The Still Point
A Time of Meditation and Reflection
The Last Sunday after the Epiphany
... 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

O God, who before the passion of your only-begotten Son revealed his glory upon the
holy mountain: Grant to us that we, beholding by faith the light of his countenance,
may be strengthened to bear our cross, and be changed into his likeness from glory
to glory; through Jesus Christ our Lord, who lives and reigns with you and the Holy
Spirit, one God, for ever and ever. Amen.
The Gospel

Mark 9:2-9

Jesus took with him Peter and James and John, and led them up a high
mountain apart, by themselves. And he was transfigured before them, and his
clothes became dazzling white, such as no one on earth could bleach them. And
there appeared to them Elijah with Moses, who were talking with Jesus. Then
Peter said to Jesus, “Rabbi, it is good for us to be here; let us make three
dwellings, one for you, one for Moses, and one for Elijah.” He did not know what
to say, for they were terrified. Then a cloud overshadowed them, and from the
cloud there came a voice, “This is my Son, the Beloved; listen to him!” Suddenly
when they looked around, they saw no one with them any more, but only Jesus.
As they were coming down the mountain, he ordered them to tell no one about
what they had seen, until after the Son of Man had risen from the dead.

Poem: "God's Grandeur" by Gerard Manley Hopkins
The world is charged with the grandeur of God.
It will flame out, like shining from shook foil;
It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil
Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod?
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod;
And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil;
And wears man's smudge and shares man's smell: the soil
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod.
And for all this, nature is never spent;
There lives the dearest freshness deep down things;
And though the last lights off the black West went
Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs-Because the Holy Ghost over the bent
World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings.
Meditation:
Today's well-known poem paints a world shimmering and vibrating with Godly
energy. And yet we often find ourselves trodding through the ruts of our routines
and forget to look up and notice. Though the poem begins and ends with explicit
references to God and the Holy Spirit, in the middle Hopkins finds the sources of
human, incarnate, natural grandeur - that is, Christ's grandeur. This makes a fitting
partner for today's reading from Mark, which portrays the contrast between the
transfigured Christ (in "dazzling white") and those bound to earth. Famous for his
adept use of sounds, Hopkins seems to apply the divine transfiguration to language,
too, finding the potential within everyday words to become something new.

Questions for Reflection:
• Where

have you recently found God's Grandeur in nature? In words?
• What are your favorite uses of language in this poem? Is there a juxtaposition
of images that surprises you?
• Listen to Benjamin Britten's setting of this poem here. How does this setting
capture the sense of surprise or awe?

• For

another take on our latent capacity for godly grandeur, read Rainer Maria
Rilke's selection from a letter. Where do you feel God calling forth your song
from within?

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.

