
Ash Wednesday 2015 

 

Joel 2:1-2, 12-17 

Psalm 103:8-14 

2 Corinthians 5:20b-6:10 

Matthew 6:1-6, 16-21 

 

When the day of darkness came – 

A day of gloom, of clouds and thick darkness, 

A blackness spread upon the mountain – 

When the day of darkness came, 

There had been plenty of warning, 

But no one understood; 

No one took action. 

 

The mountain had been rumbling for days, 

And had shot out blasts of smoke and fire, 

But they did not see the signs, 

They kept on about their business. 

 

And then, when flames and rock shot high in the sky 

And a great pulse of fiery air rocketed out 

And dust and ashes rained down upon the town 

And covered everyone and everything, 

Time stopped. 

 

Wherever they were, 

Whoever they were, 

Children and women and men 

And dogs and cows and goats, 

Just as they were – 

They were caught in the act. 

 

Caught red-handed, 

Stealing bread from off the table 

(that was a dog). 

 

Caught napping. 

 

Caught with their pants down.  

 

Caught in the act of love.  

 

And so they were found, 

Hundreds, many hundreds of years later. 

The people of Pompeii, 



Petrified by the eruption of Vesuvius, 

Stopped in their tracks 

By the cloud of dust and ashes 

That rained down upon them, 

Between the night and morning. 

 

So they were found, 

Almost two thousand years later, 

Frozen in the dust 

To which they had returned, 

Not slowly, 

As do we all, 

But in an instant. 

 

As they were,  

So they remain; 

So they were found. 

And you can see them, 

In museums, in pictures, 

In your mind’s eye, 

And remember – 

We are all dust 

And to dust we all return.  

 

And though some of us 

Have the privilege of sailing through life 

Without getting caught,  

Today is the day to remember 

To reflect, 

To wonder: 

 

How would you be found, 

If you were caught in the act? 

 

Caught red handed? 

Caught napping? 

Caught with your pants down? 

 

Caught in some act of love? 

Captured and bedazzled by some splendor? 

Lost in wonder, love and praise?   

 

Today is the day to see ourselves, 

As if frozen in time, 

As if blanketed in dust, 

Captured in an ordinary moment, 



Wondering who we really are, 

Where we store our treasure, 

Where we keep our hearts. 

 

What do you see, 

If you stop and look at yourself, 

Caught in the act  

Of ordinary living? 

 

Does the you captured in that moment 

Show your hopes and dreams? 

Express your values? 

 

Before you have time to fix your face, 

Or compose your answer, 

Or smile for the camera, 

In the freeze frame of right now, 

Who are you? 

 

Today is the day to face our own truth. 

And that might mean 

Today is a day to repent. 

That’s nothing to fear – 

Repent is an invitation 

Rather than a threat – 

An invitation 

Because repent only means, 

turn around. 

 

This is a day to turn around. 

To reconsider, 

To reconcile, 

To renew.  

 

On our journey of becoming, 

Of growing into the best selves, 

The splendid courageous loving selves 

We were born to be, 

Today is a day to ask, 

What needs changing now? 

Where have I slipped? 

What feels cracked, or broken, 

Or out of sorts? 

Where have I failed to honor 

The good that is in me, 

The good that is in others and in the world? 



How have I failed to recognize and adore 

That ultimate good 

That wills my good – 

The good we call God? 

 

Has my vision become foggy? 

Is there any dust I need to blow off? 

Do I need to head back in another direction? 

 

Repenting is nothing more or less 

Than seeing these things, 

And acting on them. 

 

It might be a day to reconsider. 

Am I doing what I love? 

Am I acting out of love? 

Am I treasuring what matters most to me? 

 

Or it might be a day to reconcile 

With someone who has wandered far from you, 

From whom you have turned away.  

What bond is broken that needs mending? 

 

Or – is it time to renew something worn out,  

Something tattered, frayed, torn, 

Whether it be a commitment  

Or a dream  

Or the health of your soul. 

 

Each of us has something that needs mending, 

Something that needs healing. 

 

Each community has something that yearns to be renewed. 

Each church, each city,  

Is seeking wholeness and fulfillment.  

Whether they know it or not.  

 

Today is the time to begin. 

 

Most of all, 

Today is a day  

To be reconciled  

To the one who makes all things new. 

 

The one who reconciles, 

Mends, heals, 



Makes whole. 

Whose mercy is wide 

And whose holiness is high as the heavens.  

 

Without the holy one  

Who makes all things new, 

This would be nothing more than a day of good intentions – 

Another day of trying out those new year’s resolutions 

That are, truth be told, 

probably already gone.  

 

On our own,  

We can imagine a new life, 

Envision healing and reconciliation  

And transformation.  

But can we make it happen? 

Our willpower wears out, 

Our strength has limits, 

And our love, like it or not, 

Has a few conditions. 

If we were on our own,  

Today would be just another day.  

 

But today is new. 

Today is about returning to God.  

 

That’s good news.  

The God who is waiting for you 

Wants nothing more than to embrace you, 

To heal you, 

To make you new and whole,  

To catch you  

In some act of radical and renewing love.  

 

Be caught in the act.  

Let time stand still; 

Let yourself be recognized for who you are, 

Reconciled to God, 

Humbled and exalted, 

Captured and liberated  

By the act of the God who makes all things new.  

 

 


