
The Still Point 
A Time of Meditation and Reflection 

The Twentieth Sunday after Pentecost: Proper 24 
 
 

... 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             Matthew 22:15-22 

The Pharisees went and plotted to entrap Jesus in what he said. So they sent their disciples 
to him, along with the Herodians, saying, “Teacher, we know that you are sincere, and 
teach the way of God in accordance with truth, and show deference to no one; for you do 
not regard people with partiality. Tell us, then, what you think. Is it lawful to pay taxes to 
the emperor, or not?” But Jesus, aware of their malice, said, “Why are you putting me to 
the test, you hypocrites? Show me the coin used for the tax.” And they brought him a 
denarius. Then he said to them, “Whose head is this, and whose title?” They answered, 
“The emperor’s.” Then he said to them, “Give therefore to the emperor the things that are 
the emperor’s, and to God the things that are God’s.” When they heard this, they were 
amazed; and they left him and went away. 

      



     

                                                                                   

 
Poem: Gloria        by Denise Levertov 

  
Praise the wet snow 
        falling early. 
Praise the shadow 
        my neighbor's chimney casts on the tile roof 
even this gray October day that should, they say, 
have been golden. 
                Praise 
the invisible sun burning beyond 
     the white cold sky, giving us 
light and the chimney's shadow. 
Praise 
god or the gods, the unknown, 
that which imagined us, which stays 
our hand, 
our murderous hand, 
                   and gives us 
still, 



in the shadow of death, 
            our daily life, 
            and the dream still 
of goodwill, of peace on earth. 
Praise 
flow and change, night and 
the pulse of day. 
 
 
Reflection 

This week's gospel is the well known story of Jesus' response to the Pharisees as they sought to 
entrap him with a question about paying taxes to the emperor. 
  
The poem Gloria by Denise Levertov is an excerpt from a larger poem, Mass for the Day of St. 
Thomas Didymus. St. Thomas Didymus (the twin) is another name for Thomas the Apostle, or 
“doubting Thomas.” The Orthodox and Byzantine churches celebrate his feast day in October. 
The poem is divided into the six sections of the Ordinary of the Mass: Kyrie, Gloria, Credo, 
Sanctus, Benedictus, and Agnus Dei. 
  
  
Questions/Prompts for Meditation: 
  
You are invited to go deeper either into the gospel reading or the poem, or to find a point of 
intersection between the two. What grounds you and gives you hope in the midst of anxious 
and turbulent times? 
  
What does the gospel reading say to you at this moment, as a person of faith who is also a 
citizen -- a citizen of Colorado, the US, the world. 
  
What images in the poem speak to you in these October days: the invisible sun, white cold sky, 
chimney shadow, the pulse of day, and the “dream still of goodwill, of peace on earth.” 
   
 
 
 
 
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. 
 


