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 Jesus is dead, his body laid in a borrowed tomb. The opening to the tomb has been 

sealed with a stone. Now what? I wonder if Jesus followers, his friends and family were asking 

themselves that question.  What do we do, now? During this second Holy Week of the COVID 

pandemic, I find myself asking that question: “Now what?”  

 Perhaps one answer is we grieve.  

 I have often wondered why Jesus rose after three days, and not immediately after his 

death. Why was there a whole day between when he was killed and when he rose from his 

borrowed tomb? Perhaps so that his friends and followers could mourn? So that they could 

process the tragedy of his brutal execution? Grief is necessary. But it’s messy and we as a 

society tend to want to move past it as quickly as possible.  Growing up, I never experienced 

Holy Week, and especially  Holy Saturday. My childhood church experiences focused on Easter 

and the resurrection. As an Episcopalian, I appreciate the inclusion of a day to pause, to 

remember that death is tragic and to yell at God about it.  

 “Out of the depths, I cry to you, O Lord!” Words of lament from today’s Psalm.  The Old 

Testament reading from Job is full of questioning lament.  I used to worry about getting mad at 

God. But as my mom says: “God knows what’s in your heart, no point hiding it.” And she’s right. 

A preacher and writer that I follow on Twitter, Abby Norman, has written a book called You Can 

Talk to God Like That, (not released yet, unfortunately). It’s a book all about lament.  She has 

posted excerpts from her book on social media and this quote recently caught my attention: 



“Our anger, our sadness, our frustration won’t scare God from us. God isn’t judging us for the 

way we feel.”  

 In this second Holy Week of a pandemic that has lasted far longer than anyone 

anticipated, we have so much to grieve. Over 500,000 people in the US alone have died from 

COVID. Countless others have lost their lives to other illness, and some to recent acts of 

violence. Some have lost jobs, careers, homes, and even relationships. Others have had to delay 

dreams and plans. As a country, we have had to change the way we worship, the way we take 

vacations, the way we go to school. And we grieve the way it was before. God is big enough to 

take our grief, our messy feelings. I daresay that God wants us to grieve. Not necessarily to 

suffer, but to express our grief so that it doesn’t fester. Even Jesus as he was dying cried out to 

God.  

One of my favorite shows, The West Wing, features a scene in season two in the episode 

Two Cathedrals: The main character, President Bartlett is in the National Cathedral in 

Washington, DC. He has the doors closed and then he rails at God, at one point lapsing into 

Latin, inside this massive church. Even though it’s fiction, that scene remains one of the most 

powerful of that series because it’s so real. We can’t all yell at God in Latin inside a cathedral, 

but we can all yell at God.   

 Now what?  We pause on this Holy Saturday. We lament. We let those emotions have 

their time and their space. While it may feel eternal, there is hope on the other side of grief. 

And grief is holy, too.  

  


