
Saturday of Holy Week: John 19: 38 - 42 

This day is perhaps the most difficult day of Holy Week. There is no set 
Liturgy. All is finished. Accomplished! 
 
What was there for the Marys and the disciples to do? It is not recorded in any 
of our Sacred Scripture, but perhaps they cried. Cried for themselves and for 
each other. “You have noted my lamentation; put my tears into your bottle; are they 
not recorded in your book?” (Psalm 56:8 BCP) Perhaps, the disciples gave 
themselves permission to lose control, and began weeping? I am sure this out 
pouring would have been helpful. If only to let out their emotions. My 
Grandmother used to say “Peel and mince onions Christopher to start the tears, 
and do not stop until you feel better.” 
 

 
 
The ancient monks of the Early Church would 
have known the importance of tears: 
 
 

 
If we arrive at stillness, we shall be able to be constant in weeping. For this reason we 
should beseech our Lord with an unrelenting mind to give us this. If we receive this 
gift – a gift which surpasses all others – then through weeping we shall enter into 
purity; and when we have entered there, it will not be taken away from us again, 
right up to the day of our departure from the world. Blessed, therefore, are the pure 
in heart who at all times enjoy this delight of tears and through it see our Lord 
continually.1 
 
During these increasingly dark and difficult days, to rediscover or give 
ourselves permission to cry will allow us to be in touch with our true selves 
instead of hiding our feelings and putting a brave face on. As St. Isaac the Syrian 
has shown us: It is through crying that we can see Our Lord. Then God seeing 
our need will come to our aid. Perhaps things will not seem so desperate. His 
fountain of love will turn our tears into an out pouring of the Holy Spirit. 
 
If you read this mornings gospel (Jn 19: 38-42) you will find yourself in a 
garden, laying Jesus in the Tomb with Joseph of Arimathea.  
 

 
 
Perhaps your tears will be punctuating the Silence? 
 

 
1 Isaac the Syrian, tr Sebastian Brock Ascetical Homilies p.178 



Holy Saturday: 

If we reflect on Jesus’ Passion: the false dawn of Palm Sunday; the emotions of 
Maundy Thursday and Good Friday, perhaps we will find similarities in our own 
lives? The emotional roller coaster we may be travelling on. Perhaps anger? 
The desolation of  this extended isolation from loved ones? Fear for the 
future? Living with the unknown? All these thoughts must have been passing 
through the minds of Jesus’ companions. You may find this quotation helpful: 
 
As an oar moves a boat by entering what lies outside it. A poem, like an oar, extends 
inner life into the waters of story and things, of language and music. There we are 
changed, moved by the encounter’s supporting buoyancy, and also its useful 
resistance.2  
 
We find ourselves back in the garden. “In the garden there was a new tomb in 
which no one had ever been laid… it was the Jewish day of Preparation… thy laid 
Jesus there.” (Jn 19: 41-42) This is not just any garden though. For in the Silence 
we will hear God will speak… (Remember Mary sitting at the feet of Jesus Lk 10: 
38-42 or in the Book of Genesis when Adam and Eve heard God walking in the 
garden Gen 3: 8). This garden in the New Eden. This is where God’s Creation is 
to be reborn. We must wait… We must listen… We must keep Faith… 
 

 
 
 

And in the cold night underneath the stars 
I felt something like love and nothing of fear 
For here was the holy ground and rising day 
And it was right to be there.3 

 
And so our Easter Vigil begins… 

 
2 Jane Hirshfield, Nine Gates: Entering the mind of Poetry, p.33 
3 Easter Vigil and Mass, Elizabeth Jennings New Collected Poetry p.208 


