The Echo of Ashes
“Remember you are dust

And to dust you shall return.”

The large brown bowl

Rests on a purple cloth

Its roundness holding ashes

Freshly burned

Black and ready for wearing.

Blackened thumbs

Press the ancient sign 

Upon the waiting foreheads.

I hear the message repeated

Until it haunts and hunts me down;

Remember, remember, remember

You are dust, dust, only dust

Someday only dust will remain.

The echo of the Lent-stained ashes

Speaks the truth of my humanity’

The humbleness of my beginning,

The simplicity of my departure.

A few wise words

Echoing through Ash Wednesday

Urge me to deeper things:

Renewed dedication,

Constant compassion,

And mindful awareness.

I leave marveling

At how simple and sublime

Is this envelope of the soul,

Which one day returns

To dust, dust, only dust.



--Joyce Rupp
