
The Rev’d Anne Privett 

Sitting Opposite the Tomb 

A Reflection on Holy Saturday 

+++ 

 

 

“We remember he said…, 'After three days I will rise again.' Therefore command the tomb to be made 

secure until the third day; otherwise his disciples may go and steal him away, and tell the people, 'He has 

been raised from the dead,' and the last deception would be worse than the first.” This phrase in our 

scripture names for us the very real fear that somehow new life isn’t possible and so the best we can do 

is hide the evidence of death. Our modern ears know that this phrase was likely answering an accusation 

against the Easter story as people grappled with how Christ’s resurrection could be possible. This 

remains, though, a very real fear and we do so many things to quell it, to steal away the evidence of 

death and suffering, because we can’t imagine a new life through the other side of them. We remain 

stuck in a destructive environmental status quo when we know what needs to change but can’t face the 

change, we expect healing to be instant or at least achieved through technology, and we find a myriad of 

ways to hide the personal pain that feels impossible to face. We do not want to go through it, we do not 

choose to wait in the silence or the grief, we don’t have an inner lexicon – a spiritual language- for the 

deep pain of our lives and therefore we struggle with a love and language for new life. 

 

In an ancient homily on Holy Saturday the author writes: “What is happening? Today there is a great 

silence over the earth, a great silence, and stillness, a great silence because the King sleeps; the earth was 

in terror and was still, because God slept in the flesh and raised up those who were sleeping from the 

ages. God has died in the flesh, and the underworld has trembled.” Our Christian tradition holds that on 

this day Christ descended to the dead, as we say in the Creed, to free those who had gone before him and 

welcome them into the new creation.  While all is silent in the tomb, while all that can be seen is death, 

and all that can be felt is grief and sorrow, the deep healing of all space and time is happening. 

Everything is being brought into the mystery of salvation and the heart of the universe rests as Sabbath 

becomes not just a day but a way of being through Christ. Mary Magdalene and the other Mary were 

there, sitting opposite the tomb.  

Sitting opposite the tomb is a stunning image that invites us to behold our fear, and that of world, from a 

few paces away and to sit with it. Anyone who has journeyed through grief knows it is a slow 

transformation of both the grief itself and the one who grieves.  A new way of being slowly emerges that 

has within itself the capacity for a new kind of joy precisely because of the pain that has been journeyed 

through. It is not in our control and this transformation even requires the suspension of the best hope we 

can muster on our own, as the poet T.S. Elliot has so beautifully said: “I said to my soul, be still, and 

wait without hope for hope would be hope for the wrong thing”.  Our hope is God. We hope for God to 

be God, we trust that, as we wait, God will be God and bring life out of death in whatever way God 

deems good.  

And so today we wait with the women by the tomb, we hold that space between death and life for 

ourselves and for the world. We do not hide the evidence of death but instead we mourn, we trust and 

we hope because all of creation is made part of Christ’s dying and rising.  

Amen. 


