
            

18th Sunday in Ordinary Time 
Cycle A, 8.2.20 

Isaiah 55:1-3/Romans 8:35,37-39/ 
Matthew 14:13-21 

 
LET YOUR HEART BE MOVED WITH PITY 

Unless we encounter Jesus as 
someone who had a rich and full emotional 
life we miss the power of the gospel and 
the core of Jesus’ message. He was a person 
of joy: These things I have spoken to you so 
that my joy may be in you, and that your joy 
may be made full.” He experienced 
exhaustion and tried to get away from the 
crowds as today’s gospel tells us, but they 
found him anyway. The crowds were no 
respecters of boundaries. He had just 
received word of his cousin John’s 
horrendous death at the sword of Herod’s 
executioner. He had to be terrified that the 
same thing could happen to him. He 
experienced rage over the hypocrisy of 
some of the religious leaders: You snakes. 
You brood of vipers! How will you be able to 
escape the judgement of hell?  He didn’t 
hold back his indignation. He was disgusted 
by greed and the oppression of the poor, 
the money-gouging and price-fixing in the 
temple courtyard. Get these tables out of 
here. Don’t make my Father’s house a place 
of business. 

 
When they took him to the tomb of 

his friend Lazarus who died, and Jesus saw 
the man’s sister weeping along with their 
neighbors, the gospel tells us that Jesus was 
deeply moved in spirit and troubled. Then 

it says very simply: And Jesus wept. He 
experienced frustration at what slow 
learners his disciples were: You faithless 
and crooked generation. How long will I put 
up with you? And Jesus experienced agony 
bordering on despair, just as we’ve prayed 
for an end to this horrible time of 
pandemic: Father, if you are willing, take 
this cup away from me. Unless we 
encounter Jesus as someone who 
experienced the spectrum of a rich and full 
emotional life, we miss the power of the 
gospel and the core of Jesus’ message. 
Once again the gospel today gives us a 
glimpse into the heart of Christ. When Jesus 
disembarked and saw the vast crowd, his 
heart was moved with pity for them…  

 
In late May, when our country 

marked the 100,000th death from the 
coronavirus, The New York Times marked 
the grim milestone on its front page in a 
very stark way. On Sunday, Sunday, May 
24, the Times’ was unlike any front page in 
the paper’s history. Instead of the usual 
articles, photographs and graphics, the 
front page ran one long list of one 
thousand names — one percent of the 
100,000 Americans lost to the pandemic at 
that time. Each entry included the 
deceased’s name in bold type, age, 
hometown, and a brief phrase depicting 
the uniqueness of each life lost:  

Lila Fenwick, 87, New York, N.Y., the 
first black woman to graduate from Harvard 
Law School . . . Rabbi Romi Cohn , 91, 
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Brooklyn, N.Y., saved 56 Jewish families 
from the Gestapo . . . April Dunn, 33, Baton 
Rouge, Louisiana, an advocate for disability 
rights . . . Coby Adolphy, 44, Chicago, 
entrepreneur and adventurer . . . Ken Caley, 
59, San Clemente, California, always ready 
with a one-liner to lighten the mood . . . . 
Skylar Herbert, 5, Detroit, Michigan’s 
youngest victim of the coronavirus 
pandemic . . .   

The heartbreaking and breathtaking 
list of tributes filled the front page and 
continued for three pages inside the first 
section of the paper.  The Times’ editors 
selected the names from obituaries 
published in newspapers across the 
country. In an essay accompanying the list, 
Times’ writer Dan Barry wrote that the 
project was designed to convey both the 
vastness and variety of lives lost: “A 
number, he wrote, is an imperfect measure 
when applied to the human condition. A 
number provides an answer to how many, 
but it can never convey the individual arcs of 
life, the 100,000 ways of greeting the 
morning and saying goodnight. One 
hundred thousand. The immensity of such a 
sudden toll taxes our ability to comprehend, 
to understand that each number adding up 
to 100,000 represents someone among us 
just yesterday. Who was the 1,233rd person 
to die? The 27,587th? The 98,401st? She may 
have died in a jam-packed hospital, with no 
family member at her bedside to whisper a 
final: “Thank you, Mom, I love you.” He may 
have died in a locked-down nursing home, 
his wife peering helplessly through a 
streaked window as part of her slips 
away. They may have died in subdivided city 
apartments, too sick or too scared to go to a 
hospital, their closest relatives a half-world 
away . . . “A number is an imperfect 
measure when applied to the human 
condition. “One.  Hundred. Thousand.”  

I believe that Jesus looks upon our 
world, the vast crowd of humanity, and his 
heart is moved with pity for us. He looks at 
the crowds in Portland, the “wall of moms” 
and the Federal agents in military-style gear 
and is moved with pity. He looked at the ten 
thousand cars waiting hours in line for 
emergency food aid in San Antonio last 
week… and was moved with pity. Jesus 
looks at Brady, Jimmy and Grant, three 
young St. Perpetua parishioners getting 
ready to start sixth grade at Stanley, 
mourning the loss of their little friend Leo 
who died on Tuesday from an bicycle 
accident in Burton Valley and won’t be with 
them in school any more. Jesus looks at 
them and his heart, like ours, is moved with 
pity. Unless we encounter Jesus as 
someone who had a rich and full emotional 
life we miss the power of the gospel and 
the core of Jesus’ message.     

 
After Jesus feeds the crowd with the 

bread and fish, his disciples collect the left-
over fragments: “twelve wicker baskets 
full,” Matthew recounts. Those “fragments” 
are not to be lost; they are part of the 
miracle. We’re all part of the body of Christ: 
there are no useless scraps, no wasted 
fragments. The May 24 front page of The 
New York Times is a compelling reminder 
that everyone is more than a “fragment” of 
a label or statistic: every one of us is a child 
of God, part of the body of Christ that is 
blessed, broken and shared. We are only 
whole when every piece, every fragment, is 
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gathered. As you look upon our world with 
compassion and pity, open your heart to 
Jesus and respond to his invitation to stay in 
touch with our humanity. In a world fraught 
with meaninglessness he offers purpose. To 
a world stumbling in darkness and 
confusion he provides direction. Jesus 
satisfies the hungry heart; He enlivens the 
drooping spirit. Those who follow him will 
never be left to languish. We will never be 
sent away to find nourishment for 
ourselves. Nothing can separate us from the 
love of Christ. 

 
John Kasper, OSFS 

 


