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Sermon, St. David’s Episcopal Church, The Feast of the Baptism of Our Lord, 1/10/2021, 

Genesis 1:1-5, Mark 1:4-11 (Elizabeth Felicetti) 

On Wednesday, after I had written a little homily for our Epiphany service that talked about 

changes that have happened here at St. David’s in the past year, I went home and saw startling 

images of people shattering glass and scaling walls to break into our nation’s Capitol building. I 

still struggle to grasp that this actually happened, two hours away.  

Normally church is where I want to be during difficult times. Years ago, when my parents were 

alive, they told me once that they had decided that when they died, they didn’t want funerals. We 

could just cremate them and toss them off a mountain. I was appalled, and told them that as a 

priest, I needed to be in a church after their deaths and was going to have a funeral for them 

anyway, whether they liked it or not, because I needed to be in church after they died. They 

backed down quickly and said fine, we could do a funeral, but I had to preach it. Gee, thanks, I 

thought then. But now…wow. I can’t imagine the pain of poor Mimi Nelson, for example. We 

were supposed to have a small funeral here officiated by the bishop for her husband Ray last 

month, but then everything shut down so it was postponed. We still have not had a funeral for 

my friend Sean, a priest in Powhatan who died in March.  

After 9-11, I wanted to be in church as well. Church attendance soared briefly following that 

catastrophe. So last Wednesday night, with those awful images of people scaling the walls of the 

Capitol in my head, church seemed like a sensible place to go; except, only the five of us putting 

together the livestream would be here, and we were celebrating the culmination of the Advent 

and Christmas season, the magi following a star to find the Christ child. I wondered what that 

night would be like with a virtual Epiphany service. Our Epiphany services are typically small, 

but not quite as small as the five it takes to put together our livestreams.  

Today is the Feast of the Baptism of Our Lord, the first Sunday after Epiphany, a season of signs 

and wonders, of light in the darkness. Early January is a dark time of year, although now that the 

solstice is past, we get a little more light each day. Many people are adversely affected by 

darkness and struggle in winter, especially once Christmas is past. But I was struck when writing 

this sermon by one writer’s comment that “darkness is generative in Genesis,”1 which was our 

first reading this morning. A wind swept over the darkness, and light came from it, and God saw 

that the light was good.  

Genesis has a couple of creation stories that complement each other. One way this has been 

described is that the first story, which we hear today, features God as more of a poet, speaking 

things into being: “let there be light,” whereas in the second story, in the next chapter, God 

 
1 Hooker, Paul, “Genesis 1:1-5,” in Connections: A Lectionary Commentary for Preaching and Worship, Louisville: 

Westminster John Knox, 2020, p. 169. 
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functions as more of a potter, shaping Adam from clay.2 Whether a poet or potter, God is a 

creator, an artist. 

On this feast day we have Mark’s version of Jesus’ baptism, which is very spare. Mark skips 

Jesus’ birth and gets to his baptism by the ninth verse of the first chapter: “And just as he was 

coming up out of the water, he saw the heavens torn apart and the Spirit descending like a dove 

on him.” 

Mark’s image of the heavens being torn apart references Isaiah 64, “Oh that you would tear open 

the heavens and come down.” Right now I long for God to tear open the heavens and come 

down. That sounds violent, and I recognize that answering the violence of our times with 

violence from God is not what we need right now. But even though we Christians prefer peace to 

violence, the image of the heavens being torn open at times like these appeals to me right now. 

Do something, I sometimes pray. Do something about all this mess. All this darkness. 

Genesis offers some comfort when I think about God speaking light out of the formless void and 

dark deep. Surely God can speak something good out of this mess that we as a country are in 

with a pandemic and inflamed politics.  

I especially resonate with today’s first creation story, where God is a poet instead of a potter. As 

someone who preaches for a living, I love the idea of speaking to darkness and watching light 

emerge. But I’m not a creator. I’m a preacher, someone who witnesses and interprets God’s 

word. I’m struggling in the present moment to speak to this darkness, to try to make sense of 

people storming the Capitol. I think of my sermon last Sunday, about Jesus sitting and listening; 

but everything I read on social media speaks against that. If you’re silent, you’re complicit, 

people post and Tweet. Don’t sit and listen. Do something. 

Oh, that you would tear open the heavens and come down. Rescue us from this mess. Rescue me 

from trying to speak into it. 

The Feast of the Baptism of Our Lord is one of the four best days of the church year for baptism, 

and last year on this Sunday, we baptized two adults. It was glorious. But we have not baptized 

anyone since. Since I came to St. David’s ten years ago, this is our longest time without any 

baptisms.  

Even as I am not sure how we would manage a socially distanced baptism, I long for baptisms 

like I longed for communion during our months without. I’m not asking you to make some new 

babies for me to baptize (although that has sometimes worked in the past), but I recognize the 

way the sacraments of God feed me in difficult times, and I hope that you feel the same way. As 

Episcopalians, sacraments can be a balm to our hearts. 

 
2 Hooker 168. 
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Last Thursday, our bishop posted a pastoral letter inviting us to turn away from the disturbing 

images on our screens and turn toward our prayer books and Bibles. She sent some prayers out 

with her statement, and I have used those to pray for our nation the past few days as well as a 

collect for peace asking God to give us peace that the world cannot give, so that our minds may 

be fixed on the doing of God’s will, and that we, being delivered from the fear of all enemies, 

may live in peace and quietness.3 

Bishop Haynes invited us to make time for something sacred in the midst of turmoil, and I invite 

you all to also make some sacred space in your homes in the midst of this pandemic for the pre-

consecrated communion that we will hand out today and once a month for the coming months.  

Joanne Brothers posted a beautiful photograph on Facebook that you may have seen, with the 

sacrament she picked up at our last drive-through event on a small glass dish over a knitted doily, 

next to a candle and a blooming plant. We may not all have the artistic sensibility of Joanne, but 

during this time that we can’t meet in this sacred space, think about how you can carve some 

sacred space for yourself, broad enough so that you can also pray for others: for those suffering 

from COVID. For the strife in our country. For increasing light in the days to come.  

In addition to those prayers, carve out some sacred space wherever you are until we can gather 

again as a community physically in this sacred space. I pray that in the coming weeks, we will 

together speak and create beautiful things from the darkness. 

 
3 Book of Common Prayer, 123. 


