The Still Point
A Time of Meditation and Reflection
The Sixth Sunday after Pentecost: Proper 9
... 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
Almighty God,
by your grace alone
we are accepted and called to your service;
strengthen us by your Holy Spirit and empower our calling;
through Jesus Christ our Lord.
Amen.
Scripture Reading

Mark 6:1-13

Jesus came to his hometown, and his disciples followed him. On the sabbath he began to
teach in the synagogue, and many who heard him were astounded. They said, “Where did
this man get all this? What is this wisdom that has been given to him? What deeds of
power are being done by his hands! Is not this the carpenter, the son of Mary and brother
of James and Joses and Judas and Simon, and are not his sisters here with us?” And they
took offense at him. Then Jesus said to them, “Prophets are not without honor, except in
their hometown, and among their own kin, and in their own house.” And he could do no
deed of power there, except that he laid his hands on a few sick people and cured them.
And he was amazed at their unbelief.
Then he went about among the villages teaching. He called the twelve and began to send
them out two by two, and gave them authority over the unclean spirits. He ordered them
to take nothing for their journey except a staff; no bread, no bag, no money in their belts;

but to wear sandals and not to put on two tunics. He said to them, “Wherever you enter a
house, stay there until you leave the place. If any place will not welcome you and they
refuse to hear you, as you leave, shake off the dust that is on your feet as a testimony
against them.” So they went out and proclaimed that all should repent. They cast out many
demons, and anointed with oil many who were sick and cured them.

Poem: “Remember”
Remember the sky that you were born under,
know each of the star's stories.
Remember the moon, know who she is.
Remember the sun's birth at dawn, that is the
strongest point of time. Remember sundown
and the giving away to night.
Remember your birth, how your mother struggled
to give you form and breath. You are evidence of
her life, and her mother's, and hers.
Remember your father. He is your life, also.
Remember the earth whose skin you are:
red earth, black earth, yellow earth, white earth
brown earth, we are earth.
Remember the plants, trees, animal life who all have their
tribes, their families, their histories, too. Talk to them,
listen to them. They are alive poems.
Remember the wind. Remember her voice. She knows the
origin of this universe.
Remember you are all people and all people
are you.
Remember you are this universe and this
universe is you.
Remember all is in motion, is growing, is you.
Remember language comes from this.
Remember the dance language is, that life is.
Remember.

by Joy Harjo

Meditation
In the gospel reading Jesus clearly identifies himself with a long tradition of prophets.
Of course, prophets and their messages are often ignored, rejected, or misinterpreted; people
may even be offended by the prophet's message. Perhaps Jesus was preparing his disciples for
this kind of treatment and how to deal with it. "If any place will not welcome you and they
refuse to hear you, as you leave, shake off the dust that is on your feet as a testimony against
them."
Joy Harjo has been Poet Laureate in the US since 2019. In this role, she has collected
and curated poems in the neglected but rich tradition of Native American poetry. Her own
poems often carry a strong message of social justice. In an interview on her role as poet
laureate, Harjo said that poetry "is prophetic by nature and not bound by time. Poetry is a tool
for disruption and creation and is necessary for generations of humans to know who they are
becoming in the wave map of history." The poem Remember may point to a particular role of
prophets - calling us to remember where we have come from... and who we are becoming.
Questions for Reflection
As you re-imagine the gospel story, are there new insights for you, related to our roles as
followers of Jesus? Do we as a community play a role in receiving and communicating
messages of prophecy?
In the present day and/or in our nation's history, who do you see as continuing a prophetic
tradition of truth-telling (and disruption)?
The poem speaks of our connectedness - with our ancestors, with other people and living
things, and with the earth. What images speak to you most powerfully, and how do you
respond to those images?

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.

