
The 6th Sunday of Easter Readings  
 
FIRST READING: Acts of the Apostles8:5-8, 14-17 
 
A reading from the Acts of the Apostles: 
 
 Philip went down to the city of Samaria and proclaimed the Christ to them. With one accord, the 
crowds paid attention to what was said by Philip when they heard it and saw the signs he was doing. For 
unclean spirits, crying out in a loud voice, came out of many possessed people, and many paralyzed or 
crippled people were cured. There was great joy in that city. Now when the apostles in Jerusalem heard 
that Samaria had accepted the word of God, they sent them Peter and John, who went down and 
prayed for them, that they might receive the Holy Spirit, for it had not yet fallen upon any of them; they 
had only been baptized in the name of the Lord Jesus. Then they laid hands on them and they received 
the Holy Spirit. 
 
The word of the Lord. 
 
RESPONSORIAL: Psalm 66:1-3, 4-5, 6-7, 16, 20 
Let all the earth cry out to God with joy. 
 
Shout joyfully to God, all the earth, sing praise to the glory of his name; proclaim his glorious praise. Say 
to God, “How tremendous are your deeds! 
Let all the earth cry out to God with joy. 
 
Let all on earth worship and sing praise to you, sing praise to your name!” Come and see the works of 
God, his tremendous deeds among the children of Adam. 
Let all the earth cry out to God with joy. 
 
He has changed the sea into dry land; through the river they passed on foot; therefore let us rejoice in 
him. He rules by his might forever. 
Let all the earth cry out to God with joy. 
 
Hear now, all you who fear God, while I declare what he has done for me. Blessed be God who refused 
me not my prayer or his kindness! 
Let all the earth cry out to God with joy. 
 
SECOND READING: Peter 3:15-18 
 
A reading from the first Letter of Saint Peter: 
 
 Beloved: Sanctify Christ as Lord in your hearts. Always be ready to give an explanation to anyone 
who asks you for a reason for your hope, but do it with gentleness and reverence, keeping your 
conscience clear, so that, when you are maligned, those who defame your good conduct in Christ may 
themselves be put to shame. For it is better to suffer for doing good, if that be the will of God, than for 
doing evil. For Christ also suffered for sins once, the righteous for the sake of the unrighteous, that he 
might lead you to God. Put to death in the flesh, he was brought to life in the Spirit. 
 
The word of the Lord. 



 
GOSPEL: John 14:15-21 
 
+ A reading from the holy Gospel according to John: 
 
 Jesus said to his disciples: “If you love me, you will keep my commandments. And I will ask the 
Father, and he will give you another Advocate to be with you always,  the Spirit of truth, whom the 
world cannot accept, because it neither sees nor knows him. But you know him, because he remains 
with you, and will be in you. I will not leave you orphans; I will come to you. In a little while the world 
will no longer see me, but you will see me, because I live and you will live. On that day you will realize 
that I am in my Father and you are in me and I in you. Whoever has my commandments and observes 
them is the one who loves me. And whoever loves me will be loved by my Father, and I will love him and 
reveal myself to him.” 
 
The Gospel of the Lord. 
 
The 6th Sunday of Easter Reflection 
 
Often, when I approach the Sunday Readings for an idea for my homily, I begin with either the first 
reading or the gospel. I look for something to leap out to grab my attention. Sometimes it happens upon 
my first reading. Sometimes it happens as I read the commentaries. Sometimes an event that has 
happened during the week can provide inspiration. We have been steeped for more than a month in a 
global pandemic. We may continue being steeped in it for months to come. It is likely that COVID 19 
may become endemic like the flu, AIDS or the common cold. Its threat may never be eliminated. As of 
now, there is neither effective treatment for symptoms nor a viable vaccine to provide some level of 
immunity. These are the facts we face. I find little comfort in that. I will be 67 this year. That puts me in 
high risk of having serious and possibly fatal effects if I contract the disease. Like most others I shelter at 
home and only go out when necessary. Social distancing is not fun. I have missed celebrating, with my 
family, my mother’s 90th birthday, my 42nd anniversary of priesthood (both fall on the same day), 
mother’s day and a planned cross-country train ride with my mother to visit family in California.  
 
Checking on my mood, I’ve been living with anxiety and fear like many others. I live with the sadness of 
not being able to see my family. I missed celebrating Holy Week and Easter. Emails, texts, Zoom 
meetings and phone calls can not match visiting, seeing and physical contact with others. I long for 
community. Yet, amid all of this, I have hope. 
 
The hook for me this week came from the first letter of Peter in this quote: “Always be ready to give an 
explanation to anyone who asks you for a reason for your hope.” I’ve sat with this line since Monday 
morning. I remember sitting for a long time wondering what my explanation is. This is Thursday. I’m still 
in the process of wonder. I always admit to doubts when it comes to faith for not all of life, as is the case 
today, has true order. As a human being, I am not in control. I will always admit, profess or confess that 
God is in control. 
 
I had a friend who was a priest in Santa Fe, NM. He died in 2012. Prior to his death, I visited him at least 
once a year in New Mexico. The southwest has been under drought conditions since the middle 1990’s. 
The Archbishop gathered at the Rio Grande River south of Taos to lead a prayer service for rain. My 
friend, who was not fond of the then archbishop, asked a very powerful and poignant question. If God is 
all powerful and knows all things, doesn’t he already know we need rain? I have asked the same 



question each time I experience the same kinds of things. When people ask me for prayers, which I am 
happy to pray and do, I remember that question. It haunts me now. This is the first true pandemic in 100 
years. I am haunted, too, by the history of the Black Death that ravaged Europe, Asia and North Africa. It 
spanned the years 1346 to 1353 and killed between 75,000,000 and 200,000,000 people. I checked the 
numbers, yes, those are millions. I have read many books on the Holocaust. How could those things 
happen? Is it even possible to have hope? 
 
I maintain yes, it is possible. I have hope. As I was typing on Tuesday the reflection for Thursday, I felt a 
rumble that is the house shake. It’s a familiar feeling to anyone on the glide path to O’Hare. It became a 
roar that was too loud for a commercial jet. I realized that it was the Blue Angels on their fly-over in 
tribute to all the first line workers. They were over and gone before I could get out side to see. I 
imagined their salute to the fallen; the one pilot who separates himself from formation to represent 
those who have died and are apart from the rest of us, permanently. Human kindness is one way each of 
us can know the kindness of God. I welcomed the overhead roar which brought some tears of my own 
remembrance of the losses, personal, communal and global. Simple gestures, memories and emotion 
are ways I have always come to know God’s presence. It gives me goose bumps as I type this now. 
 
So, what is my explanation for having hope? First of all I have it. I know it as I read the emails and texts. I 
hear it in disjointed voices on the phone. I feel it in the rumble of a formation of fighter jets, I see it in 
the faces that look at a screen image and not the camera, I feel it in my bones and I know it because I 
believe in Jesus. The hope is physical, emotional, intellectual and revealed in life as I live it. 
 
For forty two years, now I have preached almost every time I have had a ritual to perform. I speak the 
words and they are spoken and done. I will never use the exact rhetoric again. I have written all these 
reflections since we suspended masses on March 14. This is the first time I can return and read what I 
have written. Each one is imbued with hope. My hope is multi facetted. I hope to be able to gather again 
to celebrate mass together as a community. I hope to be able to visit and enjoy taking to people again. I 
like to “press the flesh.” I hope to gather with family and go out to restaurants with friends. I hope to 
reschedule my vacation. I hope there will be both treatment and a vaccine for this virus. I’ll stop with the 
hopes. I am not trying to make an exhaustive list; I’m just making my point. Hope is always near and 
possible. 
 
I remember the Greek myth of Pandora’s Box. After Pandora (which means all gifts in Greek), because of 
her insatiable curiosity, opened the box and unleashed all forms of evil, pestilence and plague upon the 
world, the last thing that escaped was hope. Even pagans know the power of hope. 
 
We are Christians. Our hope comes from the Cross of Jesus. The symbol of suffering and death became 
the sign of salvation, eternal life and resurrection. We have the ancient cry of greeting, “Christ is risen!” 
and its equally ancient reply, “Truly he is risen!” This I believe and through faith I know despite the facts 
of the pandemic and social distancing.  
 
There was a word, specifically a name John used in his gospel. The word was “advocate.” He used this 
word to name the unnamed Holy Spirit. Other translations used the word “counselor.” I find it 
fascinating that these are words we treat as synonyms for the word “lawyer.” Jesus promised us he 
would send a lawyer, a spirit of truth? An advocate is one who speaks to or speaks for someone. A 
counselor provides guidance or a new way to interpret experiences. This is the sense of these words. 
The Spirit speaks to us for God. God guides us through the Spirit to see our lives in a new way. 
 



Even though I see the effect of this pandemic with horror and dread, I see the Spirit guiding people to 
act mindfully and kindly toward others. I find hope flourishing in and through the witness of those who 
are on the front lines of care. Hope abounds in those who keep us with food. Hope is real as we live 
apart to protect one another from this disease.  
 
As much as it is important to say how tough life has become, it is equally important to express wonder 
and delight in the self sacrifice of people. In the tension between horror and wonder, I glimpse the 
mystery of God.  
 
I have said (or written) this before. Any time we turn our thoughts to God to express our deepest 
experiences whether fear, anxiety, grief, joy, despair and/or anger, we pray. We offer these feelings to 
God. Sometimes God is the only one who will show interest in how we feel. Others struggle with feelings 
of their own. Because God has listened to us, perhaps we can listen to others as a result of our prayer. 
 
God already knows our experiences and feelings. Prayer is the way we acknowledge them and claim 
them for ourselves. It is in our honest expression to God of who we are that we discover redemption. 
Our gift to God reveals God’s gift to us. Any time the thought of others pops into our thoughts, any time 
serendipity strikes with thoughts of God, God prays for us when we are unable or unwilling to pray 
ourselves. In those moments we can hear God’s voice speaking to us and for us. The Advocate serves us. 
 
May you remain safe and give witness to your faith in God by keeping others safe. 
 
James D. Beath 
May 16-17 2020 
 


