I wrote this at a different time in a different place, but I still feel it.  

Feb. 6, 2008

Reflection:  Ash Wednesday

Lent to me is a time of passion and dread.  There is a sense of deep and heavy sadness coming.  Something very bad is going to happen.  I hate Ash Wednesday.  The beginning of IT.  I feel horrifically unworthy.  “You know you are dust and to dust you shall return.”  I know I’m a worm.  Why should He die for a worm?  Who am I that the King of Heaven should die for me?  That’s why I hate Ash Wednesday.  It’s the beginning of feeling crummy.

If I didn’t know what came after, I would just as soon He missed Golgotha, thank-you-very-much.  If you know what I mean.  But that’s the thing:  what came After.

However, that’s not for now. Not for today.  Not for the next 45 days of increasing dread.  I do my best to counteract this feeling by trying to spend the days in simple appreciation.  Appreciation of a Love that is al-most in-con-ceivable, “that a man should lay down his life for his friends.”  Every year, especially at this time, I try to imagine what it would be like to be there, to be of his circle, traveling the road with him, sharing his campfire and looking into his eyes.  Trying for the umpteenth time to feel what it’s like to have a friend like that…  But I have one advantage over the crowds – I know what’s coming.  I shall take advantage of these days and concentrate on staying near him and never missing a word… 

By Good Friday, the sadness of impending loss is almost unbearable.

Of course, you can ignore the dread and pretend.  Pretend it’s only a waiting period, 40 days and 5 Sundays to wait before Easter.  A different liturgy in Church.  Big deal.  But you know, it’s interesting that the trumpet-blaring, goose-bump-raising, Holy Toledo higher-than-a-kite ecstasy of Easter Joy and Delight seems to be proportional to the degree of participation in the dread and the knowing.  The Glory of What Came After makes all the rest worthwhile.  Even the Ashes.

