
The Still Point 
A Time of Meditation and Reflection 

The Twenty Fifth Sunday after Pentecost: Proper 29 
Christ the King 

 
 

... 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 
 
Keep your Church alert, Holy Spirit, 
ready to hear when you are calling, 
and when you challenge us. 
Keep us hopeful, Holy Spirit, 
Knowing Christ will come again.  
Amen. 

The Gospel                                                                             Matthew 25:31-46 

Jesus said, “When the Son of Man comes in his glory, and all the angels with him, then he 
will sit on the throne of his glory. All the nations will be gathered before him, and he will 
separate people one from another as a shepherd separates the sheep from the goats, and 
he will put the sheep at his right hand and the goats at the left. Then the king will say to 
those at his right hand, ‘Come, you that are blessed by my Father, inherit the kingdom 
prepared for you from the foundation of the world; for I was hungry and you gave me food, 
I was thirsty and you gave me something to drink, I was a stranger and you welcomed me, 
I was naked and you gave me clothing, I was sick and you took care of me, I was in prison 
and you visited me.’ Then the righteous will answer him, ‘Lord, when was it that we saw 
you hungry and gave you food, or thirsty and gave you something to drink? And when was 
it that we saw you a stranger and welcomed you, or naked and gave you clothing? And 
when was it that we saw you sick or in prison and visited you?’ And the king will answer 
them, ‘Truly I tell you, just as you did it to one of the least of these who are members of my 



family, you did it to me.’ Then he will say to those at his left hand, ‘You that are accursed, 
depart from me into the eternal fire prepared for the devil and his angels; for I was hungry 
and you gave me no food, I was thirsty and you gave me nothing to drink, I was a stranger 
and you did not welcome me, naked and you did not give me clothing, sick and in prison 
and you did not visit me.’ Then they also will answer, ‘Lord, when was it that we saw you 
hungry or thirsty or a stranger or naked or sick or in prison, and did not take care of you?’ 
Then he will answer them, ‘Truly I tell you, just as you did not do it to one of the least of 
these, you did not do it to me.’ And these will go away into eternal punishment, but the 
righteous into eternal life.” 

            

Poem: "For a Five-Year-Old"       by Fleur Adcock 
 

A snail is climbing up the window-sill 

into your room, after a night of rain. 

You call me in to see, and I explain 

that it would be unkind to leave it there: 

it might crawl to the floor; we must take care 

that no one squashes it.  You understand, 

and carry it outside, with careful hand, 

to eat a daffodil. 

 

I see, then, that a kind of faith prevails: 

your gentleness is moulded still by words 

from me, who have trapped mice and shot wild birds, 

from me, who drowned your kittens, who betrayed 

your closest relatives, and who purveyed 

the harshest kind of truth to many another. 

But that is how things are: I am your mother,  

and we are kind to snails. 



Meditation: 

In today's reading from Matthew, Jesus contrasts the majesty and authority of a king with the 

least among us: the hungry, the thirsty, the stranger, the naked, the sick, the imprisoned.  This 

reminder that to love "the least of these" and treat them well is to love Christ is in our DNA as a 

people of God.  The poem invites us to go deeper, and challenges us to examine our often 

hypocritical actions: it's easy to tell a small child to set a snail free in the garden, but much 

more difficult to examine our harsh treatment of those closest to us.  The snail is king here, 

asking us to remember that all are worthy of having a meal of daffodils. 

 

Questions for reflection: 

 What lessons in kindness and mercy were you taught as a young child? 
 How do those lessons manifest themselves in your adult life? 
 In our life today, who are "the least of these"? How can you put Jesus's words in action 

today? 

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. 


