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Sermon, St. David’s Episcopal Church, Jeremiah 32:1-3a, 6-15 (Elizabeth Felicetti) 

We’ve been hearing from the prophet Jeremiah for a while, and even while I love today’s Gospel 

reading about the rich man and Lazarus, I kept coming back to Jeremiah on Thursday when I was 

writing this sermon. The army of Babylon was besieging Jerusalem. Jeremiah was “confined in 

the court of the guard.” That means he was in prison. The verses left out of our insert this 

morning explained why: Jeremiah had said that King Zedekiah would be handed over to the 

conquerors along with the city. Jeremiah said that the king was headed into exile in Babylon. The 

king was not pleased with Jeremiah for saying these things, so, Jeremiah was thrown in prison.  

So it’s from prison, then, that Jeremiah made the unusual decision to procure a piece of property, 

and then we hear a lot about this: God told him to do it, first of all. Then he bought it, and 

weighed out the money, and signed the deed, sealed it, got witnesses, weighed the money on 

scales. 

That’s a lot of detail that prolongs the strangeness of his act. The conquering army was literally 

on its way. Jeremiah was in prison because he warned God’s people about the conquering army 

and the kingdom being overthrown. And now…they were conducting business and putting the 

paper in an earthenware jar. 

Jeremiah did lots of crazy things as a prophet, and some of the craziest are things that we don’t 

read about in church on Sunday morning. Like his dirty underwear stunt. Seriously, that’s in the 

Bible, Jeremiah chapter 13, not one of the readings from Jeremiah that we cover in church on 

Sunday mornings. (Bible study buddies, maybe we should consider Jeremiah for a study one of 

these years.) Anyway: in chapter 13, God told Jeremiah to buy some linen shorts and wear them 

and keep them on and not wash them; and then after wearing them for a good long time, to go 

hide them in a crack in a rock. Then, after another long time, Jeremiah was instructed to go dig 

up the now-thoroughly-rotted underwear; and God said that the brazen pride of Judah and 

Jerusalem would be ruined in the same way as that underwear. 

Or, less gross but same general idea: God told Jeremiah to make a yoke and wear it around his 

own neck, and then talk about how God would punish this land that would not submit to the yoke 

of Babylon. 

In today’s verses, Jeremiah was in prison for a crazy stunt; and then from prison, he bought some 

land. Who buys land when the country is about to be overthrown? Why would a prophet who has 

subjected himself to dirty undergarments and yokes do such a thing?  

Jeremiah had switched gears. He had been warning people for more than thirty chapters. Now, 

when he was in jail with the wolf at the door, with Jerusalem about to fall, he bought a field. A 

crazy act of hope, every bit as crazy as hiding his filthy underwear in a rock for weeks. This 

time, Jeremiah’s message from the Lord was “Houses and fields and vineyards shall again be 

bought in this land.” The fall was upon them. The end of life as they know it. Next up they will 

be taken to a foreign land and wonder how sing the Lord’s song there.  

But all was not lost. Houses and fields and vineyards shall again be bought in this land. 
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Being a prophet is not all about protest, although protest certainly plays a strong part in the 

tradition of Old Testament prophets. Jeremiah warned the people again and again. He spoke the 

truth. But then, once all was lost, the prophet Jeremiah offered hope. Houses and fields and 

vineyards shall again be bought in this land. 

What can we take away from this reading thousands of years later? Through those thousands of 

years, we’ve always had critics. We have critics for countries and politicians and movies and 

books and clothes and television programs and denominations and churches. Social media has 

made it easier for everyone to be a critic.  

Criticism can be a gift. We will be talking about gifts in the coming weeks, as we prepare for 

Fall Formation and our Ministry Fair and talk about how we can use our gifts for God and others. 

I was very inspired last Sunday by the whole Criner family offering their gifts last week, giving 

flu shots to our congregation. They saw a way that they could offer hope, and they stepped up. 

Or the streaming and our sound system. Our livestream had been offline for months due to an 

equipment glitch, and the company we use for streaming was not being helpful. Eventually Brent 

Hoard spent a lot of time figuring it out himself, and he and Bob Gallini offered their gifts so that 

more of us can hear in here on Sunday morning, and so that people who can’t make it can 

worship with us from home or watch us later. 

Some of us have gifts for criticism. But we critics too often point out flaws instead of offering 

hope.  

A few of you have said to me before, “I’m almost afraid to make suggestions, because then I’m 

recruited to enact my suggestion.” YES. Otherwise, your suggestion sounds like unhelpful 

criticism. Like “someone else should.” Imagine if the Criners had said to me, “The flu is 

dangerous, and people are busy, and they aren’t making time to go get their flu shots, even 

though the shot is covered by insurance. You should do something about it.” 

Instead, it was, “Hey, Emily’s a pharmacist. We could offer flu shots. Is the church interested?” 

Yes we were! 

There’s a place for criticism, and there’s a place for hope. Prophets like Jeremiah offered both. 

He was vociferous and dramatic and creepy and annoying in his warnings about the coming 

doom; and then, when the doom was at the door, he offered hope. Let me buy this piece of land, 

because even though all of those bad things I’ve been warning you about for years are about to 

happen exactly like I said, houses and fields and vineyards shall again be bought in this land.  

All is not lost. 

It’s easier to criticize that to offer hope. True prophets do both. Can you be that kind of prophet? 
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I recently failed at this. You might have heard me talking months ago about a resolution coming 

out at our diocesan Annual Council last February that I was very concerned about. My concerns 

were legitimate, and I spoke against the resolution at Council, along with other people; and it 

was tabled, and I felt good about that. It had to do with giving money to the diocese. Because of 

our debt on the parish hall, the money the diocese sought would have been unsustainable for us. 

We would have had to make some deep cuts, perhaps eliminating a position or having me 

become part-time. 

I didn’t realize how deeply my criticism of the resolution had offended some of my colleagues 

until last Saturday at the bishop election, when I approached one of them about it. I had heard 

that he was unhappy with me, and I asked him about it, and was surprised when he told me that 

he thought many people made helpful comments against the resolution, but that mine sounded 

like a mean-spirited tirade. 

I worked hard on my comments. I used the word “grovel” repeatedly so that it would stick in 

people’s minds. I used my writing gifts to craft an effective piece of advocacy. The other people 

I worked with against this resolution congratulated me. 

I am grateful to this colleague with a different opinion who was honest in response to me, as I 

then reached out to other colleagues on that commission and realized how hurt and surprised all 

of them were by my comments. Rather than trying to engage with them when they were crafting 

the resolution, I had been a critic and tried to burn it down. One of them reminded me how I had 

told her I was going to speak against the resolution before they even wrote it.  

I have not changed my mind about this resolution and am glad it did not pass, but I regret using 

my gifts for criticism in reaction, rather than trying to do something hopeful and crazy, like 

Jeremiah did, buying land in a country that was about to fall. 

It’s much easier to be a critic than to offer hope. But prophets are called to offer both. I have 

been reflecting about this a lot the past week and offer my experience in the hope that it will give 

you some food for thought, too. How can we, in the words of today’s collect, run together to 

obtain God’s promises, even in the midst of difficulty? 

 


