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‘There were also women, looking o from a distance’ Mark 15:40 

 
As darkness came over the land, when Jesus cried out to God and the curtain of the 

temple was torn in two, a small group of women stood and watched.   These women 

accompanied Jesus on his earthly journey, through Galilee and on to Jerusalem, and 

now gather in this place of pain, loss and darkness.  On this Good Friday we are unable 

to come together at the foot of the cross but keep watch alone, in our own homes, 

physically separated from one another.  There is no denying that this Lent and Holy 

Week has been like no other.  We are all feeling dislocated from our usual lives.  Some 

of us may feel lonely or fearful.  Others may be bearing significant loss, even 

bereavement.  Good Friday reminds us that not only did Jesus feel those things– but he 

expressed them too.  My God, my God, why have you forsaken me. 

 

Dark is the night, the passing hours are long, 

Lone voices whisper sorrow’s silent song, 

Each faltering prayer will fear it’s made in vain, 

When will we sing the world to life again? 

 

‘Mary Magdalene and Mary the mother of Joses saw where the body was laid’  

Mark 15: 47 

 

The women continue their vigil as Holy Saturday begins.  They watch the body of Jesus 

being taken down from the cross, wrapped in a linen cloth and laid in the tomb hewn 

out of a rock.  They witness the stone being rolled against the door.  Recently, I heard 

someone say that our current experience of ‘lockdown’ is like Holy Saturday.  We are 

waiting, longing, praying silently, ever conscious of the ‘angels disguised’ who even now 

‘tend a world in pain’.   

 

Dark is the night; not all are blessed with sleep. 

Some wake and work, and some must watch and weep: 

Angels disguised, they tend a world in pain, 

Off’ring the hope that there’ll be life again. 



‘And very early on the first day of the week, when the sun had risen, (the women) 

went to the tomb.’ Mark 16:2 

 

As we reach the day of resurrection the women remain our companions.  When they 

see that the stone has been rolled away, enter the tomb and encounter the young man 

dressed in white they are alarmed.  Even when he speaks words of resurrection truth, 

they are amazed, terrified and afraid.   

 

These women are our Easter heroes.  They remind us that even on this day of hope, joy 

and resurrection, even as we sing the world to life again, our feelings of fear and alarm 

remain valid, even holy.  And through their steadfastness, prayer and witness at the 

empty tomb, they call down to us through the generations.  They remind us that we 

have a bigger, more wonderful story.  This Easter, more than ever, we are invited by our 

loving, gentle God to put our trust in that reality.  That his son Jesus lived, died and lives 

again for us.  Alleluia, he is risen, and the world will know life again.     

 

Dark is the night, the silent hours are slow, 

Heav’n’s tears anoint the suffering earth below, 

Blessing with dew the secret springing grain, 

Pledge that the world will soon know life again. 
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I am so sorry not to be with you but please know that you will all be in my thoughts and 

prayers through Holy Week, Easter and beyond. 

 

With good wishes from Archdeacon Hilary 
 

 

 

 


