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JEREMIAH
:  

Jeremiah 36:1-4; 39:1-14; 52:12-16
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The events recorded in the book of Jeremiah took place in a geopolitical hot-

bed between Assyria, Babylon, and Egypt, with the tiny kingdom of Judah caught 

in the middle. Jeremiah first began to prophesy during King Josiah’s reign (626 or 

627 B.C.), as Assyrian rule over Judah was beginning to crumble. 

Following the Assyrian collapse, Judah was briefly under Egyptian rule before 

finally coming under Babylonian rule in 605 B.C. In 587 B.C. the majority of God’s 

people were sent into exile, mostly to Babylon and some to Egypt. 

 The end of the Temple and David’s throne . . .  

God’s people had been erased. 

Jeremiah’s preaching can be traced through the lives of five kings, three of which—

Jehoiakim, Jehoiachin, and Zedekiah—failed to lead an idolatrous Israel against the local 

superpowers. The story culminates with the assassination of the Babylonian appointed 

governor of Judah, and Jeremiah’s subsequent deportation to Egypt.

The repercussions of exile were primarily twofold. First, it brought about the 

end of worship in the temple. Second, it brought about the end of the Davidic 

dynasty. The end of the temple and the throne meant that for all practical pur-

poses, the identifying marks of God’s people had been erased.

When the Lord instructed Jeremiah to write down the words he had been 

given, he called on Baruch, an official scribe, to record the prophecies. Baruch 

stayed with Jeremiah through many of his difficulties, and went with him to Egypt 

after the fall of Jerusalem, where they both presumably died a few years later.



39

“Quickly, sir! Get inside.”

Baruch held the crooked wooden door open, but the old man didn’t move. He 

stood in the street, oblivious to the night’s rush of terrified people streaming past 

him, away from soldiers and fire and death. He let them knock against his body as 

they fled, his eyes glowing with the reflected fire of the burning city.

Coughing from the smoke, Baruch grabbed the old man’s bony arm and 

dragged him inside the dark house. His hands shook as he fumbled for the oil 

lamp he knew was on the table. It took him three tries to light it. 

The old man was standing just inside the doorway where Baruch had left him, 

staring out into the teeming street.

“Sit down, sir. You need to rest.”

No response.

“Jeremiah!” The harshness of his voice set off another coughing spasm, but it 

got the old man’s attention.

Jeremiah roused himself and took in his surroundings. His home was as he 

had left it weeks ago - though his spare furnishings were now covered with a 

layer of fine dust and ash. The clay cups were still under the table, where they had 

been knocked as the guards dragged him away. One of the cups was broken. He 

retrieved the other one and wiped it as clean as he could with his ragged sleeve. A 

faded wineskin was still on the table, and he poured the last of its contents into the 

cup, which he gently placed in front of Baruch.

“Drink, my friend,” he said. “It’s probably a bit sour, but it will help you.” 
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Baruch nodded wearily and drank. The sharpness of the wine cut through the 

lingering taste of smoke in the back of his throat, and for once he was grateful that 

Jeremiah had never developed a taste for good wine. It would have been wasted 

on a night such as this.

“Please, sir, sit down. We can’t stay here very long, but we should rest while 

we can.” 

Truth be told, Baruch needed to rest as much as the old man did. He was 

bone weary from the emotional and physical toll of the day, and would have liked 

nothing more than a soak in the bath house, some fine wine, and his soft bed. 

But it was all gone. The bath house, his rooms with the other scribes, the palace - 

even the temple. Smashed, looted and burning, burning, burning. The smell of the 

temple’s smoldering cedar walls would haunt him the rest of his days.

“You didn’t have to come for me,” Jeremiah said softly. His voice always had a 

rough edge to it, but Baruch knew him well enough to hear beyond the harshness.

“I had to make sure they wouldn’t try to kill you again.”

Jeremiah shook his head. “Who? The priests? The king? Even if they were not 

already dead, they would not have killed me. Although it may have been better for 

us both if they had.”

Baruch had found Jeremiah amid the chaos of the palace courtyard that 

afternoon, surrounded by guards who looked as if they would rather be anywhere 

else. The conquering Babylonian king had released Jeremiah from prison, and he 

was being given into the custody of a man who lived outside of Jerusalem. The 

fires and killing had already started by then, so it didn’t take much talk, or even 

that much gold, to convince the guards to entrust the old prophet’s safe passage 

to Baruch. They had spent the rest of the day trying to get out of the city, but by 

nightfall had only reached Jeremiah’s tiny home near the outskirts of town.

Jeremiah rose, went to the door, and opened it to gaze out into the seething 

city. “‘This is the temple of the Lord, the temple of the Lord, the temple of the Lord!’” 

he whispered. “Did you know, my friend, the priests were still chanting that as the 
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soldiers looted the sanctuaries and set fire to the walls? Even as they witnessed the 

very destruction I warned them of, they did not believe it could happen.”

His eyes filled with tears and they fell unnoticed down his worn, weary face. 

“Oh, Judah, my people, my heart...” He slid down the doorframe to the floor and 

held his head in his scarred hands as he wept.

Baruch knelt by his side. “Come, sir, it will be safer for you inside.”

Jeremiah did not look up. “I have failed utterly,” he groaned. “Why, O God, do 

you let me live when I have failed you so completely?”

Baruch could not believe what he was hearing. “Failed? What do you - 

how can you have possibly failed?! You did everything the Lord asked of you. 

Everything! You spoke—you shouted—his words of warning. You begged these 

people to turn back to the ways of God, but did they listen? No! They mocked you 

and beat you and threw you into filth and dung. King after king, priest after priest, 

fool after fool—they all ignored you, ignored the Lord, and what did it bring them? 

Exactly what God said it would. It is they who have failed, Jeremiah, not you. 

Never you.”

Baruch was now weeping as well, and Jeremiah reached up and enfolded his 

friend in his own shaking arms. He patted Baruch’s back as if soothing a child. 

“You have quite a way with words, my friend,” he whispered. “You should consider 

becoming a scribe.”

* * *

Baruch sat back and wiped his face. Jeremiah gave him a weak smile that did 

not reach his sorrowful eyes. 

“You are right, Baruch. It was their choice to walk away from God. Yet I cannot 

help but think if I had just done one thing more, said one thing more, perhaps they 

would have listened. Perhaps then, they would have been spared all of this.”

The smell of burning buildings was getting stronger. Fewer people were in the 

streets now, but they were all still making their way out of the city, wide-eyed and 
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I cannot help but think  

if I had just done one thing 

more, said one thing more, 

perhaps they would have 

listened. Perhaps then,  

they would have been spared 

all of this.
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dumbstruck with fear. There was the occasional crash of swords and cry of pain, 

and somewhere a dog’s warning bark was abruptly silenced.

Jeremiah was looking out over the city, muttering something, and Baruch 

leaned in to hear him. The old man whispered, “When seventy years are com-

pleted for Babylon, I will visit you and keep My good promise to you, causing you 

to return to this place...”

“Sir?”

Jeremiah broke out of his reverie and turned to his friend. His face was alight 

with the glow of moonlight and fire, and tears had streaked through the soot on his 

face, washing it clean.

“Do you still have the letter of safe passage?” he asked. Baruch nodded. 

“Keep it close, my friend. We shall need it to reach our new home. Perhaps we 

shall live there long enough to see God’s people return.”

He stood, then held out his hand to help Baruch to his feet. He closed the door 

behind them and, together, they left the ruined city behind.—DM



44

Even though he is often referred to as the weeping prophet, known for his dire 

proclamations against the faithlessness of God’s people, Jeremiah is also con-

sidered to be a prophet of hope. It’s easy to get caught up in the declarations of 

destruction and exile, but he also spoke God’s words of rebuilding and homecom-

ing. Jeremiah truly loved God’s people, and desperately wanted them to hear and 

obey the word of the Lord.

All of Jeremiah’s harsh words and laments were spoken toward the goal of 

Israel’s repentance, thus that famous passage: “‘For I know the plans I have for 

you,’ declares the Lord, ‘plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give 

you hope and a future.’”

 ‘For I know the plans I have for you, . . .  

plans to prosper you and not to harm you,  

plans to give you hope and a future.’ 

Due to his unique style of prophesy—the lament—Jeremiah was able to 

express both the tragic and the hopeful at the same time. Without pulling any 

punches, he faithfully communicated God’s words of judgement to an obstinate 

people without ever failing to express the possibility that it could all be different. 

“‘If you will return, O Israel,’ declares the Lord, ‘then you should return to me.’”
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1. What parts of Jeremiah’s story find their place in you?
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2. In spite of everything he said and did, Jeremiah had to ultimately 

witness the destruction, exile and enslavement of his people. Has 

someone you care about reaped the consequences of their own 

disobedience - despite repeated warnings or instruction? How did 

that make you feel? How did it affect your relationship with that 

person? Did that person ever repent and amend their ways?
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3. Jeremiah was mocked, beaten and imprisoned for his repeated 

warnings and calls for repentance. There were times in Jeremiah’s 

life when he grew despondent and wanted to give up (see Jeremiah 

20:7-18). And when the temple was destroyed and his people exiled, 

it’s easy to imagine that he felt like he had failed in his calling. Have 

there been times in your life when you’ve felt that you’re doing 

everything God has asked you to do, but have faced nothing but 

hardship? Has it ever seemed like you have failed? How was your 

response like that of the prophet in Jeremiah 20?
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4. Have you ever experienced a moment where, in the midst of great 

tragedy and despair, you felt a sense of hope in God? How did that 

shape the way you experienced the pain?
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5. Though Jeremiah’s path was a sad and difficult one, God gave 

him a supportive friend in Baruch. Think of the people in your life 

who have been supportive in difficult times. How did it change the 

situation if at all?
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