
The Still Point 
A Time of Meditation and Reflection 

The First Sunday of Lent 
 
 

... 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 
 
Almighty God, 
your Son Jesus Christ fasted forty days in the wilderness; 
give us grace to direct our lives in obedience to your Spirit; 
and as you know our weakness 
so may we know your power to save; 
through Jesus Christ our Redeemer. Amen. 

The Gospel           Mark 1:9-15 

In those days Jesus came from Nazareth of Galilee and was baptized by John in the 
Jordan. And just as he was coming up out of the water, he saw the heavens torn apart and 
the Spirit descending like a dove on him. And a voice came from heaven, “You are my Son, 
the Beloved; with you I am well pleased.” 

And the Spirit immediately drove him out into the wilderness. He was in the wilderness 
forty days, tempted by Satan; and he was with the wild beasts; and the angels waited on 
him. 

Now after John was arrested, Jesus came to Galilee, proclaiming the good news of God, 
and saying, “The time is fulfilled, and the kingdom of God has come near; repent, and 
believe in the good news.” 



Poem: "The Good News"        by Thich Nhat Hanh 

They don’t publish 

the good news. 

The good news is published 

by us. 

We have a special edition every moment, 

and we need you to read it. 

The good news is that you are alive, 

and the linden tree is still there, 

standing firm in the harsh winter. 

The good news is that you have wonderful eyes 

to touch the blue sky. 

The good news is that your child is there before you, 

and your arms are available: 

hugging is possible. 

They only print what is wrong. 

Look at each of our special editions. 

We always offer the things that are not wrong. 

We want you to benefit from them 

and help protect them. 

The dandelion is there by the sidewalk, 

smiling its wondrous smile, 

singing the song of eternity. 

Listen! You have ears that can hear it. 

Bow your head. 

Listen to it. 

Leave behind the world of sorrow 

and preoccupation 

and get free. 

The latest good news 

is that you can do it. 

Meditation: 

At first glance, today's poem by a Vietnamese Buddhist monk may seem out of place for the 

first Sunday in Lent.  But today's reading from Mark's Gospel also sandwiches Jesus's 40-day 

trial in the desert between two surprisingly life-giving events: baptism and the proclaiming of 

Good News.  Perhaps it may serve as a reminder to us that, even in the darkness of Lent (or the 

darkness of apocalyptic weather, or soul-draining cultural divisions, or an isolating pandemic), 



as a people of God we can still find newness of life and help engage in the renewal of the world.  

Thich Nhat Hanh's poem lifts the weed-status of the dandelion to a source of beauty, and lifts 

us as the bearers of good news instead of merely passive recipients. 

 

Questions for Reflection: 

 What dandelions in your life can you imagine reconsidering as flowers? 
 In the midst of so much bad news, where do you find hope? 
 As you begin this year's Lenten journey, what are your hopes? What moments in your 

past have given you new life?     

      

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 choice and reflections by Matt Bentley 


