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The gray is back. Earlier this week, the sky was blue. Did you catch it? Deep, cloudless blue. Now, it’s gray
again. Hazy, rainy gray. Gray like stones. Gray like a cold tomb.
For some reason this Lenten season, I’m thinking a lot about the tomb. I suppose two years of a pandemic
will do that to a person. The tomb that niggles at the back of my imagination is cold, dark, and unforgiving. I
sense it with dread. It’s not the gloriously empty tomb -- with the stone rolled away -- that we encounter on
Easter morning. Rather it’s the place that had been carved out by Joseph of Arimathea in advance of
death…with the expectation of death.
I am reminded by Scripture, however, that Jesus did not mope around, waiting for certain death. Yes, he
spoke of it to his disciples from time to time, but there was ministry to be done. During Lent, our Sunday
readings lift us with stories of Jesus’ life and teaching. In the midst of our Lenten journey, the Sunday routine
of stepping away from the tomb foreshadows the promise that death might be inevitable, but not final.
This shift of focus banishes the gray. It becomes our dazzling, azure sky. It is finding that missing, stackable
toy ring after a year of searching: bright orange to complete the rainbow. The glossy red of a candied apple.
I wish I could give proper credit for this prayer. If you know the author, please share it with me. For its ability
to banish the gray, the prayer has been on my lips for many days:

There will be time enough for gray, but not
yet. For now, too much color is bursting
through. Can you see it? There is ministry
to be done, and Jesus is inviting you to be a
part.

