
 

             

 

 

 

 

 

MEDITATIONS FOR LENT by Father Robbie Low 
 
ASH WEDNESDAY 
 
‘Ash on an old man’s sleeve is all the ash burnt roses leave’ T S Eliot                     

Ash is evocative. From the trivial to the profound. I can never think of ash without 

remembering holiday jobs in pubs when, as a smoker, you were not allowed to 

smoke behind the bar. Leaving a ciggy burning on the ashtray in the corridor 

while you served meant that you returned to find all that remained of your 

Gauloise was a perfect cylinder of ash.  OR Christmas at my in-laws where, 

heartily tired of all the shrieking and cooing over presents, my taciturn father-in-

law would escape down the garden with all the wrappings and relive his time as a 

firefighter in the Blitz with a bonfire. 

At the other end of the scale are the immense tragedies of humanity. The 

industrial gassing of a people and their subsequent incineration as a final pagan 

insult to their faith and requirement for burial. Or the scene in Lyons in 177 AD 

when the local Christian community found itself accused of atheism, incest and 

cannibalism and was duly tortured and murdered. The triumphant pagan mob 

burned their bodies and threw the ashes in the river. ‘Resurrect that’, they cried to 

the God they did not believe in.                                                                         

Somewhere in the middle is the smell of smoke and the memory of all the bridges 

that we have burned.  On Ash Wednesday we come to receive on our foreheads 

the sign of the Ash- and the words we struggle to hear. ‘Remember O Man that 

you are dust – and unto dust you shall return.’ We are, as we embark on the great 

penitential season of Lent, reminded of our brief mortality, our transience, our 

finite nature. Soon, very soon, we will be dust once again, the ash that, of itself, 

has no futurity. We are reminded that all is now dependent on the mercy of God. 

‘Resurrect that’, the impious pagan cries. It is to this end that the next forty days 

moves and the miracle of the Third Day. What begins in Ash and the death of 

hope, ends in glory.  

 

Spiritual exercise: You are dead. What will people remember most about you. 


