
FIRST COVENANT CHURCH 
February 14, 2018  7:30 p.m.
  
Welcome
“Take My Life”
“If We Say”
Responsive Prayer
“Turn Your Eyes Upon Jesus”
Message: “A Trembling Trust” (Joel 2:1-2, 12-17)
Poem: “Blessing the Dust”
Poem: “Rend Your Heart”
Imposition of Ashes
“Be Still My Soul”
Benediction

All children are invited to
use worship bags located at rear of Sanctuary
 during the service. 

Welcome! First Covenant Church is a diverse, multigenerational, urban Christian community 
offering hope and transformation through the love of God and the life and teachings of Jesus.

Visitors, we would love to meet you. After the service, stop by the front of the Sanctuary for a warm 
welcome by ministry staff.

ASH WEDNESDAY
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“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.
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