
The Still Point 
A Time of Meditation and Reflection 

The Thirteenth Sunday after Pentecost: Proper 17 
 
 

... At the still point of the turning world. Neither flesh nor fleshless; 
Neither from nor towards; at the still point, there the dance is, 
But neither arrest nor movement. And do not call it fixity, 
Where past and future are gathered. Neither movement from nor towards, 
Neither ascent nor decline. Except for the point, the still point, 
There would be no dance, and there is only the dance... 

 
T.S. Eliot, Burnt Norton 

 
 

  Peace on each one who comes in need; 
  Peace on each one who comes in joy.  
       Peace on each one who offers prayers; 
   Peace on each one who offers song. 
       Peace of the Maker, Peace of the Son, 
  Peace of the Spirit, the Triune One.   
 
 
Opening Prayer 
 
Praise to you, God, for all your work among us. 
Yours is the vigor in creation, 
yours is the impulse in our new discoveries. 
Make us adventurous, yet reverent and hopeful 
in all we do. 
Amen. 

The Gospel          Matthew 16:21-28 

Jesus began to show his disciples that he must go to Jerusalem and undergo great 
suffering at the hands of the elders and chief priests and scribes, and be killed, and on the 
third day be raised. And Peter took him aside and began to rebuke him, saying, “God 
forbid it, Lord! This must never happen to you.” But he turned and said to Peter, “Get 
behind me, Satan! You are a stumbling block to me; for you are setting your mind not on 
divine things but on human things.” 

Then Jesus told his disciples, “If any want to become my followers, let them deny 
themselves and take up their cross and follow me. For those who want to save their life will 
lose it, and those who lose their life for my sake will find it. For what will it profit them if 
they gain the whole world but forfeit their life? Or what will they give in return for their 
life? 



“For the Son of Man is to come with his angels in the glory of his Father, and then he will 
repay everyone for what has been done. Truly I tell you, there are some standing here who 
will not taste death before they see the Son of Man coming in his kingdom.” 

 
Poem: “The Thread of Life”                                                                  by Christina Rossetti  

1 

The irresponsive silence of the land, 
The irresponsive sounding of the sea, 
Speak both one message of one sense to me: — 
Aloof, aloof, we stand aloof, so stand 
Thou too aloof bound with the flawless band 
Of inner solitude; we bind not thee; 
But who from thy self-chain shall set thee free? 
What heart shall touch thy heart? what hand thy hand?— 
And I am sometimes proud and sometimes meek, 
And sometimes I remember days of old 
When fellowship seemed not so far to seek 
And all the world and I seemed much less cold, 
And at the rainbow’s foot lay surely gold, 
And hope felt strong and life itself not weak. 

2 

Thus am I mine own prison. Everything 
Around me free and sunny and at ease: 
Or if in shadow, in a shade of trees 
Which the sun kisses, where the gay birds sing 
And where all winds make various murmuring; 
Where bees are found, with honey for the bees; 
Where sounds are music, and where silences 
Are music of an unlike fashioning. 
Then gaze I at the merrymaking crew, 
And smile a moment and a moment sigh 
Thinking: Why can I not rejoice with you ? 
But soon I put the foolish fancy by: 
I am not what I have nor what I do; 
But what I was I am, I am even I. 

3 

Therefore myself is that one only thing 
I hold to use or waste, to keep or give; 
My sole possession every day I live, 
And still mine own despite Time's winnowing. 



Ever mine own, while moons and seasons bring 
From crudeness ripeness mellow and sanative; 
Ever mine own, till Death shall ply his sieve; 
And still mine own, when saints break grave and sing. 
And this myself as king unto my King 
I give, to Him Who gave Himself for me; 
Who gives Himself to me, and bids me sing 
A sweet new song of His redeemed set free; 
He bids me sing: O death, where is thy sting? 
And sing: O grave, where is thy victory? 

 

Reflection: 

The first section of this poem seems to speak to our peculiar times: nostalgia for fellowship and 
warmth in a distant, 'aloof,' and 'cold' era.  In the second and third sections, Rossetti connects 
this sense of separation (from merriment, from love, from nature's joys) to an act of self-will 
and self-denial, as if answering Jesus's call to take up the cross and lose one's life. Like the 
gospel reading, Rossetti sees a fruitful return and a sense of redemption after giving herself to 
God. 

 

Questions for meditation: 

 Where does this poem speak most intimately to you? 

 

 The gospel reading contains that Christian paradox of gaining by losing, saving by 
sacrificing, living by dying.  What paradoxes do you see in the poem? 

 

 In a life with God, how does the prison of self become free for you? 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Prayers  
 
We bring before God someone whom we have met or remembered today   
 
We bring to God someone who is hurting tonight and needs our prayer 
 
We bring to God a troubled situation in our world  
 
We bring to God, silently, someone whom we find hard to forgive or trust 
  
We bring ourselves to God that we might grow in generosity of spirit, clarity of mind, and 
warmth of affection 
 
We offer our thanks to God for the blessings in our lives 
  
We name before God those who have died. 
 
Gracious God, you hear all our prayers: those we speak aloud, those we hold in our hearts, and 
those prayers for which we have no words. Hear the prayers of your people, and grant them as 
may be best for us, for the sake of your holy name. Amen. 
 

 Accept our thanks for all you have done, O God. Our hands were empty, and you filled them. 
 

May Christ’s holy, healing, enabling Spirit be with us every step of the way, and be our guide as 
our road changes and turns, and the blessing of God our Creator, Redeemer and Giver of life be 
among us now and remain with us forever. Amen. 
 
 


