
A strange Sabbath 
 
They had taken him, Nicodemus and Joseph of Arimathea, and laid him in the 
tomb.  It was such a defiant thing to do.  
You see - it had always mattered to them that they were pure - especially on 
the Sabbath - the rituals were so important. 
But after that - after that death - it was as if they didn’t care anymore - they 
only cared about serving Him - about treating him with decency and respect. 
They could have left us to do it - us women - but they wouldn’t place that 
burden on our shoulders alone - 
So, they worked with us - taking him to the tomb - using the oils and spices we 
had prepared, wrapping him in best linen. 
They were as tender as mothers as they tended that bruised and battered body. 
Yet strangely - as they worked, we noticed how peaceful his face seemed 
And how peaceful we felt. 
But then - then came the abyss of loneliness - as we turned to stumble our way 
home in the moonlight. 
 
We went to Martha’s home - it was closer and quieter - the men weren’t there - 
they had gone to huddle together somewhere - back to the upper room where 
they had last been with him - before the betrayal 
 
As we sat on the roof in the cool of the evening, sat where we had sat with him 
just a week before, Martha fussing about food and wine, Mary with her head on 
his knee, me sitting by the wall, listening, entranced and moved by his stories, 
we remembered. 
We remembered his tears at the death of Lazarus - and how he had called him 
out of the tomb 
We remembered him calling us by name, teasing us with such affection 
Teasing Martha for her dedication to her chores 
And Mary for her dreamy longing to listen and study 
So many wonderful memories - that brought such grief, that awful emptiness, a 
numbness, as if nothing mattered anymore. 



And then we just huddled together in silence – and I suppose we all thought our 
own thoughts – I don’t think anyone slept much – not until it was nearly dawn – 
and then only for an hour or so. 
When I woke I thought for one fleeting moment that  it had all been a dreadful 
night-mare – but only for a moment – then the memories came flooding back – 
yet I still couldn’t cry, still couldn’t feel – it was as if something inside me had 
been switched off. All that joy – that power of love had gone – and there was 
nothingness, bleakness, emptiness. 
I went to sit in the garden. Near the well, where water splashed onto the 
ground from over-full buckets, there was a little bed of flowers – little wild 
flowers – and next to it an olive tree.  I sat with my back against the tree just 
looking at the beauty of the flowers – wondering how they could be so beautiful 
to-day of all days – wondering why the birds were still singing and the sun 
shining and the breeze ruffling the leaves in an endless song. How could the 
world go on?  
Everywhere was very quiet – the Sabbath – of course it was the Sabbath. 
Then – well it sounded as if all hell had broken loose.  The house seemed to 
erupt with noise.  Martha stormed out with buckets and filled them defiantly at 
the well.  She lit the fire and began to heat water.  Furniture appeared on the 
lawn. 
Mary looked bemused, it was not as if anything needed doing - Martha had 
swept through the house like a tornado as she prepared for the Passover - not a 
rug had been left unbeaten, a cupboard unwashed, a floor unpolished.  Martha 
was not only exceptionally house-proud – she kept to the absolute letter of the 
law!   What on earth was going on – you just don’t work on the Sabbath – it’s 
the law 
But for Martha – the law had killed Him – the law of Caiaphas, the law of Rome 
– had conspired to destroy him 
She would not obey that travesty of a law – and everyone would know about it. 
Neighbours stood open mouthed at their doorways as Martha, the indomitable 
Martha, swung into action.  So, I went to help. 
And so did Mary,  
How we broke the rules that day - bringing out the washtubs and filling them 
with water heated on the fire throwing the bedlinen into wash and then laying 
it out on the rosemary bushes to dry. Even then I was assailed by emotion as I 



the words Rosemary for Remembrance sprang unbidden into my thoughts. 
Then we began washing the walls and floors, cleaning the furniture. Nothing 
was left unturned, unwashed, unpolished from the mats on the roof to the 
doorstep of the house.  
 
How the neighbours tutted from a distance, watching, talking behind their 
hands, whispering, nodding, shaking their heads.  
But we worked together - almost in silence - working ourselves senseless.  It 
was so good, just the physical exhaustion at the end of the day – we’d washed 
everything – clothes, walls, floors, furniture utensils, pots and pans. Every single 
thing in the house had been cleaned – even the roof –  

And as we sank onto the clean beds with clean sheets praying that we would 
sleep. But grief chases away sleep; it eats into the mind; it listens for the voice; 
for the footstep; for the familiar; and imagines it is all a dream - only to face 
afresh, dawn’s realisation of the truth.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


