
 In the Middle 

 Now the women who had come with Him out of Galilee followed, and saw the tomb and how His 
 body was laid. �en they returned and prepared spices and perfumes, and on the Sabbath they 

 rested according to the commandment. 
 Luke 23:55-56 

 Death  is  a  monster.  It  draws  near  to  all  of  us  whether  we  are  ready  or  not,  and  the  specter 
 of  it  stands  over  us  from  the  moment  we  are  born.  Losing  a  loved  one  is  beyond  hard.  I 
 have  walked  this  road  recently,  and  I  know  that  one  of  the  most  di�cult  things  to  let  go  of 
 is  the  potential  that  is  no  more.  What  my  loved  one  could  have  accomplished,  how  he 
 could  have  loved  his  family,  what  they  as  a  family  could  have  done  together,  all  gone,  lost 
 forever to this life. It is brutally hard. 

 I  have  often  thought  that  the  middle  is  the  hardest  place  to  be.  When  I  look  at  the 
 accounts  of  the  crucifixion  and  resurrection,  I  find  myself  wondering  what  the  disciples 
 felt  on  that  Saturday,  the  in-between  day.  They  had  spent  three  years  traveling  with  Jesus, 
 believing  Him  to  be  the  Messiah,  believing  that  He  would  set  up  His  kingdom  on  earth, 
 overthrow  their  captors,  and  that  peace  and  prosperity  would  reign  under  His  hand.  And 
 the few who remained stood at the foot of the cross, as a witness to His death. 

 Those  who  stood  at  the  cross,  I  believe,  had  a  di�erent  measure  of  love  for  Him.  They  all 
 loved  Him.  They  all  mourned  for  Him,  but  those  who  deeply  loved  Him  could  not  leave  Him 
 in  His  final  hours.  I  know,  as  I  have  walked  that  road,  that  their  hearts  were  broken.  That 
 they  questioned  and  begged  and  bargained,  for  the  hope  that  He  would  come  down  o� 
 the  cross  and  show  Himself  in  all  His  glory.  They  grappled  with  the  division  between  reality 
 and  their  expectations.  And  they  came  to  an  acceptance  of  the  truth,  that  this  was  really 
 happening, He was really gone. 

 That  Saturday  was  a  misery,  I  have  no  doubt.  All  their  hope  gone,  their  hearts  broken. 
 They  likely  huddled  together  in  a  private  room,  partly  in  fear  for  their  own  lives  and  partly 
 in  grief.  They  didn’t  know  what  was  to  come.  They  didn’t  know  the  victory  that  had  already 
 been won. They could only see what was before them, that He was gone. 

 But  God  works  in  the  middle.  God  moves  in  the  middle.  God  changes  things  in  the  middle. 
 In  the  darkest  hours,  in  the  finality  of  death,  in  the  pain  and  misery  of  the  hardest  things, 
 God moves. The story wasn’t over. They didn’t know that, but they would. 

 You  may  be  in  a  “middle”  season.  Prepare,  my  friend.  God’s  glory  is  coming.  In  your  hard 
 place, in  your  middle, He will move. He is working, and the middle is not the end. 

 Father, we thank You that You never leave us in the hard places. We thank You that You work 
 and move and change in the middle. Help us to rest in You, to know that You are still on Your 

 throne. 
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