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Brothers & sisters, 

in the year 2000, I had the privilege to see in person the Holy Shroud. 
It is in Turin that we find what we call the Icon of Holy Saturday. 

Indeed it is a winding-sheet  
that was wrapped round the body of a man who was crucified,  
corresponding in every way to what the Gospels tell us of Jesus who, 
crucified at about noon, died at about three o'clock in the afternoon. 

 
At nightfall, since it was (…) the eve of the great Sabbath Solemnity,  

Joseph of Arimathea, a rich and authoritative member of the Sanhedrin, 
courageously asked Pontius Pilate for permission to bury Jesus  
in his new tomb which he had had hewn out in the rock  
not far from Golgotha.  

 Having obtained permission, he bought a linen cloth,  
and after Jesus was taken down from the Cross,  
wrapped him in that shroud and buried him in that tomb. (…) 

 
From that moment, Jesus remained in the tomb  

until dawn of the day after the Sabbath. 
The Turin Shroud presents to us an image  

of how his body lay in the tomb during that period  
which was chronologically brief (about a day and a half),  
but immense, infinite in its value and in its significance.  

 
 Holy Saturday is the day when God remains hidden,  

as we read in an ancient Homily:  
“What has happened? 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 awaken the realm of the dead”  
(Homily on Holy Saturday, PG 43, 439).  

In the Creed, we profess that Jesus Christ was “crucified under Pontius Pilate,  
died and was buried. He descended to the dead.  
On the third day, he rose again”.  

 
I have heard a lot of people wonder  

why in the Apostles’ Creed we say Jesus “descended into hell”.  



 

What do these words mean?  
They mean that God, having made himself man,  
reached the point of entering man’s most extreme and absolute solitude, 
where not a ray of love enters, where total abandonment reigns  
without any word of comfort: “hell”.  

Jesus Christ, by remaining in death,  
passed beyond the door of this ultimate solitude  
to lead us too to cross it with him.  

 
We have all, at some point, felt the frightening sensation of abandonment,  

and that is what we fear most about death,  
just as when we were children,  
we were afraid to be alone in the dark  
and could only be reassured by the presence of a person who loved us.  

Well, this is exactly what happened on Holy Saturday:  
the voice of God resounded in the realm of death.  

 
The unimaginable occurred:  

namely, Love penetrated “hell”.  
Even in the extreme darkness of the most absolute human loneliness  

we may hear a voice that calls us  
and find a hand that takes ours and leads us out.  

 
Human beings live because they are loved and can love;  

and if love even penetrated the realm of death,  
then life also even reached there.  

In the hour of supreme solitude, we shall never be alone.  
Truly from there, from the darkness of the death of the Son of God,  
the light of a new hope shined: the light of the Resurrection.  

 
And it seems to me that, looking at this sacred Cloth through the eyes of faith,  

one may perceive something of this light.  
Effectively, the Shroud was immersed in that profound darkness  

that was at the same time luminous;  
it is because we see in it not only darkness  
but also the light;  
not so much the defeat of life and of love, but rather victory,  
the victory of life over death, of love over hatred.  

 
We indeed see the death of Jesus, but we also see his Resurrection;  

in the bosom of death, life is now vibrant,  
since love dwells within it.  

 


