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Sermon, St. David’s Episcopal Church, Mark 6:1-13, 7/4/2021 (Elizabeth Felicetti) 

Good morning.  

The blessing that I am using at the end of the service in June and July is a four-fold Franciscan 

blessing, which many of you have told me is one of your favorites. We tend to love the part 

about foolishness, but another part that particularly resonates with me is praying for those who 

suffer from rejection. Rejection is listed in this prayer among other dramatic ways we humans 

can suffer, including pain, starvation, and war, and every time I pray those words looking in your 

faces I think about how rejection merits being listed among the others. 

Rejection is awful. Crushing. And the kind of rejection Jesus talks about may be the worst: in 

your own hometown, among your own kin, in your own house. 

When he was teaching in the synagogue, many who heard him were astounded. At first it sounds 

to me like they are impressed, but then they sound skeptical, because “Is this not the son of 

Mary?” And then we specifically read that they took offense at him. 

A few years ago, my niece asked the rector of the church in which I grew up if I could baptize 

her daughter there. He wrote to me and said yes but would I also please fill in for him another 

Sunday when I would be in town there on vacation. I was annoyed at first, because I had been 

looking forward to a Sunday of not preaching. 

But then I realized this meant I would get to celebrate the Eucharist right there in my hometown 

church, where I had not been allowed to serve as an acolyte as a little girl, because only boys 

were acolytes. (I think we actually called them altar boys.) A few years before a different rector 

had invited me to preach there, and that was the only time my father ever experienced my 

preaching; but that rector hadn’t wanted me to celebrate. At that time they hadn’t experienced 

many female clergy. That has changed, and they’ve since had a female associate as well as a 

female bishop.  

When Daniel made his request, he asked me to cover for him, which meant celebrating the 

Eucharist. I wanted to be behind that altar, in that space where I had watched Peter Scardello be 

an altar boy when we were both around ten while I sat in the pew, rejected from service because 

of my gender. When I broke the bread over my head that time I celebrated, I remembered how I 

had not been allowed up there and thought, here I am, Lord.  

Sometimes I wonder if I would have heard a call from God if I had lived my whole life in 

Phoenix, Arizona. I would have been shocked as a girl watching Peter Scardello in his acolyte 

robes if I had known that one day I would wear not only a robe but a chasuble over it. My 

college self would have fallen off the bed laughing at the thought of me preaching to anyone 

about anything. And I know my family would have been skeptical because they were when I told 

them I felt called. My mom immediately said my brother should be the minister. My father said 

he loved me but didn’t see how I could handle the conflict inherent in leading a church. Maybe if 

I had lived in Arizona all of my life, which I wanted to do: maybe I wouldn’t have heard a call to 

ministry. 
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Jesus was rejected in his own hometown, and the line that blows my mind is “And he could do 

no deed of power there, except that he laid his hands on a few sick people and cured them.” First, 

curing the sick is no small miracle; but, he “could do no deed of power”? That shocks me. Jesus 

could do anything—but not in his own hometown. I don’t know if that was because they couldn’t 

see it, but regardless, it’s shocking. 

But he didn’t sulk or throw in the towel. He named it, which must have irritated them. He was 

amazed at their unbelief. 

And then he “went about the villages teaching,” and then called the twelve and sent them out two 

by two. They cast out many demons and cured many who were sick. 

The rejection didn’t stop Jesus from ministering, both directly and by lifting others up to do the 

work.  

That’s one concern I have about that four-fold prayer that so many of us love so much: that it 

asks for tears to shed for those who suffer from pain, rejection, starvation, and war, so that we 

may reach out our hand to comfort them, to turn their pain into joy. First, it seems a little 

paternalistic, like we are “helping” those suffering from those conditions by “comforting” them. 

Maybe they don’t want our comfort. Maybe they want more just conditions so that they aren’t 

starving or being rejected or in pain or at war. 

But also, Jesus didn’t seek comfort, and he didn’t comfort the disciples. Instead they moved on 

to places where their teaching wasn’t rejected, as well as some places where it was, and then they 

were just to shake the dust off their feet.  

Persisting in the face of rejection. Believing their message about repentance and good news so 

much that they would take the rejection in stride and go on with their ministry. 

Those of us who are here right now, whether by livestream or in person or in person or in the 

other room, are a remnant of our church from two and five and ten years ago. We have faced 

significant rejection as a church. People tell me not to take it personally, but I do. Those who got 

out of the habit. Those who found a fancier service online. Those who say “yes but it’s just not 

the same.”  

The shutdowns of the past year accelerated churches’ decline across the country. Stories like this 

Gospel show us that we can’t throw up our hands and go home. We are called to more than 

turning on the livestream or warming up a seat on Sundays. We are called to carry the good news 

out into the world. Being rejected doesn’t absolve us from sharing God’s message to other 

rejected ones.  

 


