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Bright Sadness
By Deborah Wright

Several years ago I wrote a Lenten devotion using the beautiful expression
"bright sadness" to help explain the grief and joy I've always felt at Easter.  I would like
to share these words again because they remain meaningful to my life of faith, a source
of strength during struggles, and central to what I believe.

Forty-six years ago my father died suddenly and unexpectedly of
a massive heart attack on the Saturday before Easter.  He was only
forty-two years old, and I was only seven.  My mother had made me a
pale-blue dotted Swiss dress to wear on Easter Sunday.  Instead, I wore
my new outfit to my daddy's funeral.

I have many memories about the night my father died and the
days that followed.  While I was filled with an overwhelming sorrow
during those days, I also have memories of love surrounding me, offering
me glimmers of light through my dark sadness.

I remember waking up on Easter morning and finding new white
purses filled with treats that my mother somehow remembered to leave
for my sisters and me.  I remember quiet sobs during the funeral but my
mother's arms of comfort wrapped around me through it all.  I remember
sitting in the limousine after the service but smiling and waving at my
second grade teacher as she passed by.  I also remember feeling guilty
that she saw me smiling instead of crying, but I was so happy to see her
and felt special that she had cared enough to come.

Six years have passed since I shared that devotion.  This Lenten season I find
myself thinking again about bright sadness.  My sisters and I are now helping care
for our mother, trying to focus on the blessings of a life well-lived and the gift of
being able to say goodbye.  The challenges can be heartbreaking and are often



consuming.  Once again, however, amid the deep sadness there has also been
unimagined joy and peace.

It is amazing to me how joy and grief, two seemingly polar opposite emotions,
can exist so closely together, laughter intermingled with tears.  In my previous
devotion I wrote, "Sometimes we are a joyfully grieving people."  I've come to realize
that the beauty, truth and mystery of life unfold while we are joyfully grieving.  I
believe that life itself, not only the season of Lent, is bright sadness.

We are beloved children of God, but we each have personal stories of struggle
and pain, those "scratches in our souls" that we sometimes share with one another
but often bury deep within.  Bright sadness brings to heart and mind that grief is
a part of life, even as it was a part of the life of Christ.  Easter gifts us with the joy
of a risen Christ and the peace that only He can provide for all the seasons of our
soul.

Weeping may last for the night,
But a shout of joy comes in the morning.

Psalm 30:5

Your joy is your sorrow unmasked.
And the selfsame well from which your laughter rises was oftentimes filled with your tears.
And how else can it be?
The deeper that sorrow carves into your being, the more joy you can contain.
Is not the cup that holds your wine the very cup that was burned in the potter's oven?
And is not the lute that soothes your spirit, the very wood that was hollowed with knives?
When you are joyous, look deep into your heart and you shall find it is only that which has
given you sorrow that is giving you joy.
When you are sorrowful look again in your heart, and you shall see that in truth you are
weeping for that which has been your delight.
Some of you say, "Joy is greater than sorrow," and others say, "Nay, sorrow is the greater."
But I say unto you, they are inseparable.
Together they come, and when one sits alone with you at your board, remember that the
other is asleep upon your bed.
Verily you are suspended like scales between your sorrow and your joy.
Only when you are empty are you at standstill and balanced.
When the treasure-keeper lifts you to weigh his gold and silver, needs must your joy or
your sorrow rise or fall.
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