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Liminal Space and My Week-long Sabbath 
 

In some Christian circles you often hear the term “liminal space.” Hard to define, the term has its 

origins in the word first coined by anthropologists: terminality. Liminal is rooted in the Latin 

word limen, which means threshold. I feel as if I am at threshold moment in my life, ready to 

make some kind of transition. My time alone in Florida this week is essentially a hermitage or 

retreat experience which will help me enter a liminal space. It is a time apart to ponder a possible 

transition…or a regeneration of my existing life in Haiti. 
 

By coming apart and entering solitude we have a chance to think deeply about the change and 

flow in our lives. It is normal and easy to lose energy in the fulfillment of tasks we love. When 

this happens, our spirit is crying out for transformation and regeneration. Often, old things must 

die for new things to be born. In liminal space, normal and familiar activities cease, so we can 

consider creative ways to make needed improvements. My week in Florida is a sacred pause 

between the darkness of winter and the sunshine of spring. I’m entering the mystery of the 

unknown…and prayerfully deciding which way to go.  
 

On Sunday, I pulled from a bookshelf a book titled The Sabbath by Abraham Joshua Heschel. He 

was Jewish rabbi and an internationally known scholar. He is one of my favorite spiritual writers. 

In his masterpiece Man Is Not Alone: A Philosophy of Religion, Rabbi Heschel wrote: “This is the 

meaning of life: To reconcile liberty with service, the passing with the lasting, to weave threads 

of temporality into the fabric of eternity.” [NY: Farrar, Strauss and Giroux, 1976 – pg. 296] 

 

In The Sabbath I came across a passage I had highlighted many years ago: 
 

All week we may ponder and worry whether we are rich or poor, whether we succeed 

or fail in our occupations; whether we accomplish or fall short of reaching our goals. But 

who could feel distressed when gazing at spectral glimpses of eternity, except to feel 

startled at the vanity of being so distressed? 
 

The Sabbath is no time for personal anxiety or care, for any activity that might dampen 

the spirit of joy. The Sabbath is no time to remember sins, to confess, to repent or even 

pray for relief or anything we might need. It is a day for praise, not a day for petitions. 

Fasting, mourning, demonstrations of grief are forbidden. The period of mourning is 

interrupted by the Sabbath. And if one visits the sick on the Sabbath, one should say: “It 

is the Sabbath, one should not complain; you will soon be cured.” One must abstain from 

toil and strain on the seventh day, even from strain in the service of God. 
 

I’m not sure why I highlighted that passage the first time I read it. But when I read it on Sunday 

it was the last phrase that struck me—to abstain…even from strain in the service of God. 
 

I needed a Sabbath week. 
 

We must have periods in which we lie fallow and restore our souls. A time consecrated with our 

attention, our mindfulness, honoring the quiet forces of grace and spirit that sustain and heal us. 
 



On the Sabbath the pressures of ordinary life are bracketed, and we give ourselves permission to 

stop, to shut down, to rest. Sabbath need not be an entire day. Sabbath may be an afternoon, a 

Sabbath hour, a Sabbath walk. Let us not allow restlessness to drive us into activity, but sit with 

it until it turns into quiet and solitude, and sheer delight! 
 

 
Me and Tamysha (12.23.16) May she rest in peace. 

 

Years ago, in an unpublished manuscript, I wrote: “Liberation is found in the stillness and silence 

of the Sabbath, where we are called to drop our burdens and rest in the Lord and be refreshed 

and renewed by God’s unmerited and unrelenting grace.” It is crazy to realize how I forget my 

own advice. 
 

Sabbath is not merely a time to put down normal work activities; neither is it simply a time to just 

relax and play. Sabbath is a time for nourishing and healing. It is a time be free from the slavery 

of busyness in order to be alone with God. We all need Sabbath time in our lives, even if it is just 

for a few minutes each day to regain our composure and set our bearings. Our very busyness can 

disconnect us from our deeper selves. Sadly, our culture despises silence…we are surrounded by 

all kinds of sounds. The sounds of commerce mute the sounds of nature. Not so long ago, phones 

were confined to our homes and work places; now they are in our pockets. Thanks to laptop 

computers, when we go on vacation, we take our work with us. Sophisticated technology has 

created a plethora of personal communication devices that feed us a steady stream of music and 

movies. These devices are so addictive it is extremely hard to unplug from them. Maybe the 

Sabbath is a time to unplug them for a day…and listen to something Real.  
 

Man does not live by iPhone alone. 

 


