
Holy Saturday 
 
 “Today the earth is shrouded in deep silence, deep silence and stillness, 
profound silence because the King sleeps. God has died in the flesh, and has 
gone down to rouse the realm of the dead.” This is how an ancient homily 
begins and this is how we want to stay today, in that limbo between life and 
death, one feet in each world. We are not here, nor we are there. We are 
between brackets, in a space where we haven’t been before, where silence and 
stillness reign, because the Man God is in the tomb dead. The author of life 
has died, therefore life has stopped living, and we don’t know where to go, 
what to do. We are in a state of shock, paralysed, in expectation of what is 
going to happen. 
 We are waiting. There is not much to do. Sometimes, when you don’t 
know what to do, the best choice is not to do anything. But we are not passive. 
We are waiting on our knees, praying, expecting that something is going to 
happen, that life will begin again to move, that the wheel of history will start 
turning its spikes. We know that Jesus said he was going to come back to life, 
but for now everything is quiet. 
 We are outside the tomb waiting. It is the best place to be, but we don’t 
know where else to go. Inside everything is silent. Jesus is sleeping very 
quietly. After all the suffering he has gone through, he deserves a deep, 
soothing rest, where he can recover the strength for the tasks ahead. 
Meanwhile, while he sleeps, we keep watch, the opposite of what happened at 
Gethsemane; there we fell sleep while Jesus was praying. We are also making 
up for what happened at Calvary. There, we run away from the Cross; here we 
accompany Jesus in his sleep. Here it is easier; there we were afraid because it 
was very dangerous. We thought we were all going to be crucified. Here things 
are quiet; nobody is chasing us. Silence reigns. 
 We heard that Jesus’ soul has gone to the underworld to bring the souls 
of the Just back up to eternal life. They have been waiting for him since the 
foundation of the world, beginning with Adam and Eve, through the 
Patriarchs till Saint Joseph and John the Baptist. But his body is still here. We 
cannot go to Hades with him, but we can look after his body lying in a tomb, 
while his divinity is elsewhere. It is easier for us to accompany his body rather 
than his spirit. 
 Where is Mary now? Where has she gone? In this hour of darkness we 
need her. She is waiting for her son to appear to her. Maybe Jesus went to see 
her before he went to the bosom of Abraham. He should have gone first to 
meet his mother, who was almost crucified with him in Calvary. You could 
imagine their long embrace, remembering when he was a baby and needed all 
the love she could muster. But now he has a glorified body, a beautiful body 
with five wounds, five holes that we can see the world through, five lenses to 
understand reality. There we should be, waiting with her, to welcome Jesus 
body and soul back to life. 


