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Sermon, St. David’s Episcopal Church, Easter 5B, 5/2/2021, Acts 8:26-40, Psalm 22:25-21, I 

John 4:7-21, John 15: 1-8 (Elizabeth Felicetti) 

Don’t you love today’s readings?  

• An angel coming to Philip and then the Ethiopian eunuch asking, “Look, here is water! 

What is to prevent me from being baptized?”  

 

• The letter of First John, which I was blessed to translate in Greek class back in seminary: 

all of those words about love. “Beloved, let us love one another, because love is from 

God.” When I hear that line now, I imagine Presiding Bishop Michael Curry’s voice 

reading it. 

 

 

• And then in the Gospel, Jesus’ image of the vine. “I am the true vine. … Abide in me as I 

abide in you.” 

In the Episcopal church, remember, Easter is not a day. It’s a season. A whole season to 

celebrate the resurrection. The Easter bunny may only come that first Easter Sunday, but Jesus 

sticks around for weeks. Today is the fifth Sunday of Easter, and I can’t imagine more perfect 

readings than these featuring angels, baptism, love, and abiding vines.  

But then, in the midst of all that, a snippet from Psalm 22. Psalm 22, the one that we pray 

together at the end of the Maundy Thursday service while the altar guild strips the altar. I always 

find that haunting, even this year when we did it via livestream, with fewer voices in the room 

saying the psalm aloud as we removed the kneelers and fair linen and the hangings and the brass 

cross and the reserve sacrament, extinguishing that light.  

Psalm 22, the psalm that Jesus prayed from the cross. A psalm of lament. The Good Friday 

psalm, which I mistakenly thought was the psalm I was supposed to pray in my head while 

prostrate on the carpet up here on Good Friday.  

What in the world is Psalm 22 doing in the midst of all these beautiful Easter readings? 

Back when I was trying to memorize this psalm I only got as far as about the beginning of line 

15, “my mouth is dried out like a pot-sherd,” so I didn’t immediately recognize today’s lines as 

being from Psalm 22 when I first glanced at the readings in the bulletin because these lines are at 

the end and I never got that far when theoretically memorizing. When I saw that it was Psalm 22 

I was taken aback for a minute, because these verses don’t sound like lament. This section starts 

with praise and moves on to all the ends of the earth remembering and turning to the Lord and 

ends with people yet unborn coming to know the saving deeds that the Lord has done. This part 

has so much trust and hope. 

Psalms of lament often usually contain at least some trust or hope or comfort. Lament is rarely 

all one flavor, rarely one long unrelenting cry. There are swings of emotion: devastation, like My 

God my God, why have you forsaken me? This psalmist claims that he is scorned and despised 

by all, and that no one can help him. He seeks help and saving. 
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And then ends in trust, quietly. They shall come and make known to a people yet unborn the 

saving deeds that God has done. 

In Bible study last Wednesday, we studied the seventh chapter of Ecclesiastes and took a close 

look at verse two, which says “It is better to go to the house of mourning than to go to the house 

of feasting”; or another translation puts it more bluntly: “You learn more at a funeral than at a 

feast.” We spent some time together ruminating on that. I told the group that while funerals are 

one of the hardest things that I do as a priest, I have also always been amazed by the love that I 

get to witness at funerals. In my years of experience, funerals usually bring out the best in 

people. So while I wouldn’t say that it’s better to go to the house of mourning than to a house of 

feasting, I understand the idea that we learn more from a funeral than a feast. 

Like lament psalms, funerals usually are not unrelentingly sad. Funerals often contain laughter as 

we remember the person who died. Just like the psalm isn’t one long string of only complaints, 

funerals are sad and hard but also usually contain at least a flicker of hope, of comfort, of light 

and laughter. 

In this Easter season, we focus on the resurrected Christ, alive and walking around on earth after 

his crucifixion, eating fish and walking along the road to Emmaus and inviting Thomas to put his 

hand in the hole in Jesus’ side. The resurrection is an unparalleled occurrence in Christianity. 

Nothing compares to the joy of Easter. 

But like lament is not all one thing, that joy is also nuanced. Christ came alive after death. He 

defeated death. Nothing can ever be the same. 

But things didn’t go back to the way they had been before. Yes, he appeared to the disciples. He 

broke bread with them, ate fish with them. But then he ascended into heaven and sent the Holy 

Spirit to be with them everyday instead of him. The disciples no longer had his physical, 

incarnate presence with them as they continued to spread the good news before they died, too. 

They had a wonderful, joy-filled message to spread, a world to change. They were inspired. The 

book of Acts is filled with adventurous stories about what happened after the resurrection, after 

the ascension.  

But there was a lot of pain there, too. Even lament. 

Lament is not all one thing. Neither is resurrection.  

So we have this psalm in the middle of the Easter season. 

In our country right now, we seem to be starting to emerge from the pandemic. More and more 

people are vaccinated every day. I recently went on a trip for the first time in a year and a half. 

Many of us are venturing into places that we would not have a year ago. 

But it’s not all one thing. In India, the rates are catastrophic. We may have fewer cases here now, 

but they still exist. People are getting sick, some very sick. While some of us might be feeling 

resurrection, others are mourning recent losses. And like after that first Easter, everything has not 
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gone back to the way it was, including here in church. We can’t sing, we’re wearing masks, we 

have to sign up for seats. 

I don’t know when we will get to sing again in church or to hug each other. I worry about what 

will happen. But I also see such hope. Like this past week, we added Dana Blackman to our staff. 

I was crushed to lose Sue, but I’m excited to have Dana now. Sorrow and joy together. 

Please take these bulletins home and spend time this week reflecting on these Easter readings. 

How they go together. What they say about each other. What they say to your life right now. 

How they speak of Jesus resurrected. 

 

 

 


