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Sermon, St. David’s Episcopal Church, Proper 19B, Mark 8:27-38 (Elizabeth Felicetti) 

Good morning. I am back from a vacation with my family in Arizona. I hadn’t seen my three-

year-old great-niece Alice for almost two years. She loves reading, and I took her a book that 

Dana Blackman checked out after a continuing education conference called Drawing God by 

Karen Kiefer. 

In the book, a little girl named Emma, inspired by Picasso, decides to try to draw God. First she 

draws a sun, then a loaf of bread, then a heart. These drawings express her understanding of God. 

But her friends each time say “no, that’s not God. That’s the sun. No, that’s bread. Emma, no: 

God is not a valentine.” Emma has to come to grips with how she envisions God, and then when 

her friends draw God, she sees many other visions. 

In today’s Gospel, Jesus asks, who do you say that I am?  Some say John the Baptist, others 

Elijah, others a prophet. Peter says the Messiah.  

What about you? Who do you say that Jesus is? If you were asked to draw God, what would you 

draw? 

The book Drawing God elicited imaginative drawings of God from some of our youngest 

parishioners. Dana’s older daughter had several depictions. Young Phoebe drew a man within a 

heart. After my niece Alice had the book read to her two times, she told me that she believes God 

is like a flower. We took a hike along some old railroad tracks and were surrounded by 

wildflowers, which made us think of being surrounded by God.  

Who do you say that God is? How would you draw Jesus? 

In the book Drawing God, I was especially taken with the drawing of God as bread. I miss our 

real bread at Eucharist, but even so, I am grateful for the little wafer I break each week and eat 

while you all have a factory sealed cracker. I am grateful that we are able to take communion in 

two kinds, which many dioceses do not allow. I am grateful that we celebrate the Eucharist most 

Sundays. When we went four months without it, I realized that my faith was more sacramental 

than I had known. I thought I was all about the Bible, but perceived during that time of 

shutdown, radiation, surgeries, and chemo that I crave the second sacrament.  

I needed to consume consecrated bread and wine. I found God in those elements. So, drawing 

God as bread speaks to me. 

The message in our Gospel reading today as well as in that children’s book speaks to us as 

Episcopalians. If I passed out a pencil and paper and we all drew God right now, we would each 

draw something different. We all see the divine through our own lenses: some see John the 

Baptist, others Elijah, others a prophet. Or the Messiah. A sun, a loaf of bread, a heart. 

But we are all called, regardless of our beliefs, to the same actions. Deny yourself, take up a 

cross and follow Jesus.  

Such an unpopular message! When Jesus started talking about how he was about to suffer, Peter 

tried to get him to change his messaging to something perkier. If we want to win followers, we 
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have to give them something that they want, not ask them to deny themselves and take up a 

cross. 

But giving everyone what they want isn’t realistic, is it? You all have crosses. The longer I serve 

here, the more I get to know about the ways you all have struggled and still struggle, and I know 

that there are even more struggles that you have not shared with me. When I first came here I 

thought I knew something about suffering, but ten years later I have a much deeper 

understanding, having lost more people whom I loved and after having dealt with serious illness 

and mortality myself. 

We all have crosses. They are all different, like the ways we draw God are different. And we can 

all use our wounds to serve God. We can start to see our wounds and struggles as our crosses, 

and we can take them up to follow Christ. 

We can and do believe differently. Some of us wrestle with doubts. Some of us see a saint in the 

same person others revile. Some of us want to strike a line or two from the Nicene Creed.  

Believe what you want, but show up to church, participate in worship, take the bread and wine. 

In the Episcopal church we make room for a variety of beliefs, but we worship the same way. 

This same way continues to be modified right now due to what feels like a never-ending 

pandemic. 

I know some of you are frustrated that I cut two readings this morning. So am I. Having all four 

readings as part of the Sunday service is important to me. I realized during the spring shutdown 

while I was undergoing radiation and then surgery and then chemo that receiving Eucharist is 

even more important to me than making sure we have all of the readings. Something has to give 

if we comply with the guidance for shortened services. I will keep this sermon short. At the 10 

AM I will keep music but have to cut some verses.  

Someday all this will end. In the meantime, we can still worship God together, even as we see 

God differently. 

What are the crosses that you have to bear? 

What do you deny yourself? 

Who do you say that Jesus is? 

How do you picture God? 

 


