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Sermon, St. David’s Episcopal Church, 7/11/2021, 2 Samuel 6:1-5, 12b-19 (Elizabeth Felicetti) 

Most of you know that I am crazy about John the Baptist. Since I love him so much, of course I 

am troubled by the story of his senseless, grisly death at the hands of an idiotic king. It’s 

tempting to rant about that today, but instead I want to point out that in the context of the Gospel 

of Mark, this story is an interruption. Last week we heard about Jesus sending his disciples out 

two by two. King Herod heard about it also, which is how today’s reading starts, and then we get 

the digression about John the Baptist. Next week, we will go back to the main story again. 

Today’s interruption gives us information, but it doesn’t advance the plot. In terms of writing, it 

gives us characterization, such as what a weak king Herod is and what finally happened to John 

the Baptist. 

We have an interruption in the Old Testament reading today as well. Amidst tambourines and 

castanets, David leaped and danced before the Lord with all his might. Everyone was shouting, 

and a trumpet sounded— 

Then suddenly we are interrupted and taken inside. Michal, David’s wife—well, one of his 

wives—and daughter of the late King Saul, sister of the late Jonathan, the two men David 

lamented over a couple of Sundays ago. We break away from the celebration to this interruption. 

Michal looks out the window, sees her husband leaping and dancing, and she despises him in her 

heart. Then we go back to the party: the ark goes inside the tent, and David makes offerings then 

doles out cake. 

As usual, lots is missing from this story. I hope you noticed in your bulletin that some verses are 

missing from the middle. Such verses often offer context. In the missing verses taken from the 

center of this reading, a guy named Uzzah steadied the ark during the celebration because one of 

the oxen stumbled, and he was struck dead for touching it.  

A little harsh, don’t you think? David thought it was harsh. He got mad at God and was scared so 

he halted the whole procession and stashed the ark away in someone’s house. 

But then, that guy and his whole household prospered, so after three months David decided to get 

in on the prosperous, powerful action and again resumed the party, again taking the ark, this time 

all the way to Jerusalem. It’s during that second procession with wild dancing that Michal sees 

her husband and despises him.  

Our reading cuts off before the end of the chapter and next week we skip ahead, so let me tell 

you what happens in the final verses of chapter 6. Michal confronts David for the way he danced, 

claiming that he had been shameless and vulgar. David snaps back that God picked him instead 

of Michal’s father Saul and says that he will abase himself even further and make himself more 

contemptible, but the maids, as he calls them, will still “honor” him, if not Michal. The chapter 

closes with this line: “And Michal the daughter of Saul had no child until the day of her death.” 
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Some might think this was divine punishment for defying the king, but I do not. I don’t think 

Michal wanted anything more to do with David. 

We didn’t read other parts of Michal’s story. She’s the only woman in Scripture who is said to 

love a man: “Michal loved David.” We hear that Isaac loved Rebecca and Jacob loved Rachel 

and Elkanah loved Hannah, but we don’t hear how the women feel, other than in this instance. 

Michal loved David. Of course, that was long before today’s story, back when her father was the 

king. Some believe that putting it that way—that Michal loved David, instead of the other way 

around—means that David did not love her. You can make an effective case for that. Michal 

defied her father and helped David escape at one point when her father sent men to kill David, 

but after David escaped, he didn’t return to her. Saul then married her off to someone else.  

After Saul’s death, and after accumulating other wives, David demanded Michal’s return, 

presumably for political reasons, not love. She was the daughter of the king he had just 

overthrown, after all. Scripture says that her husband followed her cart weeping when David’s 

men went to their home to claim her and force her back to David. He followed weeping until one 

of David’s men, annoyed, ordered him back home.  

So I’m not surprised that Michal doesn’t seem enamored or impressed by King David in today’s 

reading. She has been treated unjustly, both by her father and by David. She makes me wonder, 

who are we overlooking when we come together to celebrate? 

Such questions can lead to fruitful outcomes. Take our labyrinth, for example. When Hector and 

I first discussed putting a labyrinth in the former preschool playground as a way to begin to heal 

our hearts that were broken from closing the preshool, Michelle Eavey, then the chair of 

Buildings and Grounds, expressed concern about replacing something for children with 

something mainly for adults. What message would that send, she asked, right after we had closed 

our preschool? 

The three of us realized that we could incorporate part of the playground, building a labyrinth 

next to a playground, creating a space for all generations.  

So now when you pray out there, you will see a tricycle and little cars and slides; and when we 

have coffee hour out there, parents can have a cup of coffee—or a bottle of water or a 

Frappuccino right now—while their kids play. And the kids are familiar with the labyrinth. Our 

bishop was captivated last month watching them race each other in the labyrinth, and Deacon 

Bill nudged me last Sunday when we were both out there, saying “Do you see those kids? Look 

at those kids on the labyrinth.” They will grow up with a labyrinth next to a playground as 

natural. Sacred and playful beautifully blurred. 
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Michelle wondered who would be left out of the celebration, which resulted in an innovative 

expansion that yields gifts today. Who is being left out today? Who might be like Michal, bitterly 

looking at the window? 

As a suburban church, we generally leave out people who don’t have cars. It’s hard to walk here, 

although my husband does it, worrying his wife as cars whiz by. We leave off people who don’t 

have access to the Internet to livestream. Last week, due to Comcast not fixing a damaged box in 

time, we left even more out because we could not livestream.  

Today’s readings have a lot of dancing and celebrating but focusing on Michal may be more 

meaningful. Who was not invited to this party? Who gets angry or hurt by the party? Where do 

you see yourself in the story: as Michal, looking out the window, or as David leaping and 

dancing? If you’re lucky enough to be David, do you listen to a Michal in your life—that is, 

someone willing to challenge and question you? 


