
Readings for Thursday the 25th Week of the Year 
 
FIRST READING: Ecclesiastes 1:2-11 
 
A reading from the Book of Ecclesiastes: 
 
 Vanity of vanities, says Qoheleth, vanity of vanities! All things are vanity! What profit has 
man from all the labor which he toils at under the sun? One generation passes and another 
comes, but the world forever stays. The sun rises and the sun goes down; then it presses on to 
the place where it rises. Blowing now toward the south, then toward the north, the wind turns 
again and again, resuming its rounds. All rivers go to the sea, yet never does the sea become 
full. To the place where they go, the rivers keep on going. All speech is labored; there is nothing 
one can say. The eye is not satisfied with seeing nor is the ear satisfied with hearing. What has 
been, that will be; what has been done, that will be done. Nothing is new under the sun. Even 
the thing of which we say, “See, this is new!”  has already existed in the ages that preceded us. 
There is no remembrance of the men of old; nor of those to come will there be any 
remembrance among those who come after them. 
 
The word of the Lord. 
 
RESPONSORIAL: Psalm 90:3-4, 5-6, 12-13, 14 and 17bc 
In every age, O Lord, you have been our refuge. 
 
You turn man back to dust, saying, “Return, O children of men.” For a thousand years in your 
sight are as yesterday, now that it is past, or as a watch of the night. 
In every age, O Lord, you have been our refuge. 
 
You make an end of them in their sleep; the next morning they are like the changing grass, 
Which at dawn springs up anew, but by evening wilts and fades. 
In every age, O Lord, you have been our refuge. 
 
Teach us to number our days aright, that we may gain wisdom of heart. Return, O LORD! How 
long? Have pity on your servants! 
In every age, O Lord, you have been our refuge. 
 
Fill us at daybreak with your kindness, that we may shout for joy and gladness all our days. 
Prosper the work of our hands for us! Prosper the work of our hands! 
In every age, O Lord, you have been our refuge. 
 
Gospel: Luke 9:7-9 
 
+ A reading from the holy Gospel according to Luke: 
 
 Herod the tetrarch heard about all that was happening, and he was greatly perplexed 
because some were saying, “John has been raised from the dead”; others were saying, “Elijah 
has appeared”; still others, “One of the ancient prophets has arisen.” But Herod said, “John I 
beheaded. Who then is this about whom I hear such things?” And he kept trying to see him. 
The Gospel of the Lord. 



 
Reflections for Thursday the 25th Week of the Year 
 
Qoheleth is either a devoted cynic or profoundly depressed. He sounds as if he too has been 
practicing social distancing. He sounds almost board. He describes things that I find wondrous 
and awesome in the drabbest terms. He can seem hopeless, but he is a man of faith. At one 
level I am horrified by his disinterest in the world of wonder that surrounds him. This reminds 
me of the diary of Mother Teresa which described her struggles of doubt. She struggled, often 
with what we call the dark night of the soul. She rarely felt God’s presence in her life but lived a 
life of service. I have true respect for people like that. They lived by faith, not their feelings. 
 
Having said that, I have great compassion for people who lack the capacity to seek and see the 
wonder around them. To glimpse God’s presence in life is a gift. For them to live a life of faith 
without that sense, I suppose is another gift. It is a gift I am glad that God has not given me. 
However there have been times in my life when I have known the dark night of the soul. I have 
known depression. These have been experiences that have come and gone. They also can 
return in cycles. I have learned not to fight them and to roll with the flow. Like kidney stones, 
they pass. I also am reminded of the words of Jesus as he died on the cross. He quoted Psalm 
22, “My God, my God, why have you abandoned me?” The words may sound like profound 
despair but Jesus offers them as prayers to his father. The affect of absence becomes an action 
of faith. 
 
Contained in Qoheleth’s book is the source of Pete Seeger’s song, “Turn, Turn, Turn.” The 
passage used to be contained in the old Chicago Ritual for Funerals. There is a time for every 
season under heaven. His words in that prayer are a powerful profession of the presence of 
God in life from a man who says he doesn’t feel God’s presence, often. As I like to point out, 
since we are people who believe in God, we live by faith, not feelings. I recommend reading the 
whole book of Ecclesiastes. It is not very long and contains a few surprises. It may serve as 
catharsis in these chaotic times. 
 
Qoheleth and Mother Teresa have not been the only ones who have felt this way. In the years I 
have been a priest I have encountered many others too. I have great respect and compassion 
for them. Sometimes they have helped me as much as I attempted to help them. I find their 
witness to be powerful. Some have been clergy and religious who have struggled with faith as 
they ministered to God’s people. The rest have been people who seek God’s presence as they 
try to deal with what life offers. Together we are all fellow travelers on the journey through life.  
 
I was in high-school when Andrew Lloyd Webber and Tim Rice released “Jesus Christ 
Superstar.” It was billed as a religious rock opera. Basically it was a hit musical. Evangelist Billy 
Graham when ask about it said that anything that brings Jesus to a wider audience is a good 
thing. I could almost sing the whole thing by heart. There is a scene with a song sung by King 
Herod as a Rag-Time piece that is based on this gospel. Each time I read it I hear the melody and 
lyrics, “Prove to me that you’re divine. Change my water into wine.” The seeming irreverence of 
those words show skepticism and not faith. The words of the gospel show much the same 
thing. Herod wants to see miracles, not God’s presence. He is the antithesis of Qoheleth who 
longs to feel God’s presence in his life. Herod’s response to Jesus is perplexity and confusion. 
He is a man who is merely curious and goes no farther toward faith. Thank God for the faith 
that God gave us. 



 
There is an apocryphal book of scripture, The Letters of Herod and Pilate. They express to one 
another their regret to have participated in the killing of Jesus. They seem to hint of redemption 
for them too. These letters are in the British Museum and date from the sixth or seventh 
centuries. They were not written by either of these men. We have no idea if they ever 
corresponded or became believers or not. We know they were both capable of great violence 
and cruelty. The gospel of Luke mentions, during Jesus passion, that the two were once 
enemies. After Pilate handed Jesus over to Herod for examination, they were reconciled. 
Herod, curious to see Jesus, as we heard in today’s gospel, sent Jesus back to Pilate unsatisfied. 
 
The first reading and gospel are, in my estimation, on opposite sides of a spectrum of faith. 
Neither of them really reflects my experience of knowing God. Today, the responsorial, Psalm 
90, bridges the gap between the two. It speaks of an experience of faith that sounds more 
familiar to me. It is a lament which tells God of the difficulty living life, sometimes. The Psalmist 
expresses the reality of death, transition and hope. People may die at night in their sleep. The 
grass may wilt at night. Time passes from day to night. Dawn springs up anew. Daybreak shows 
God’ love through kindness. The author seeks to live rightly, to enjoy God’s creation and to 
prosper by God’s hand. He acknowledges life’s peril and moves on to live. We may not get out 
of this world alive, but we live for God. God has promised us eternal life when we die. 
 
Unlike Qoheleth, I can find God’s presence in many things. For me there is wonder in other 
people. When I can look up at the night sky through the city’s light-haze and spot the planet 
Jupiter or see craters on the moon, I find the awesomeness of God’s creation. In solitude I can 
relish God’s presence. In what divides us as people, we still share a common humanity. We are 
all created in God’s image and likeness as his one human race. Even as we gather, tentatively, at 
mass during this pandemic I know Jesus is with us. Though not as it was, it is better than 
celebrating mass alone in my room. Wonder, awe and delight I can find all around. Perhaps you 
can too. 
 
May this reading find you safe and in good health. May God’s grace help us all to care for each 
other. 
 
James D. Beath 
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