 

with Christmas, every winter turns to spring, every night becomes day.  Because both the light and the dark exist 

always.  And I believe in the darkness. 

The dark comes and goes, but we need the dark.  We dream in the dark.  Pieces of ourselves that are not 

conscious in the light, speak to us in the dark.  The arctic ground squirrel sleeps or really hibernates for 8 months 

a year.  Every 4 weeks or so, he wakes himself up just enough to enter REM sleep.  He uses 50% of the calories 

he stored in his body to be able to do this periodically through the winter.  Why?  Because he needs to dream to 

stay alive. 

In the dark, we can dream.  We can imagine a world that looks exactly as we’d have it.  As a congregational 

consultant, I’m often invited to meet with congregational leaders in times of transition or stagnation and often, I 

begin by inviting them to close their eyes and dream.  What would you like this congregation to be in 5 or 10 

years?  I propose all sorts of possibilities and opportunities, ways for congregations to live into their values.  When 

they open their eyes, they let us each into their dreams.  We create a fantasy together.  A big What If.  Imagine 

what this could be.  Imagine who we could be together.  Then we make plans.  Serious plans from 10 years to 5 

years to 2 years bringing us to the moment we’re in.  What has to happen today to get us to where we’re going.  

Congregations thrive when they have dreams.   

So do people.  In the dark, we can get in touch with our dreams.  We can remember who we want to be, 

we can imagine the possibilities.  Our dreams keep us alive.  They move us from where we are to wherever we’re 

going.  They keep us connected with our younger selves, the ones who thought everything was possible.   

Part of the difficulty for me of aging is the elimination of dreams.  There are some things I’m simply never 

going to do.    And there are some dreams I continue to hold on to. Places I really want to see, things I want to 



accomplish, excitements about the future that continue to inspire me.   

Of course, dreams don’t have to be achievable.  They just need to be motivational.  They have to keep our 

creativity alive.  Dreams move us inward, toward a clearer understanding of ourselves.  Dreams move us outward 

on the path we want our lives to take.   

Like the poet, like so many dreamers, I believe in the darkness. 

I believe the darkness is our place of rest.  The place we come to at the end of each day and at the end of 

each year.  Of course it’s where we start each day and each year as well.  We being and end in the dark.  We start 

with the unknowing, with the dreaming.  And it’s where we stop to regroup, to catch up with ourselves.  It’s in 

the dark that we find the pieces of ourselves that got lost in the light, where we see our true faces, where we reveal 

our hidden identities.  In the dark, we discover the universe outside of ourselves. Vast, majestic, magnificent, 

complex and usually out of sight.  The dark can hold us while we wait.  We are cushioned by the womb of the 

dark as we wait to be born, as we wait to give birth, as we wait for…whatever is yet to come.   

I believe in the dark because the darkness holds everything.  When we consider the Big Bang Theory, we 

even know the darkness holds the light, that light comes from darkness.  The light always exists and the dark will 

yield to it, limiting our vision to the circle the light is offering.  But the dark will return and with it, our grand 

sense of the All.   

I believe in the darkness because our dreams come from the darkness, because we are dreaming even the 

dark.  We are creating our realities through what we believe to be possible, we are dreaming ourselves and our 

children and our past and futures into existence.   

These are our darkest days.  We are in the winter solstice.  We have reached the time when light is shortest, 

when dark is all around us.  These are the days of our rest.  These are the days of waiting in anticipation, and 

these are the days of our discovery of all that is being held in the dark. Before Christmas comes, before the birth 

of the light, let us all embrace and believe in the dark. 

 

 
 


