
Readings for Thursday the 16th Week of the Year 
 
FIRST READING: Jeremiah 2:1-3, 7-8, 12-13 
 
A reading from the Book of the Prophet Jeremiah: 
 
 This word of the LORD came to me: Go, cry out this message for Jerusalem to hear! I remember the 
devotion of your youth, how you loved me as a bride, Following me in the desert, in a land unsown. 
Sacred to the LORD was Israel, the first fruits of his harvest; Should any presume to partake of them, evil 
would befall them, says the LORD. When I brought you into the garden land to eat its goodly fruits, You 
entered and defiled my land,  you made my heritage loathsome. The priests asked not, “Where is the 
LORD?” Those who dealt with the law knew me not: the shepherds rebelled against me. The prophets 
prophesied by Baal, and went after useless idols. Be amazed at this, O heavens, and shudder with sheer 
horror, says the LORD. Two evils have my people done: they have forsaken me, the source of living 
waters; They have dug themselves cisterns, broken cisterns, that hold no water. 
The word of the Lord. 
 
RESPONSORIAL: Psalm 36:6-7ab, 8-9, 10-11 
With you is the fountain of life, O Lord. 
 
O LORD, your mercy reaches to heaven; your faithfulness, to the clouds. Your justice is like the 
mountains of God; your judgments, like the mighty deep. 
With you is the fountain of life, O Lord. 
 
How precious is your mercy, O God! The children of men take refuge in the shadow of your wings. They 
have their fill of the prime gifts of your house; from your delightful stream you give them to drink. 
With you is the fountain of life, O Lord. 
 
For with you is the fountain of life, and in your light we see light. Keep up your mercy toward your 
friends, your just defense of the upright of heart. 
With you is the fountain of life, O Lord. 
 
Gospel: 
 
+ A reading from the holy Gospel according to Matthew 13:10-17 
 
 The disciples approached Jesus and said, “Why do you speak to the crowd in parables?” He said to 
them in reply, “Because knowledge of the mysteries of the Kingdom of heaven has been granted to you, 
but to them it has not been granted. To anyone who has, more will be given and he will grow rich; from 
anyone who has not, even what he has will be taken away. This is why I speak to them in parables, 
because they look but do not see and hear but do not listen or understand. Isaiah’s prophecy is fulfilled 
in them, which says: You shall indeed hear but not understand, you shall indeed look but never see. Gross 
is the heart of this people, they will hardly hear with their ears, they have closed their eyes, lest they see 
with their eyes and hear with their ears and understand with their hearts and be converted and I heal 
them. “But blessed are your eyes, because they see, and your ears, because they hear. Amen, I say to 
you, many prophets and righteous people longed to see what you see but did not see it, and to hear 
what you hear but did not hear it.” 
 
The Gospel of the Lord. 
 



 
Reflection for Thursday the 16th Week of the Year 
 
As I read the passage from Jeremiah, I was struck by a wave of awareness and reminiscence; the good 
old days. God remembers a time when things were better. Were they ever better? I remember my 
father who lamented during the riots of the 1960s for the good old days. I distinctly remember asking 
him when the better times were. I pointed out that when he was my age, the world was in the midst of 
the great depression and prohibition. Al Capone ruled Chicago. This was followed by World War II in 
which my father fought. I expected serious retaliation on his part, but instead he understood my point. 
He then quoted the historian George Santayana. “Those who do not remember the past are condemned 
to repeat it.” That we do. Perhaps Jeremiah did too. I have read the first five books of the bible. They are 
filled with similar problems. 
 
I found two other quotes of George Santayana that are sobering as well. “Only the dead have seen the 
end of the war.” The United States has been at war, more or less, my entire life. I was born in 1953. As I 
watch and listen to the news of pandemic, protest and the deployment of federal police, I remember 
the violence and protest of the 1960s which led to this train of thought. Those who have died from 
COVID 19 will not return to life either. Many or most died without loved ones present too. Yes, they will 
rise from the dead when Jesus returns, but their families mourn now, sometimes without being able to 
gather together. Their suffering my be over, but their loved ones still suffer. Witnessing all of this is 
painful. Not much has changed in sixty seven years. I raise a heart felt lament to God, “How long, O 
Lord?” I may not like the answer. 
 
One of the pivotal experiences of my young life was the famous speech given by the Rev. Dr. Martin 
Luther King, Jr. in 1963 on the steps of the Lincoln Memorial in Washington, D.C. I was captivated by his 
words, entranced by his lyrical rhythm of speech and moved by his message. “I have a dream that my 
four little children will one day live in a nation where they will not be judged by the color of their skin 
but by the content of their character.” I was ten. Four years later, I would stand on those same steps for 
the first time and surveyed the view and heard the cadences of his speech, still impressed and hopeful. 
Today King’s great vision is still, sadly, only a dream. We talk about race and forget that God has created 
only one human race. Each one of us is a beloved child of God, a son or daughter born in God’s image 
and likeness. Jesus prayer was that we all may be one as God is one, Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. It is 
easy to forget. It seems never to stop. 
 
In the middle of a pandemic as infections and deaths continue to rise, we talk of being in “recovery.” 
Does everyone work to the common good? Does everyone keep safe social distance and wear masks in 
public? It’s easy, as individuals, to feel victimized by the life we’ve missed during these months. 
However, when people don’t follow safety protocols, we become victimizers, putting others at risk. Life 
is a gift from God. Getting our life back cannot happen until there is a cure and treatment for this 
disease. Until there is, the nature of COVID 19 remains the same; to infect people to survive. A virus 
cannot change its behavior. We can, by the grace of God. 
 
Having embarked upon a pessimistic path, there is hope. I found another quote from George Santayana 
as well. “There is no cure for birth and death save to enjoy the interval.” We may be born to die, but 
now we live. What is the purpose of pandemic and prejudice? Perhaps there is none. There is little 
meaning in the suffering, hate and death that surrounds us. What is at the heart of our lives? What 
drives our true selves? Where do we find purpose, meaning, joy and love? Sometimes we have to admit, 
at least to ourselves, that we are powerless in the face of pandemic and prejudice. We can’t change the 
ones with whom we live, very often. Do we expect to change to world or the world to change for us? It is 
only with God’s grace that we change. Our goal is to live, now. 



 
In these four months, where have I found meaning and purpose? What has been my joy? So many things 
I enjoy, so many people I know and so much I normally do are off limits. There’s only so much binge 
watching of reruns I can do. Thank God for cell phones, the internet and Zoom. To visit people may be 
the best thing to stay in touch. The technology we have is the next best thing to keep in touch. I never 
finished the Lenten presentation on the mass. It will keep. The spring and summer have passed. Autumn 
and winter may pass too. There is the promise of hope. 
 
I have found these reflections I write to be a source of meaning in the midst of meaninglessness. 
Because I write them, I have a source of work and an outlet for what would have been solitary thought. I 
have discovered that aside from being too old, I may have been a viable candidate for a mission to mars. 
I have only had a few moments of discomfort. My preparation and typing these things takes hours. I 
work from home; but for the last forty two years of ordained ministry, I live at work. There is little 
difference today from my normal experience. I have no idea of how many people actually read these 
reflections but in the end, the numbers are not important. They have been an outlet for my thoughts, 
prayers, feelings and musings. I have had meaningful thought which have provided meaningful work 
whose purpose is for those who read these reflections. I have too. Some have been okay, others pretty 
good and a few have been powerful. I don’t actually read them. I listen to them. I’m not the best of 
proof readers or editors. I have my computer voice read them to me. I can catch many grammatical and 
spelling errors doing that. I also had to listen to what I’ve written. As a preacher, I’ve never had to do 
that before. The text to speech program uses the voice, “Zira,” to read to me. 
 
I found the context of the gospel appropriate. “Why do you speak to the crowds in parable?” the 
disciples asked Jesus. Perhaps our times now are a new parable. Can we seek the kingdom of God amid 
pandemic and prejudice? Sometimes we look but do not see and hear but do not listen. Sometimes we 
do see and listen. Some times we glimpse the kingdom amid chaos. The prayer and blessing of Jesus, 
“Blessed are your eyes and ears for you have seen and heard!” We have seen and heard God’s word and 
can know God’s presence. 
 
The scriptures may contain God’s Word. The Word may be printed on a page as inanimate text. 
Somehow the Word is alive in, with and through us. The readings can strike home to show us something 
new each time we read them. Prophesy and parables are meant to be ambiguous. Spending time with 
ambiguity can be like trying to solve a mystery. Our lives now are filled with ambiguity. Can we seek the 
mystery of God in them? 
 
May you be safe and healthy as you see to the health and safety of others. 
 
James D. Beath, July 23, 2020 
 
This was a little ditty that popped into my head and has been playing in it since I thought of George 
Santayana. The internet can be a wondrous place to visit. It may have been written in 1949, before I was 
born. The news hasn’t changed much in seventy years. 
 
The Africa Merry Minuet Lyrics 
(Sheldon Harnick) 
 
They're rioting in Africa; They're starving in Spain 
There's hurricanes in Florida; And Texas needs rain. 
 
The whole world is festering; With unhappy souls 



The French hate the Germans, The Germans hate the Poles 
Italians hate Yugoslavs; South Africans hate the Dutch 
And I don't like anybody very much 
 
But we can be grateful And thankful and proud 
That man's been endowed With a mushroom shaped cloud 
 
And we know for certain That some happy day 
Someone will set the spark off And we will all be blown away 
 
They're rioting in Africa; There's strife in Iran 
What nature doesn't do to us 
Will be done by our fellow man. 
 

 
This was performed by the Kingston Trio back in the early 60's. 
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