
April 03 2021 (click for audio)
Holy Saturday

Today is Saturday the 3rd of April, Holy Saturday, the day that the Hope of the Na ons lay dead in the 
grave.

Pause
As I enter prayer now, I pause to be s ll; to breathe slowly; to re-center my sca ered senses upon the 
presence of God.

Pause and pray

Prayer of Approach

Jesus, help me to rest with You in the dark cave of my unknowing. I relinquish my desire for easy 

answers and my insistence upon immediate results, asking only for the grace to wait a li le longer and

to trust a li le more.

Rejoice and Reflect
Holy Saturday is pre-eminently a day of wai ng. And so I take the ancient tes mony of all God’s 
people expressed in the words of Psalm 40 and make it my own..

I waited pa ently for the Lord to help me,
and he turned to me and heard my cry.
He li ed me out of the pit of despair,
out of the mud and the mire.
He set my feet on solid ground
and steadied me as I walked along.
Psalm 40:1-2

Pause and pray
‘The Bible tells us almost nothing about this mysterious day sandwiched between crucifixion and 
resurrec on when God allowed the whole of crea on to live without answers. And yet, although we 
know so li le about it, Holy Saturday seems to me to describe the place in which many of us live our 
lives: wai ng for God to speak. We know that Jesus died for us yesterday. We trust that there may be 
miracles tomorrow. But what of today – this eternal Sabbath when heaven is silent? Where, we 
wonder, is God now?’*
*Pete Greig, God on Mute, p207

Since the Bible tells us so li le about Holy Saturday, today’s reading comes from the moment it ends, 
at dawn on Easter Sunday as Mary ar culates our own sense of disorienta on and loss, saying ‘They 
have taken away my Lord and I do not know where they have laid him’ (John 20:13):

Now Mary stood outside the tomb crying. As she wept, she bent over to look into the tomb… At 
this, she turned round and saw Jesus standing there, but she did not realize that it was Jesus.

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1HV7NGKvti037asoEZwPZzTS1__BXOzND/view?usp=sharing


He asked her, ‘Woman, why are you crying? Who is it you are looking for?’
Thinking he was the gardener, she said, ‘Sir, if you have carried him away, tell me where 
you have put him, and I will get him.’
Jesus said to her, ‘Mary.’
She turned towards him and cried out in Aramaic, ‘Rabboni!’ (which means ‘Teacher’).
John 20:11, 14-16

Isn’t it beau ful that 'the first words of the new covenant are a ques on. Not an announcement, not 
an answer, but a quietly considerate ques on addressed to a weeping woman: “Why,” Jesus wants to 
know, “are you weeping?” And for anyone like Mary, anyone like… me, who has journeyed through the
darkness of Maundy Thursday and the despair of Good Friday to reach this garden tomb, it’s a stupid 
ques on. But it’s also a profound ques on and, with hindsight, even a funny one too. Jesus, the God 
you may confuse with a gardener, simply speaks Mary’s name. Easter dawns with a ques on and a 
name.’**
**Pete Greig, God on Mute, p373-4

Ask
‘As Jesus approaches, what ques on do I hear Him asking me? And what expression do I see on His 
face as He speaks my name? 

Thank You, Lord, that You know my name, see my tears, and care about my story. Please open my eyes 
to see You today in the people I meet. And teach me to ask the kind of ques ons that
unlock their hearts.’***
***Pete Greig, God on Mute, p374

Pause and pray
Mary is staring into Jesus’ empty tomb. The body is gone; she fears she will never have closure for her 
grief. But then she turns around… 

This last year has brought much sorrow to so many. I think of someone I know who seems right now to
be staring into empty darkness. Lord Jesus, may they turn around and see You, even if at first, like 
Mary, they don’t recognize who you really are..

Pause and pray

Yield
Rather than returning to the Bible passage as usual, I turn instead on this unusual day to prayerfully 
explore a sonnet for Holy Saturday wri en by the poet and priest Malcolm Guite:****
**** Malcolm Guite, ‘Holy Saturday: Sta on XIII Jesus’ body is taken down from the cross’  
h ps://malcolmguite.wordpress.com/2016/03/26/holy-saturday-sta ons-xiii-and-xiv/

His spirit and his life he breathes in all
Now on this cross his body breathes no more
Here at the center everything is s ll
Spent, and emp ed, opened to the core.



A quiet taking down, a prizing loose
A cross-beam lowered like a weighing scale
Unmaking of each thing that had its use
A long withdrawing of each bloodied nail,
This is ground zero, emp ness and space
With nothing le  to say or think or do
But look unflinching on the sacred face
That cannot move or change or look at you.
Yet in that prizing loose and le ng be
He has unfastened you and set you free.

Today ‘is ground zero’ as the poet says ‘With nothing le  to say or think or do.’  That must have been 
how Mary felt as she du fully turned up to tend the corpse of Jesus. It’s some mes how I have felt 
too. Mary’s worship didn’t make sense. Her hope had died. And yet it was because she was there, 
going through the mo ons, wai ng and weeping, that she saw the risen Lord. 

Pause and pray

Yielding Prayer
Like Mary at dawn, I’m here to worship.
Rabboni, teach me to wait.
Like Mary at the tomb, my hope has died
Rabboni, teach me to wait.
Like Mary in the garden, You’re hidden from my eyes
Rabboni, teach me to wait.

Yielding Promise
And now, as I prepare to take this me of prayer into the coming day, the Lord who loves me says in 
Psalm 27, 

I remain confident of this:
I will see the goodness of the Lord
in the land of the living.
Wait for the Lord;
be strong and take heart
and wait for the Lord. 
Psalm 27:13-14

Closing Prayer
Father, help me to live this day to the full,
being true to You, in every way.
Jesus, help me to give myself away to others,
being kind to everyone I meet.
Spirit, help me to love the lost,proclaiming Christ in all I do and say.
Amen.




