First reading
Luke ch 4 verses 14 to 19

Then Jesus, armed with the power of the Spirit, returned to Galilee; and reports about him spread through the whole countryside. He taught in their synagogues and everyone sang his praises.

He came to Nazareth, where he had been brought up, and went to the synagogue on the sabbath day as he regularly did. He stood up to read the lesson and was handed the scroll of the prophet Isaiah. He opened the scroll and found the passage which says,
‘The spirit of the Lord is upon me because he has anointed me; he has sent me to announce good news to the poor, to proclaim release for prisoners and recovery of sight for the blind; to let the broken victims go free, to proclaim the year of the Lord’s favour.’

Reading to follow the ‘Oh, yes he did’ activity, with the reader made aware or the 2 or 3 sentences from the person leading this activity which precede this reading so he/she can begin without delay. Reader needs to be at the front waiting.
As Jesus was starting on a journey, a stranger ran up, and, kneeling before him, asked          ‘Good Teacher, what must I do to win eternal life?’ 

Jesus said to him, ‘Why do you call me good? No one is good except God alone. You know the commandments: “Do not murder; do not commit adultery; do not steal; do not give false evidence, do not defraud; honour your father and mother.”’

‘But Teacher’, he replied, ‘I have kept all these since I was a boy.’
As Jesus looked at him, his heart warmed to him. ‘One thing you lack’, he said. ‘Go, sell everything you have, and give to the poor, and you will have treasure in heaven; then come and follow me.’

At these words his face fell and he went away with a heavy heart; for he was a man of great wealth.
Two readers, one reading the LEFT, the other the RIGHT half, with 4 or 5 second pause between left and right
Blessed are the poor…

                                                                    not the penniless

                                                                    but those whose heart is free.

Blessed are those who mourn…

                                                                   not those who whimper

                                                                    but those who raise their voices.

Blessed are the meek…

                                                                   not the soft

                                                                   but those who are patient and tolerant.

Blessed are those who hunger and thirst for justice…

                                                                    not those who whine

                                                                    but those who struggle.

Blessed are the merciful…

                                                                    not those who forget

                                                                    but those who forgive.

Blessed are the pure in heart…

                                                                    not those who act like angels

                                                                      but those whose life is transparent.
    Blessed are the peacemakers

                                                                      not those who shun conflict 

                                                                      but those who face it squarely.

    Blessed are those who are persecuted for justice

                                                                       not because they suffer 

                                                                        but because they love.

By P Jacob from “The Trampled Vineyard”  1992
(While visiting basic Christian communities in Italy, Ian M. Fraser collected the following poem. It was written by thirteen-year-old Massimiliano Tortis for a Christmas Eve Mass held in a public square. This is a translation of the poem).
This year I’m not coming

I’m not coming because I’m fed up with coming every year. 

On your earth no one listens to me. 

I speak of friendship and you kill each other. 

I told you to help each other and instead you think of yourselves. 

I told you to become poor and instead you always strive to become rich. 

I told you to break bread with the hungry and you exploit them. 

I told you not to rob, and you instead make away with the money of the poor. 

How can I come on your earth – which I gave you?! 

How can I come on an earth divided into two categories: 

‘haves’ and ‘have-nots’?

How can I come on an earth which calls itself civil 

and then kills its brother and sister? 

Listen to me closely. I have but one thing to say: 

Repent, because the Kingdom of heaven is near. 

And you rich ones, pharisees and exploiters, will not enter my Kingdom. 

No! 

It will be those whom you have treated as beggars, 

as human trash*, as ignorant, who will enjoy eternal life. 

I gave you the Word in order to place it at the disposition of the weak, 

but you have made it private property to exploit the humble. 

I told you to preach my words, 

but you have closed yourselves in large buildings. 

Many babies are born in your world just as I was, in a stall –

a bare and dark stall in which mothers fear that the baby will awake 

because they have nothing to give it –

but you don’t even look at them.                                                               PTO
You beat people because of the colour of their skin.                                
On Christmas, instead of thinking about the poor, 

you enjoy yourselves eating and drinking. 

You treat the poor like you treated me. 

But I say to you: Blessed are those who cry, for they will be consoled. 

Blessed are those who are hungry, for they will be satisfied. 

Blessed are those who are naked, for they will be clothed. 

My Kingdom will be composed precisely of these. 

* “Cafoni” which can be translated as ‘human trash’
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