
The Still Point 
A Time of Meditation and Reflection 

The Nineteenth Sunday After Pentecost: Proper 22  
 

 
... 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           Mark 10:2-16 
Some Pharisees came, and to test Jesus they asked, “Is it lawful for a man to divorce his wife?” 

He answered them, “What did Moses command you?” They said, “Moses allowed a man to 

write a certificate of dismissal and to divorce her.” But Jesus said to them, “Because of your 

hardness of heart he wrote this commandment for you. But from the beginning of creation, 

‘God made them male and female.’ ‘For this reason, a man shall leave his father and mother 

and be joined to his wife, and the two shall become one flesh.’ So, they are no longer two, but 

one flesh. Therefore, what God has joined together, let no one separate.” Then in the house the 

disciples asked him again about this matter. He said to them, “Whoever divorces his wife and 

marries another commits adultery against her; and if she divorces her husband and marries 

another, she commits adultery.” People were bringing little children to him in order that he 

might touch them; and the disciples spoke sternly to them. But when Jesus saw this, he was 

indignant and said to them, “Let the little children come to me; do not stop them; for it is to 

such as these that the kingdom of God belongs. Truly I tell you, whoever does not receive the 

kingdom of God as a little child will never enter it.” And he took them up in his arms, laid his 

hands on them, and blessed them. 



Poem: "First days of Spring-the Sky”     by Ryōkan(b. 1758)  

First days of Spring - the sky 
is bright blue, the sun huge and warm. 
Everything's turning green. 
Carrying my monk's bowl, I walk to the village 
to beg for my daily meal. 
The children spot me at the temple gate 
and happily crowd around, 
dragging to my arms till I stop. 
I put my bowl on a white rock, 
hang my bag on a branch. 
First we braid grasses and play tug-of-war, 
then we take turns singing and keeping a kick-ball in the air: 
I kick the ball and they sing, they kick and I sing. 
Time is forgotten, the hours fly. 
People passing by point at me and laugh: 
'Why are you acting like such a fool?' 
I nod my head and don't answer. 
I could say something, but why? 
Do you want to know what's in my heart? 
From the beginning of time: just this! just this! 
  
Meditation 
  
The gospel for this day concludes with the marvelous image of Jesus taking children into his 
arms and blessing them. He had just told his disciples (sternly) to allow the children to come to 
him and made two startling statements: 1) the kingdom of God belongs to children such as 
these, and 2) it is necessary for a person to become like a child to enter the kingdom. 
  
The poem casts light on these sayings of Jesus by taking us to a different time and place, but an 
experience that is universal. Ryōkan Taigu was a Zen Buddhist monk in late 18th and early 19th 
century Japan. He lived as a hermit and was known for his poetry and calligraphy. Ryokan's 
poem delightfully depicts a day in which the beauty of the spring day inspired the poet to "play 
hooky" from his work and instead spend the day playing with children. (It's interesting that the 
work he was escaping was begging for food!) The poem may take us in our memories to days 
when we could play endlessly - one game leads to another, and "time is forgotten, the hours 
fly." The poem may also lead us to think of how we as adults might become more childlike: 
through wonder, playfulness, joy, being in the moment... and remembering our own childhood. 
  



Questions for Reflection 
  
Reflecting on your own life experiences and circumstances, what does it look and feel like to 
become more childlike? Does that create an openness to experience aspects of the kingdom 
that Jesus talks about? 
  
In response to Jesus' call to let the children come to him, what do you feel is especially 
important to do to care for children and their needs in these times? (You might think of this 
question in terms of various aspects of our life at St. Andrew's, as well as the wider community 
and world we live in.) 
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. 

 
 Poem and Reflection offered by: Frank Nowell    

 


