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“Salt and Light,” Sermon, St. David’s Episcopal Church, Matthew 5:13-20, 2/9/2020 (Elizabeth 

Felicetti) 

You are the salt of the earth. You are the light of the world. 

This passage from Jesus’ Sermon on the Mount in the Gospel of Matthew will always be of 

particular importance to me as the first passage I ever preached on here at St. David’s, nine years 

ago. I don’t know that I will ever be able to hear or read this passage without remembering that 

context. 

Salt and light still strike me as perfect metaphors for the ministry of St. David’s, especially when 

we remember how Eugene Peterson translates those sentences in The Message:  

“You’re here to be the salt-seasoning that brings out the God flavors of this earth.” 

“You’re here to be light, bringing out the God-colors of the world.” 

Every year, the new vestry gathers for a retreat, a time for vision: who are we, and where are we 

going? The answer is right here, in part of Jesus’ Sermon on the Mount, which will continue next 

week.  

We are salt and light, and we are going to bring out the God flavors and God colors of this corner 

of God’s creation.  

But how does that translate today? Today is a confusing time in the life of all churches. Average 

Sunday attendance is down across the country. At one time, attendance was only down in 

churches like ours: so-called mainline Protestant congregations. But now, Sunday attendance has 

dropped everywhere. Our society is increasingly secular, and there’s a lot going on Sunday 

mornings beyond church. Christianity no longer has the power and prestige that it enjoyed for 

centuries. 

Today remains a bit of a confusing time in the life of our diocese, as well, because transitions are 

confusing. A couple of years ago, when I was the President of the Standing Committee, Bishop 

Hollerith announced that he would be retiring, and our diocese entered a period of transition. I 

can’t tell you how relieved I was that this happened at the very end of my term, considering all 

the work that the Standing Committee had to do after the announcement. They had to meet with 

consultants and plan timelines and form a search committee and a transition committee, and then 

the search committee kicked into gear, and once they announced a slate of candidates last 

summer, the search committee’s job was over and the transition committee, took over. They ran 

the election  last September and the big “consecration” last weekend, and now their role is 

officially over, and we have a brand-new bishop. We hope this bishop will come in May to 

confirm, receive and reaffirm the baptismal vows of some of our youth and adults here at St. 

David’s.  

Our new bishop is the Right Reverend Susan B. Haynes. We have had a female suffragan bishop 

in our diocese before, but Bishop Haynes is our first female diocesan bishop. Being female was a 

problem for the site where the ordination was originally going to be held, a large Catholic church 

in Williamsburg, St. Bede’s. Due to protests over a woman being ordained as a bishop there, the 
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venue was moved just a couple of weeks before the big event. The service was over two hours 

and had a choir of over 100, as well as trumpets and bishops galore from all over the country: 

San Diego. Indiana. New York. Maximum pomp and circumstance. Deacon Bill and I were both 

there, as were our new senior warden, Dana Blackman, and her husband and their two girls and 

about1500 other Episcopalians. It was a big deal. 

So, the next day, Sunday, one week ago, was Bishop Haynes’s first visitation. One would expect 

a bishop’s first visitation to be to a fancy church. A large church. A church that gives lots of 

money to the diocese. A church like Bruton Parish in Williamsburg or Christ and St. Luke’s in 

Norfolk. 

But Bishop Susan showed how different her ministry as our bishop will be by choosing one of 

the smallest churches in our diocese for her first visitation: Good Samaritan Church in Virginia 

Beach. 

I know this little church pretty well. It was close to where Gary and I lived in Virginia Beach. 

Back then I served a much larger church, Old Donation. Good Samaritan was tiny. Only a few 

pews. I preached Christmas Eve services there one year because they didn’t have a priest and 

Old Donation had two. I helped with a program there that used lay preachers to offer a sermon 

on Sundays.  

Good Samaritan started to really take off not long after I moved here. Now, it didn’t become rich 

or big. It’s a physically small building with few members. But they became more involved with a 

nearby organization that serves adults with disabilities, and pooled resources with a neighboring 

Baptist church to provide space and food for their community, and they brought out the God-

flavors and the God-colors of that corner of Virginia Beach. 

They are the salt of the earth, the light of the world, and our new bishop has held them up as an 

example to other churches. Some bishops might have held up larger or richer churches as 

examples of what we can all aspire too. Bishop Haynes calls our attention to the big impact a 

small, local church can have. 

What churches do matters, even little churches like Good Samaritan. Even quirky churches like 

St. David’s. 

Vestry retreats help us to set goals, and such goals are important. We are called, as Christians, to 

grow and change. Every year, our vestry needs to visit who we are and where we’re going.  

We also have an opportunity to celebrate how far we’ve come. St. David’s was planted fifty-

three years ago. At our vestry retreat nine years ago, I heard that “newer people” and “younger 

people” needed to step into lay leadership roles. That has happened. I’m not one of the youngest 

people at our vestry meetings anymore, and I haven’t been for a couple of years. I love this.  
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But we do have new challenges. Some of them are the same challenges churches are 

experiencing all over the country. Others are particular to us. Like me. I have surgery tomorrow. 

I’ll be out at least a week, maybe two. I’m nervous, which is normal and appropriate. I know that 

the kind of surgery I need could have been much more significant. I could have had to have 

chemotherapy before surgery. Many things could have been worse. I’ll probably be back in the 

office by the end of this month, but I’ll be sore for a while. I will be working less for a while. In 

about a month, I will begin radiation treatments. Apparently, such treatments are daily. 

Obviously, like the millions of people who’ve experience radiation treatments, I’m not thrilled 

about this, but I also know that I am incredibly privileged to have access to such life-saving 

treatment. So yes, I will undergo radiation treatment during Holy Week, but hey, I’ve had jury 

duty during Holy Week before. I’ve had a parent dying during Holy Week. We are going to have 

a beautiful, reverent Lent and Holy Week no matter what’s going on with the rector, because 

Lent and Holy Week are not about Elizabeth. They are about Jesus Christ. 

An image that continues to resonate with the St. David’s vestry is the image of the corner church. 

Makes me think of a corner store: local, and important to the people in that community. St. 

David’s is not a cathedral, but being local, being a corner church, does not mean we are not 

important. What we do here is important. We feed people, both in our congregation and 

neighbors who are homeless or struggling. We partner with local organizations to rescue animals 

and to help young women of color improve their educational opportunities. We bring out the 

God flavors and the God colors. We’ve been doing this for fifty-three years, and we will 

continue to do this.  

You are the salt of the earth. You are the light of the world. How are you going to bring out the 

God flavors and the God colors? 


