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PRAYER: Shepard of all, in death you remained hidden from the world; teach us to love our 

hidden spiritual life with You and the Father. In Your role as the new Adam, you went down 

among the dead to release all the just existing there since the beginning; grant that all who are 

dead in sin may hear Your voice and rise to new life. Son of the living God, You have allowed 

us through baptism to be buried with You; grant that we may also rise with You in baptism 

and walk in newness of life. May the words of my mouth and the mediations of all our hearts 

be acceptable in thy sight, oh Lord our rock and redeemer. Amen. 

 

“HOLY SATURDAY, THE DAY IN-BETWEEN” 

 

On Holy Saturday, the lectionary presents us with a choice of Gospel readings. Both readings 

describe the burial of Christ, with Joseph of Arimathea figuring in each one. Matthew’s version tells 

us that Mary Magdalene and “the other Mary” (the mother of James and Joseph) were present, sitting 

opposite the tomb as Joseph of Arimathea laid Jesus in the tomb, rolled a stone across its entrance, 

and walked away. In John’s Gospel, Nicodemus helps Joseph of Arimathea with Jesus’ burial, 

bringing a hundred pounds (a hundred pounds!) of myrrh and aloes that he and Joseph use as they 

wrap Jesus in his shroud and lay him in the tomb. I love how Nicodemus, whom we encountered on 

the second Sunday of Lent, shows up again here; the man who questioned Jesus about the womb 

now tends his body at the tomb. 

 

Though the Jewish Sabbath soon descended after Jesus was laid in the tomb, some traditions hold 

that Jesus did not rest on this day. We see evidence of this in the Apostles’ Creed, in versions that 

follow the words “crucified, dead, and buried” with “He descended into hell” (or “He descended to 

the dead”). The idea that Christ descended into hell is particularly established in Mainstream 

Christianity. It’s also known as the Descent into Hades, the Harrowing of Hell, or the Resurrection. 

If you conduct a Google search for artwork depicting this scene, you will find one image titled 

“Christ Visits Hell,” which makes it sound like a vacation. Searching for artwork of the Descent 

regularly depicts Christ releasing Adam, Eve, and others from captivity in the underworld, such as 

the image from the 12th-century Winchester Psalter. The Descent embodies the idea that the one 

who fully entered our humanity on earth and thereby freed us was able also to enter even into hell 

and release those in bondage there. 

 

Whatever Christ was up to (or down to) on Holy Saturday, for his followers it was a day of sorrow 

and bewilderment. Grieving the one around whom they had shaped their lives, they had to choose 

whether they would isolate themselves in their sorrow and fear, or whether they would remain 

together and wait for a way to present itself. 

 

Holy Saturday is not a day for answers. It is a threshold day, a day that lies between, and so resists 

any easy certainty. It is a day of waiting, of remembering to breathe, of willing ourselves to turn to 

one another when grief lays hold of us. It is a day to open ourselves to the one who goes into the 

places of deepest pain and darkest fear, in order to bring us out. 

 

What stirs within you on this holy, in-between day? It’s Saturday. We have journeyed far in this 

season of Lent. We have, very unexpectantly however, most likely, carried our own fears and hopes 



 2 

as we’ve traveled through the wilderness spaces of these past weeks panic filled weeks. Lent 

normally generates its own field of intensity, one that seems only to quicken as we move through 

Holy Week, with its wild mix of celebration and grief. It’s Saturday. 

 

If you have grown weary in this season. If you have become overwhelmed. If you are still living 

with fear or anxiety or worry about what still lies ahead in our Coronvirus-19 world. If the swirl of 

Holy Week has become intense and we are physically apart. If time is moving strangely. If grief has 

been a traveling companion. If the ground beneath us has given way. If resurrection seems less than 

certain. It’s Saturday. 

 

This is the day that calls us to breathe. This is the day that invites us to make a space within the 

weariness, the fear, the ache. This is the day that beckons us to turn toward one another, and to 

remember we do not breathe alone. And especially remember we are not alone. It’s Saturday—the 

last, final day of Lent—it may be tempting to skip ahead to what awaits us on Sunday, without 

giving Holy Saturday its due. We know the rest of the story. Yet, imagine how you might linger 

with this holy day, as if you did not know the ending? What if you sat yourself down with the women 

opposite the tomb, and listened to their grief and longing, and waited with them? When times of 

darkness come in our own lives, and we don’t know the rest of the story, how does what God has 

done for us in the past give us cause to hope for what God will yet do? 

 

Yes, it’s Saturday! “Therefore, I Will Hope A Blessing for Holy Saturday” a poem by Jan 

Richardson, 

 

I have no cause to linger beside this place of death, 

no reason to keep vigil where life has left, 

and yet I cannot go, cannot bring myself to cleave myself from here, 

I can only pray that this waiting might yet be a blessing  

and this grieving yet a blessing and this stone yet a blessing 

and this silence yet a blessing still. 

 

 


