
Reflection for Holy Saturday: 
 
Reach back into your memory (some of you might not need to reach very 

far) and retrieve the file containing your Longest Day. Maybe that file actually 
includes a whole succession of days, all of which constitute the longest year of 
your life. A series of losses, changes, questions, doubts, 
disappointments…whatever the reasons or circumstances, they’ve led you to 
this place in your mind’s eye: a field, where you stand alone. You look down, 
and see that the grass is dry and colorless. It crunches unpleasantly with every 
step you take. The sky is also colorless, and it stretches on forever, without even 
the slightest change in elevation in sight. Simply sky and field, and you happen 
to be at a point where the two meet. There is, however, one sign of life, and that 
is the cold wind, blowing in from the north. You shiver, and not just from the 
chilly breeze. The loneliness presses in on you, and it’s so thick, you almost feel 
as though it could serve as a cloak. But thick as it is, it won’t keep you warm, so 
you pull your thin coat a little closer. 

 
Suddenly, a figure appears, at the edge of the field. The wind has picked 

up, and it is stinging your eyes, so you have some difficulty seeing through the 
tears welling up. But sure enough, it is a Person. At last! A little company on this 
God-forsaken field. You don’t know it yet, but this Person is coming precisely to 
tell you that this place has not been forsaken by God. He comes closer, and the 
wind seems to get even stronger and colder. A wild idea darts across your 
thoughts: His appearance is somehow tied up with the wind. You squint to try to 
bring the vision into sharper focus. He is saying something, but you can’t quite 
make out the words. A few more moments pass, and you can tell that He’s 
saying the same word over and over again. Finally, you can untangle from the 
howling gusts a Voice, reverberating through the air: 

 
Love. 
 
Love, love, love…this singular word dances around you, and fills the 

space between field and sky. Your ear strains to listen more closely, as though 
you are hearing this word for the first time. Oh, Love! That word, a flicker of 
paradise in the arid desert and in the dark night of unfriendly dreams. That 
word, begging to be spoken in our own time! How often the depths of love 
have eluded us! How we have avoided its piercing touch on so many occasions! 
But here, in this field, its presence is as unmistakable as it is mysterious. We 



can’t wrap our minds around it, but we should not worry, because it wraps 
around us instead.  
 

Whenever we hear of wind in the Scriptures, we discover that God is 
doing something new in His handiwork. These are not comfortable breezes; they 
are quite unlike the ones that brush gently through your hair, as you sit at the 
edge of a lake during a Sunday afternoon picnic. Those are nice, but they do not 
represent any life-giving or transformative activity. These enjoyable wafts are just 
a tiny intimation of the power of rua, the breath of God. It is this dynamic breath 
that is one of the defining characteristics of the Third Person of the Trinity: the 
Holy Spirit. He is the gale rushing over the vast emptiness of creation at the 
beginning of time: that “mighty wind sweeping over the waters.” (Gn 1:2) He is 
the Word leaping from the Father’s heart, bringing earth and stars and creatures 
into being. That same Word of Love hovers over our own emptiness, longing to 
replace our hearts of stone with hearts of flesh. (Ez. 36 26) Let us not forget the 
moment in salvation history when “God remembered Noah and all the animals, 
wild and tame, that were with him in the ark [and He] made a wind sweep over 
the earth, and the waters began to subside.” (Gn 8:1) So it is with each soul in 
this great ark of a world: we are each remembered by our Heavenly Father, and 
the same movement of the Spirit tames the chaos within us, and pulls back the 
waters that threaten to engulf us.  

 
And so it is that the breath of God blows in from Calvary, as well, cold 

and unexpected as it might be. When these times come, we so often want to 
fight and resist, as we fill up with questions such as: “why didn’t my faith in 
Christ guarantee an easier life? What is the point of following God’s will, if it is 
only going to lead to more suffering and trials?” To which Pope Benedict XVI 
responds:  
 

Christ did not promise an easy life. Those who desire comforts have 
dialed the wrong number. Rather, he shows us the way to great things, 
the good, towards an authentic human life.i 

 
So, in our frustration, we might shake our fist to the heavens, but at least 

we have remembered that He is there. We might lament the icy draft cutting 
across our lives, but there is no doubt that it abruptly wakes us up to the reality 
before us, and dispels any illusions we may have propped up for ourselves. Have 
we so quickly forgotten the Lord’s words to His disciples? If the world hates you, 
realize that it hated me first. (Jn 15:18) If there is comfort in these words, it is in 



the reassurance that we are hardly alone in our tribulation. This is why 
Bonhoeffer could write that “the cross is not the terrible end to an otherwise 
godfearing and happy life, but it meets us at the beginning of our communion 
with Christ.”ii 
 

Indeed, a sense of communion infuses the scene, as we return to the field 
in our mind’s eye. The Lord has made His approach, and you are now close 
enough to look into His eyes. They are wet with tears. See how He loves you! 
That cold and unexpected wind suddenly gusts stronger than ever, and this 
time, it ushers in a surge of understanding: it is the grace of realizing how Christ 
suffered and died on that hill for you. Not a hypothetical you, or an anonymous 
you, but actually you. There is no cross that you carry that He didn’t carry first. 
There is no wound that afflicts you that He hasn’t endured, as well.  
 

Yes, your eyes may have been stinging earlier because of the wind, but 
now they well up with tears for a different reason. It’s actually oddly comforting, 
because for a while, you had supposed that the well had run dry. How can we 
resist being deeply moved when we recall His mercy and grace? We do not 
need to stem the tide of our tears: “Go in peace! I will not say: do not weep; for 
not all tears are an evil.”iii Our Lord did not hold back His tears; He wept at the 
tomb of His friend, Lazarus. And see how life is restored through those tears! 
Lazarus would walk out of that tomb mere moments later. The tears of our Lord 
are never wasted, and our tears are not futile, either.  

 
Of course, a strain of sadness runs through many of our tears. Perhaps we 

regret that we have come so late to the Lord – but again, Love won’t mind. 
Where God dwells, each “moment contains all moments.”iv Time runs differently 
when we are swept up in the adventure of following Christ, so let us not now 
dwell upon the past. Or perhaps we weep because our plans have fallen 
through, one by one. Or maybe it is the general state of affairs in today’s world 
that is the chief source of your sorrow. But as the north wind howls around us, 
even to the point of bringing us to our knees, our sadness gives way to joy – and 
the tears may flow even more freely than before. For these are tears shed out of 
gratitude; the overwhelming realization that we would be nowhere, not even on 
a desolate plain, were it not for the boundless love of God. We are because He 
is, and what He is, is Love. How do we not weep when we recite the Creed? 
How do we not burst into praise, when we reflect upon all that He has done for 
His people? Has our thankfulness grown so stale?  
 



Chesterton offers us a beautiful description of a man who understood 
what it was to turn one’s life over entirely to God, and to rest confidently in the 
supreme splendor of His plans. St. Francis of Assisi abandoned himself to the 
Lord, and, through his material poverty, showed that real destitution lay in 
clinging to the ways of the world, as though they (and not the Holy Spirit) were 
responsible for breathing life and purpose into the human soul: 
 

He knew that the praise of God stands on its strongest ground when it 
stands on nothing. He knew that we can best measure the towering 
miracle of the mere fact of existence if we realize that but for some 
strange mercy we should not even exist.v 
 
Yes, we can glean much from those times when things in life are going 

well. But it is precisely when life appears to “stand on nothing” that we lean on 
God’s goodness and trustworthiness even more. There will be days when we 
look upon the Cross as we would the last remaining sign of love in the world. Do 
not just look upon it, then; cling to it! Hold fast to the source of our hope. Run 
your fingers over the uneven wood – reminiscent of the jagged patterns that 
weave through our lives. Use both hands to embrace the Cross, and let go of 
the expectation to hear what you want to hear, and ask rather for the grace to 
hear what you need to hear. Look up, and see how Christ comes before us, 
wearing His crown of thorns like a crown of gold. His eyes are locked onto ours; 
He will never turn His gaze away, not even for the smallest second. He is here. 
He has come in on the breath of the cold north wind, and even His silence 
speaks more than all the words ever uttered throughout human history, for He is 
the Word of God. In this abundant silence, He extends His hand, and it reaches 
toward us like a flame cutting through the ice. We have only to take His hand 
and rise up with the new dawn.  
 

* * * 
 

O, Jesus, Shepherd and Guardian of my soul! You have been my protector in 
storms past, and you will be my sturdy shelter during the storms to come. Be my 

sole and firm foundation, O Christ, the Cornerstone! May the tears that I have 
shed play their small part in watering the soil of faith, in this world in such need 

of fervent recourse to Your amazing graces. 
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