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Ash Wednesday 2023 

Dwelling Places – Of Dust and Stardust 



The First Parish in Lincoln 

Ash Wednesday, February 22  

*All are invited to rise in body or spirit.  

PRELUDE            Selections from Orgelbüchlein, J. S. Bach 

RINGING OF THE BELL 

WELCOME                     Sarah Klockowski 

*OPENING WORDS   by Gideon Heugh 

One: We are of the dust, 
Grounded in dark soil 

All:  And the quaking of a new world; 
Sighed into being by a greater wonder. 

One: We are of the dust, 
Murky and awkward 

All:  And entirely, astonishingly sacred, 
Sanctified by a love beyond our wildest dreams. 

One:  We are of the dust 
Yet filled with shimmering glory; 

All:  Intoxicating holiness not just pouring from heaven, 
But rising up through our dirt-covered roots. 

*OPENING HYMN       For the Beauty of the Earth       Gray #21 

READING    “Blessing the Dust” by Jan Richardson 

All those days 
you felt like dust, 
like dirt, 
as if all you had to do 
was turn your face 
toward the wind 
and be scattered 
to the four corners 
or swept away 
by the smallest breath 
as insubstantial— 
did you not know 
what the Holy One 
can do with dust? 
This is the day 
we freely say 
we are scorched. 

This is the hour 
we are marked 
by what has made it 
through the burning. 
This is the moment 
we ask for the blessing 
that lives within 
the ancient ashes, 
that makes its home 
inside the soil of 
this sacred earth. 
So let us be marked 
not for sorrow. 
And let us be marked 
not for shame. 
Let us be marked 
not for false humility 



or for thinking 
we are less 
than we are 
but for claiming 
what God can do 
within the dust, 
within the dirt, 
within the stuff 

of which the world 
is made 
and the stars that blaze 
in our bones 
and the galaxies that spiral 
inside the smudge  
we bear. 

  
READING    From Anam Cara, by John O’Donohue  

Essentially we belong beautifully to nature. The body knows this belonging 
and desires it. It does not exile us, either spiritually or emotionally. The 
human body is at home on the earth. 

We so easily forget that our clay has a memory, a life of its own before it took 
our present form. Regardless of how modern we seem, we still remain ancient, 
sisters and brothers of the one clay. In each of us, a different part of the 
mystery becomes luminous. Maybe some clay comes from beside a calm lake, 
some from places where nature was exposed and lonely, and more from 
secluded and reserved places. We never know how many places of nature 
meet within the human body. Landscape is not all external; it has crept into 
the soul. Human presence is infused with landscape. 

We need to return to the solitude within, to find again the dream that lies at 
the hearth of the soul. Our clay shape gradually learns to walk beautifully on 
this magnificent earth. 

HYMN   Come and Find the Quiet Center    (page 5) 

MEDITATION AND PRAYER 

UNISON PRAYER     From The Corrymeela Community 

God of the dust we were before, 
God of the dust we will become, 
God of the breath  
that has brought this dust to life: 
each day contains a miracle 
bounded by our mortality.  
In this season, we mark ourselves 
as creatures dependent on you, 
drawn up from a shared earth, 

and separated from each other 
only by a desire to be more than we are. 
May we, who will return to the earth, 
use these days to draw closer to you 
and to all those who share 
this earth, this breath, 
this animating love 
that can bring even ash to life. 
Amen. 

HYMN   Be Still, My Soul    New Century #488(page 6) 

 

 



 

READING    Psalm 90:1-6, 12 

Holy Breath of Life, you have been our dwelling place 
    in all generations. 
Before the mountains were brought forth 
    or ever you had formed the earth and the world, 
    from everlasting to everlasting you are God. 
You turn us back to dust 
    and say, “Return, children of the earth.” 
For a thousand years in your sight 
    are like yesterday when it is past 
    or like a watch in the night. 
You sweep them away; they are like a dream, 
    like grass that is renewed in the morning; 
in the morning it flourishes and is renewed; 
    in the evening it fades and withers. 
So teach us to number our days 
    that we may gain a wise heart. 

REFLECTION               Sarah Klockowski 

STATIONS OF MEDITATION 

Music: “Dust We Are and Shall Return” by The Brilliance 

*CLOSING HYMN  O God of Stars and Sunlight         Gray  #11 

*BENEDICTION 

POSTLUDE       O Welt, ich muss dich lassen - Johannes Brahms 





 



 



 

 

We are an open and welcoming community church formed in 1942 by the union of 
the Congregational (1746) and Unitarian (1842) churches in Lincoln.  

➢   ➢ 

We thank today’s readers and ushers for their service: Sarah Andrysiak, Sarah 
Bishop, and Nancy Henderson. 

➢   ➢ 

We will be streaming this service and it will be archived on YouTube. Please speak to an 
usher should you have any concerns in this regard. 

➢   ➢ 

If you are visiting, we invite you to sign up for our weekly news brief and monthly 
newsletter to learn more about classes and events in our community. Sign up on our 
website – www.fplincoln.org. You can also fill out a Virtual Connect Card using 
the QR Code to the right. We are glad you are here.  
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