
 

 

 

 

 
 

The Still Point 
A Time of Meditation and Reflection 

 
 

 
... 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.   
 
 
Prayer  
God of all mercy, 
your Son brought good news to the despairing, 
freedom to the oppressed 
and joy to the sad; 
fill us with your spirit 
that the people of our day may see in us his likeness 
and glorify your name. 
This we ask through Jesus Christ our Lord. 
Amen. 
 

The Gospel 

John 11:1-45 

Now a certain man was ill, Lazarus of Bethany, the village of Mary and her sister Martha. 
Mary was the one who anointed the Lord with perfume and wiped his feet with her hair; 
her brother Lazarus was ill. So the sisters sent a message to Jesus, “Lord, he whom you 
love is ill.” But when Jesus heard it, he said, “This illness does not lead to death; rather it is 
for God’s glory, so that the Son of God may be glorified through it.” Accordingly, though 



Jesus loved Martha and her sister and Lazarus, after having heard that Lazarus was ill, he 
stayed two days longer in the place where he was. 

Then after this he said to the disciples, “Let us go to Judea again.” The disciples said to 
him, “Rabbi, the Jews were just now trying to stone you, and are you going there again?” 
Jesus answered, “Are there not twelve hours of daylight? Those who walk during the day 
do not stumble, because they see the light of this world. But those who walk at night 
stumble, because the light is not in them.” After saying this, he told them, “Our friend 
Lazarus has fallen asleep, but I am going there to awaken him.” The disciples said to him, 
“Lord, if he has fallen asleep, he will be all right.” Jesus, however, had been speaking about 
his death, but they thought that he was referring merely to sleep. Then Jesus told them 
plainly, “Lazarus is dead. For your sake I am glad I was not there, so that you may believe. 
But let us go to him.” Thomas, who was called the Twin, said to his fellow disciples, “Let us 
also go, that we may die with him.” 

When Jesus arrived, he found that Lazarus had already been in the tomb four days. Now 
Bethany was near Jerusalem, some two miles away, and many of the Jews had come to 
Martha and Mary to console them about their brother. When Martha heard that Jesus was 
coming, she went and met him, while Mary stayed at home. Martha said to Jesus, “Lord, if 
you had been here, my brother would not have died. But even now I know that God will 
give you whatever you ask of him.” Jesus said to her, “Your brother will rise again.” Martha 
said to him, “I know that he will rise again in the resurrection on the last day.” Jesus said 
to her, “I am the resurrection and the life. Those who believe in me, even though they die, 
will live, and everyone who lives and believes in me will never die. Do you believe this?” 
She said to him, “Yes, Lord, I believe that you are the Messiah, the Son of God, the one 
coming into the world.” 

When she had said this, she went back and called her sister Mary, and told her privately, 
“The Teacher is here and is calling for you.” And when she heard it, she got up quickly and 
went to him. Now Jesus had not yet come to the village, but was still at the place where 
Martha had met him. The Jews who were with her in the house, consoling her, saw Mary 
get up quickly and go out. They followed her because they thought that she was going to 
the tomb to weep there. When Mary came where Jesus was and saw him, she knelt at his 
feet and said to him, “Lord, if you had been here, my brother would not have died.” When 
Jesus saw her weeping, and the Jews who came with her also weeping, he was greatly 
disturbed in spirit and deeply moved. He said, “Where have you laid him?” They said to 
him, “Lord, come and see.” Jesus began to weep. So the Jews said, “See how he loved 
him!” But some of them said, “Could not he who opened the eyes of the blind man have 
kept this man from dying?” 

Then Jesus, again greatly disturbed, came to the tomb. It was a cave, and a stone was lying 
against it. Jesus said, “Take away the stone.” Martha, the sister of the dead man, said to 
him, “Lord, already there is a stench because he has been dead four days.” Jesus said to 
her, “Did I not tell you that if you believed, you would see the glory of God?” So they took 
away the stone. And Jesus looked upward and said, “Father, I thank you for having heard 
me. I knew that you always hear me, but I have said this for the sake of the crowd standing 
here, so that they may believe that you sent me.” When he had said this, he cried with a 



loud voice, “Lazarus, come out!” The dead man came out, his hands and feet bound with 
strips of cloth, and his face wrapped in a cloth. Jesus said to them, “Unbind him, and let 
him go.” 

Many of the Jews therefore, who had come with Mary and had seen what Jesus did, 
believed in him. 

 
 
Poem 
 
A Better Resurrection by Christina Rossetti 
 
I have no wit, no words, no tears; 
My heart within me like a stone 
Is numbed too much for hopes or fears. 
Look right, look left, I dwell alone; 
I lift mine eyes, but dimmed with grief 
No everlasting hills I see; 
My life is in the falling leaf: 
O Jesus, quicken me. 
 
My life is like a faded leaf, 
My harvest dwindled to a husk: 
Truly my life is void and brief 
And tedious in the barren dusk; 
My life is like a frozen thing, 
No bud nor greenness can I see: 
Yet rise it shall -- the sap of spring; 
O Jesus, rise in me. 
 
My life is like a broken bowl,  
A broken bowl that cannot hold 
One drop of water for my soul 
Or cordial in the searching cold; 
Cast in the fire the perished thing; 
Melt and remold it, till it be 
A royal cup for Him, my King: 
O Jesus, drink of me. 
 
 
 
Meditation: 
 
In this Lenten time of separation, disease, and grief, it's understandable to feel hopeless, alone, 
and numb.  Rossetti's poem reminds us that God's love can revive in us what Jesus revived in 



Lazarus: a quickening of emotion, a resurgence of spring's green energy, and a healing of 
brokenness. 
 
Questions for reflection: 
 
With Easter on the horizon, what role does resurrection play in your inner life at this moment 
of our collective life?    
What does your soul yearn to see, smell, taste, and hear?  
In a time of distancing and quarantine, are there new yearnings that surprise 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. 
 


