
1 

 

Sermon, St. David’s Episcopal Church, Easter 7B, 5/16/2021, Acts 1: 15-17, 21-26 (Elizabeth 

Felicetti) 

This is the in-between Sunday of Easter. The Feast of the Ascension was last Thursday. During 

the Ascension, Jesus left earth bodily, ascending into heaven after blessing the disciples. Next 

Sunday we will celebrate Pentecost when the Holy Spirit came down. So today we are in 

between, a confusing time during the Easter season. Our collect today asks God not to leave us 

comfortless but to send the Holy Spirit.  

Our quest for comfort may lead to the Bible, but our Acts reading this morning is curious. As I 

believe I’ve mentioned in the past, when I sit down to write a sermon and look at the readings for 

the day, I check which verses were left out. Today we missed three verses, so let me read those 

to you: 

 “(Now this man acquired a field with the reward of his wickedness; and falling headlong,[f] he 

burst open in the middle and all his bowels gushed out. 19 This became known to all the residents 

of Jerusalem, so that the field was called in their language Hakeldama, that is, Field of 

Blood.) 20 “For it is written in the book of Psalms, ‘Let his homestead become desolate, and let 

there be no one to live in it’; and ‘Let another take his position of overseer.’” 

That’s pretty gruesome, so I can sort of see why it was left out; but I bristle sometimes at the way 

our Sunday readings edit the Bible so that it will be more palatable for worship. One thing that 

can’t be edited away is the maleness of the twelve disciples.  

In the reading directly before this in Acts, we learn that women were present on this occasion: 

“certain women,” the author of Acts claims, specifically mentioning Mary the mother of Jesus. 

These “certain women” were the ones who stayed with Jesus at the foot of the cross after Peter 

denied Jesus three times before the cock crowed after his arrest.  

The lectionary editors can’t edit today’s reading from Acts in a way that misses how when Peter 

decided that they needed a new member of The Twelve because Judas had burst open in a field 

and all his bowels gushed out, none of the faithful women were even considered. They prayed 

and cast lots, and Matthias, a man, was chosen. 

Sometimes we idealize the early church, like when Protestants try to point out flaws in the 

Roman Catholic Church. “Well that’s not the way the early church did it,” we say, as if the early 

church was a magical time when the disciples got everything right. 

Reading the book of Acts helps us refrain from idealizing the early church and its leaders. These 

disciples were as flawed as the men and women of the Old Testament who constantly screwed 

up, getting on God’s very last nerve. Instead of idealizing the early church and wanting St. 

David’s to be more like it, we can rest assured that Peter, Matthias, and the rest of them were just 

as crazy as we are.  

We need to keep flaws of the early church in mind in the coming months as here in Chesterfield 

County and the Diocese of Southern Virginia continue to open up, especially after the recent 

change in guidance from the CDC that we are scrambling to incorporate, and we are tempted to 

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=acts+1&version=NRSV#fen-NRSV-26931f
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think that things will soon be back to “normal.” We will want to idealize “normal.” “Remember 

back before the pandemic when we had three services? Remember when the rector was full-time 

and we had two thriving choirs?” “Remember when we had a preschool?” “Remember when we 

painted the parish hall ourselves?” 

Things were never perfect here, and they are not going to be perfect when we put all of the chairs 

back in this room and fit more people in the chairs, or when we take our masks off and sing 

inside. Things were never perfect here, and they will never be perfect, at least not until the 

second coming of Jesus. 

Judas betrayed Jesus and he came to a terrible end. The people who decide which parts of the 

Bible we will read out loud here on Sundays did not want us to hear what Peter said about 

Judas’s end. Peter may not have been quite as big of a screw-up as Judas was, but Peter made 

some huge mistakes which we all still read about millennia later. Thomas said he wouldn’t 

believe Jesus came back until he could stick his hand in his side. Paul held the coats of the 

people who stoned Stephen to death. Matthias never did anything worthy of writing down after 

the day he was declared a member of the twelve. And none of these guys apparently even 

considered the women who stayed at the foot of the cross and who were the first ones Jesus 

appeared to. 

And yet, these guys, these clowns: they are some of our heroes. They built the imperfect early 

church. Not by themselves, but they were a part of it. 

I complain about the Episcopal church a lot. I try not to do it too much in front of all of you, 

because I don’t think that’s a good look for someone who makes her living as clergy in the 

Episcopal church. But, I think the Episcopal church is too hierarchical, and too clerical. I think 

we don’t read enough of the Bible. I think Episcopal clergy are full of ourselves. I’m distressed 

that so many Episcopalians are white and rich and would rather throw money at problems than 

get their hands dirty, and I am especially distressed because I know that is true of me. I have 

been Episcopalian all my life. I would much rather throw money at problems than sweat to solve 

them. And that’s not the church’s problem: that’s mine. 

I complain about the Episcopal church a lot because I know that I am terribly flawed. Sometimes 

I think that maybe, when I am retired, I will become a member of some other church. Like 

Lutheran or Presbyterian, because surely, they don’t screw up in all the same ways. 

I’m sure they don’t. But all churches are flawed because all humans are flawed. I am human and 

I am flawed. Even though church is messy and sexist and elitist and totally out of touch: 

churches are beautiful. Churches have done beautiful things. Churches continue to do beautiful 

things. 

That’s good news, especially good news for imperfect people like me. The disciples were as 

flawed as anyone we know now, yet they built a contentious, messed-up, beautiful church.  

For years I have heard about how church is changing. Every single conference for years went on 

and on about how membership was dropping and the focus needed to go from looking internally 

at members to looking externally to the world. Membership would look different, experts said, 
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because people would come less often but would continue to feel connected because they’d 

watch from their screens. After every conference I would go home and tell Gary, yep, the church 

is changing, but church conferences are not. They are still saying the same thing, over and over 

and over. Church is changing.  

And now that time that the experts have warned about for decades is here. The church has 

changed. When all the chairs are back in the nave, all the same people won’t fill them. People 

have moved. People have died. People have moved on. Some people still don’t feel safe coming. 

And some are going to stay home and do church in their pajamas, maybe watching the rerun on a 

Wednesday. Some are going to realize that if they are going to watch church in their pjs, they 

might as well watch the National Cathedral instead of St. David’s. 

So we have to figure out how to be not just the same church on the corner that we have been, but 

the twenty-first century corner church. This is scary, but exciting, too. We’ve had major staff 

changes in the past eighteen months, and while I didn’t want Dana Eudailey or Sue Davis to 

leave, Connie Sylvester and Dana Blackman bring different gifts than their predecessors, and we 

are figuring out together what’s next. The vestry is trying to figure out what’s next. Please, help 

us figure out what’s next. 

We will get some things wrong. We will mess up, sometimes spectacularly. We will disagree. 

We will overlook some people, like Peter overlooked all the women. But we will have 

adventures, and we will serve Christ, even when we aren’t sure where Jesus went or when the 

Holy Spirit will get here. 


