
The Still Point 
A Time of Meditation and Reflection 

The Twenty-third Sunday After Pentecost: Proper 26  
 

 
... 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 12:38-34  
One of the scribes came near and heard the Saducees disputing with one another, and seeing 

that Jesus answered them well, he asked him, “Which commandment is the first of all?” Jesus 

answered, “The first is, ‘Hear, O Israel: The Lord our God, the Lord is one; you shall love the 

Lord your God with all your heart, and with all your soul, and with all your mind, and with all 

your strength.’ The second is this, ‘You shall love your neighbor as yourself.’ There is no other 

commandment greater than these.” Then the scribe said to him, “You are right, Teacher; you 

have truly said that ‘he is one, and besides him there is no other’; and ‘to love him with all the 

heart, and with all the understanding, and with all the strength,’ and ‘to love one’s neighbor as 

oneself,’ —this is much more important than all whole burnt offerings and sacrifices.” When 

Jesus saw that he answered wisely, he said to him, “You are not far from the kingdom of God.” 

After that no one dared to ask him any question. 

 

 



Poem: "Knowing Love in Herself”   by Hadewijch of Antwerp (b. 1200) 

I do not complain of suffering for Love, 
It is right that I should always obey her, 
For I can know her only as she is in herself, 
Whether she commands in storm or in stillness. 
This is a marvel beyond my understanding, 
Which fills my whole heart 
And makes me stray in a wild desert.  
 
 
Meditation 
  
Today's gospel contains the well-known summation of the law by Jesus: love God and love your 
neighbor as yourself. The latter seems straightforward (although there are the questions about 
who is my neighbor, and just what is meant by "as yourself.")  But what does it mean to love 
God, especially if God is Love? Does it seem too abstract to "love Love?" Some may seek or 
prefer a personification of God, at least for the sake of a metaphor to help in our incomplete 
understanding.  
 
Mystics - both historical and contemporary - may help us. Hadewijch of Antwerp was a 13th-
century mystic and poet who wrote in a middle Dutch language. Little is known about her life 
beyond her writings, much of which are intensely personal poems about God's love. In this 
short poem she talks of obeying, and suffering for, Love, which she personifies as female. The 
last three lines are especially striking: "This is a marvel beyond my understanding which fills 
my whole heart and makes me stray in a wild desert." If we follow Love completely, it may 
draw us into wild and uncharted territory. 
  
 
Questions for Reflection 
  
How do you respond to the poet's suggestion that her obedience to Love makes her stray in a 
wild desert? What would it mean to follow Love into a new (perhaps wild and uncharted) 
place? 
 
What images and metaphors are meaningful to you for thinking about loving God? What form 
does that love take 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. 

 
 Poem and Reflection offered by: Frank Nowell    

 


