
Here’s a text if you’ve only a minute … 

The word that goes from my mouth does not return to me empty. 
First Reading 

You care for the earth, give it water, you fill it with riches.          Psalm  

The seed is the word of God, Christ the sower;  

whoever finds this seed will remain for ever.          Gospel Acclamation  

Listen, anyone who has ears!            Gospel  

God our Father,  

your light of truth guides us to the way of Christ.   

May all who follow him  

reject what is contrary to the Gospel. 
              Old Opening Prayer 

This week’s texts if you want to explore further: 
Isaiah 55: 10–11; Psalm 64 (65); Romans 8: 18–23; Matthew 13: 1–23 

If you’d like to receive Prego by email each week, sign up at  
www.stbeunosoutreach.wordpress.com 
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‘Imagine a sower going out to sow …’ 

The readings this week are linked by images of nature, water, rain, 
growing crops and harvest.  

In the First Reading, the prophet Isaiah compares the word of God 
to the rain falling on the world, which ensures a good crop and 
thus feeds the people. 

Continuing this agricultural theme, the Psalm gives thanks to the 
Lord for his care for the earth. The whole world rejoices and sings 
at the abundant harvest. 

For Paul, in the Second Reading, the whole of creation still hopes 
to be freed. All of us have the responsibility to be its good 
stewards. 

The Lord, of course, is constantly at our side, helping us to achieve 
this. Using images from the countryside familiar to his listeners, 
Jesus tells the crowds who follow him a parable. Here God acts as a 
sower, scattering seeds freely on ground which is not always ready 
or able to receive it. (Gospel) 

This week, we might want to focus our prayers on the needs of our 
environment, the Lord’s creation. We might pray for those who 
care for it, but also for those who seem intent on destroying it.  

Opening Prayer 

O God, who show the light of your truth 

to those who go astray, 

so that they may return to the right path, 

give all who for the faith they profess 

are accounted Christians 

the grace to reject whatever is contrary to the name of Christ 

and to strive after all that does it honour. 



Psalm 64 (65) 

R./ Some seed fell into rich soil, and produced its crop. 

Y ou care for the earth, give it water, 

you fill it with riches. 

Your river in heaven brims over to provide its grain. 

And thus you provide for the earth; 

you drench its furrows, 

you level it, soften it with showers,  

you bless its growth. 

You crown the year with your goodness. 

Abundance flows in your steps, 

in the pastures of the wilderness it flows. 

The hills are girded with joy,  

the meadows covered with flocks, 

the valleys are decked with wheat. 

They shout for joy, yes, they sing. 

How am I feeling today? I reflect on this. Whatever the answer, I take a 
deep breath and invite the Lord to be with me as I pray. Perhaps I take 
comfort in knowing that he, too, prayed this psalm many times. 

I read the psalm slowly, stopping when a line ‘speaks’ to me. 

The psalmist praises God for his care of the earth. I ponder. 
How often do I petition the Lord, rather than praise him and give thanks? 

Looking at my life, I may realise how great God’s influence has been.  

Even if I live in a town, surrounded by concrete buildings, I can perhaps 
visualise meadows covered with flocks and valleys decked with wheat. 
They are the ‘fruits of the earth and work of human hands’ we celebrate 
in the Eucharist: God and people operating in close harmony. If I can, I 
express my gratitude in my own words. 

I may pray for all those who do not realise how much we have been given 
and who destroy our environment, cutting down forests, culling wild 
animals for easy gain. May they come to see the harm they are doing. 

As my prayer comes to an end, I reflect on what I can do, in practical 
terms, to show how much I appreciate the Lord’s wonderful creation. 
Glory be ... 

Gospel    Matthew 13: 1–9 (abridged version) 

J esus left the house and sat by the lakeside, but such crowds 

gathered round him that he got into a boat and sat there. The 

people all stood on the beach, and he told them many things in 

parables. 

     He said, ‘Imagine a sower going out to sow. As he sowed, some 

seeds fell on the edge of the path, and the birds came and ate them 

up. Others fell on patches of rock where they found little soil and 

sprang up straight away, because there was no depth of earth; but as 

soon as the sun came up they were scorched and, not having any 

roots, they withered away. Others fell among thorns, and the thorns 

grew up and choked them. Others fell on rich soil and produced 

their crop, some a hundredfold, some sixty, some thirty. Listen, 

anyone who has ears!’ 

Today’s Gospel is the familiar parable of the sower. Here we pray the 
shorter version, but the whole text is worth reading and pondering later. 

I settle down to pray. Perhaps I have a lit candle nearby to remind me of 
Christ, the light of the world. I may try to put aside my everyday concerns 
by listening to some gentle, relaxing music. 

In time, I read the story, perhaps several times. I try to put myself in the 
scene. Maybe I am part of the large crowd surrounding Jesus. How do I feel 
when he stands up and gets into a boat? I listen intently to him. 

Maybe I have a garden or even a small plant pot on my windowsill, where I 
have tried to sow and grow some seeds.  
How far can I relate to the experience of the sower?  

Perhaps I imagine that I am the soil on which the seeds are sown.  
What am I like?  
Am I a rich, well-manured loam, or a very thin, rocky topsoil?  
Are there other plants already growing there? I ponder. 

I may come to realise that the quality of my soil has changed over the years. 
Who or what has led to these changes?  

I speak to the Lord freely, from my heart, and tell him what my deep 
longings are just now. 

I listen to what the Lord says to me, and take my leave with a slow, grateful 
sign of the cross. 

 


