
The Still Point 
A Time of Meditation and Reflection 
The Fifteenth Sunday After Pentecost   

 
... 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 7:24-37 

Jesus set out and went away to the region of Tyre. He entered a house and did not want anyone 

to know he was there. Yet he could not escape notice, but a woman whose little daughter had 

an unclean spirit immediately heard about him, and she came and bowed down at his feet. 

Now the woman was a Gentile, of Syrophoenician origin. She begged him to cast the demon out 

of her daughter. He said to her, “Let the children be fed first, for it is not fair to take the 

children’s food and throw it to the dogs.” But she answered him, “Sir, even the dogs under the 

table eat the children’s crumbs.” Then he said to her, “For saying that, you may go—the demon 

has left your daughter.” So she went home, found the child lying on the bed, and the demon 

gone. Then he returned from the region of Tyre, and went by way of Sidon towards the Sea of 

Galilee, in the region of the Decapolis. They brought to him a deaf man who had an 

impediment in his speech; and they begged him to lay his hand on him. He took him aside in 

private, away from the crowd, and put his fingers into his ears, and he spat and touched his 

tongue. Then looking up to heaven, he sighed and said to him, “Ephphatha,” that is, “Be 

opened.” And immediately his ears were opened, his tongue was released, and he spoke plainly. 



Then Jesus ordered them to tell no one; but the more he ordered them, the more zealously they 

proclaimed it. They were astounded beyond measure, saying, “He has done everything well; he 

even makes the deaf to hear and the mute to speak.” 

 

Poem: ‘To Be Held”       By Linda Hogan b. 1947 

To be held 
by the light 
was what I wanted, 
to be a tree drinking the rain, 
no longer parched in this hot land. 
To be roots in a tunnel growing 
but also to be sheltering the inborn leaves 
and the green slide of mineral 
down the immense distances 
into infinite comfort 
and the land here, only clay, 
still contains and consumes 
the thirsty need 
the way a tree always shelters the unborn life 
waiting for the healing 
after the storm 
which has been our life. 
  
Meditation: 
The gospel passage offers us two stories of Jesus’ healing ministry; though they appear quite 
different on the surface, a little more examination reveals their similarity. Jesus’ power brings 
gifts beyond physical healing. There is always an element of inclusion, restoration, or 
reconciliation. In these two stories, a woman who is an unwelcome (and even defiant) outsider 
is recognized as worthy of attention, and Jesus grants her heartfelt request. In the other story, 
a man who is isolated by his disability is restored to full participation in the community.  
 
The poem offers a different vision of healing, inclusion, and restoration. The poet envisions her 
reintegration with the fullness of the earth “after the storm which has been our life” as the 
ultimate healing. In both gospel and poem, the source and culmination of the healing is the 
sense of oneness with “the More,” whether manifest in the person of Jesus or the sacredness of 
the earth.  
 



 
 
Questions for Reflection:  
 
Have you, or someone you know, experienced a healing that brought a sense of inclusion or 
reconciliation?  
 
When you encounter the stories of Jesus’ healing ministry, what are your thoughts? Your 
feelings?  Are these stories difficult for you? Do you experience them as gift? 
 
What images from the poem speak most powerfully to you?   
  

The Prayers 

 
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 Reflections offered by  Rev’d Elizabeth P. Randall  
 

 

 
 


