
The Still Point 
A Time of Meditation and Reflection 

Last Sunday After Pentecost: Proper 29 
Feast of Christ the King   

 
 
... 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           John 18:33-37 
Pilate entered the headquarters again, summoned Jesus, and asked him, “Are you the King of 

the Jews?” Jesus answered, “Do you ask this on your own, or did others tell you about me?” 

Pilate replied, “I am not a Jew, am I? Your own nation and the chief priests have handed you 

over to me. What have you done?” Jesus answered, “My kingdom is not from this world. If my 

kingdom were from this world, my followers would be fighting to keep me from being handed 

over to the Jews. But as it is, my kingdom is not from here.” Pilate asked him, “So you are a 

king?” Jesus answered, “You say that I am a king. For this I was born, and for this I came into 

the world, to testify to the truth. Everyone who belongs to the truth listens to my voice.” 



Poem: "The Kingdom of God”     by Jessica Powers (b. 1905)   

Not toward the stars, beautiful naked runner, 
Not on the hills of the moon after a wild white deer; 
Seek not to discover afar the unspeakable wisdom -- 
The quarry is here. 
 
--- 
 
Not in the quiet arms, O sorrowful lover, 
O fugitive, not in the dark on a pillow of breast, 
Hunt not under the lighted leaves for God -- 
Here is the sacred guest. 
 
There is a Tenant here. 
Come home, roamer of earth, to this room and find 
A timeless heart under your own heart beating, 
A Bird of Beauty singing under your mind. 
  
Meditation 
  
Today, the last Sunday of the liturgical year, the Church celebrates Christ the King. (The Feast 
of Christ the King was instituted by Pope Pius XI in 1925, and moved to the last Sunday of the 
liturgical year in 1970.)  Today's gospel reading shows Jesus answering questions about his 
kingship with what we come to expect from him: evasiveness, turning the question back to the 
asker, and a mystical description of his kingdom as "not from this world".   
 
Jessica Powers, poet and Carmelite nun from Wisconsin, proposes that the kingdom of God is 
always accessible to us, and does not depend on a lover, or the achievement of a goal.  This, of 
course, is just as mystical as Jesus's "not from this world," as mystics like St. Teresa of Avila 
would teach.  The soul is the lover, and the kingdom is God.  
 
Questions for Reflection 
  
What attributes do you imagine a divine king having?   
 
The word 'king' can carry some semantic baggage for many of us.  How does Jesus's response 
to Pilate help you make sense of Christ as King?  
 
Imagine God as a 'sacred guest' in your heart.  How does that image affect your waking up, 
your to-do list, and your treatment of yourself and others? 



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: Matt Bentley  

 


