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There is a city in India—Jadhpur in Rajasthan 

 known as Blue City 

  where sunlit buildings support blue roofs— 

   where cerulean blends with turquoise and seafoam 

  where interiors glimmer with  

   blue goods for sale, ornamentation and mosaics: 

The warren of streets through the Blue City 

which stands beneath the 

hulking Mehrangarh Fort 

are the perfect place to get lost. 

The narrow, winding and seemingly 

endless alleys are lined with 

buildings that were painted blue
i
 – 

 a holy color in Hinduism. 

Blue City entrances and beckons. 

 Yes, it is easy to become lost in Blue City— 

 with its maze of stunning buildings accessed from 

  narrow shady streets laid with uneven pavers. 

 Easy to stumble if not careful. 

 Easy to lose one’s way when distracted. 
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How easily the blue cities of our minds 

 distract us –  

  filled with blue memories 

   both achingly beautiful and excruciatingly sad. 

Treacherous memories 

 that beguile us  

  to stumble through alleys that exist only in our minds 

   no longer in our lives— 

 hopes and dreams replaced by  

  disappointment, fear, or loss. 

How much easier it is  

 to live within the lost but familiar— 

  bitter, frightened, sorrowful. 

Never fully coming to terms with  

 the sunset of our dreams and aspirations 

  that have perished in the harsh blue light 

   of police cruisers – 
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  that have perish in the blue liquid 

   of addiction – 

  that have perished in the blue haze  

   of mental illness – 

Hopes that have fallen down the dark 

 stairways of reality from which 

  no ascension seems possible. 

How do we come to terms with these realities? 

 Why can’t we let ourselves be complacent  

  in our sufferings? 

Why does hope seem too farfetched – 

 a delusion,  

  an illusion. 

Because we are in pain— 

 Because loss hurts. 

We are likely to cry out, 

 As Martha says to her friend Jesus, 
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  Master, if you’d been here 

   my brother – or loved one, parent, friend, or child, 

    would have lived. 

 

Feeling abandoned, 

 

 we might not feel right about blaming God 

  for our losses.  

 Someone must be to blame—so 

  sometimes we blame ourselves. 

If we confront our pain, however, 

 can we hear instead Jesus’ response to Martha? 

I am the resurrection and life. 

Grief is an emotion common to the human experience, and we witness 

the process of grief throughout the biblical narrative. Multiple Bible 

characters experienced deep loss and sadness, including Job, Naomi, 

Hannah, and David. Even Jesus mourned (John 11:35; Matthew 23:37-

39). After Lazarus died, Jesus went to the village of Bethany, where 

Lazarus was buried. When Jesus saw Martha and the other mourners 

weeping, He also wept. He was moved by their grief and also by the fact 

of Lazarus’s death. The astounding thing is that, even though Jesus knew 

He was going to raise Lazarus from the dead, He chose to partake of the 

grief of the situation.   Jesus truly is a high priest who can “sympathize 

with our weaknesses”
ii
 

 

 Can we place ourselves within 

  the sure and certain hope of the resurrection? 

https://biblia.com/bible/esv/John%2011.35
https://biblia.com/bible/esv/Matt%2023.37-39
https://biblia.com/bible/esv/Matt%2023.37-39
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Do we hold too tenaciously to this life? 

  Not giving our faith a chance to uplift and heal us— 

  to show us how to let go without ceasing to love? 

We are searching for a sunlit alley out of 

 our own Blue Cities where  

Dealing with the pain of loss or remorse and  

 the might have beens of our lives 

  seem too much to bear, 

   demands courage but also trust. 

We are not omnipotent 

 but human. 

A William Butler Yeats’ poem  

 expresses our frustration and hope 

  as limited human beings in the face of  

   the seemingly random power of the universe  

    to thwart our hopes and dreams: 

Had I the heavens’ embroidered cloths, 

Enwrought with golden and silver light, 

The blue and the dim and the dark cloths 
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Of night and light and the half light, 

I would spread the cloths under your feet: 

But I, being poor, I have only my dreams; 

I have spread my dreams under your feet; 

Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.  

 

When we lay down our defenses 

  and our dreams  

  honestly before God our maker, 

   and lover of our souls, 

Be assured, 

 God will always tread lightly. 

Amen 

 

 

 

    

                                                 
i
 Blue City (CNN) 

ii
 https://www.gotquestions.org/overcoming-grief.html 


