
Sermon, St. David’s Episcopal Church, 1/26/2020, Psalm 27:1, 5-13 (Elizabeth Felicetti) 

I really appreciated Matthew White’s sermon last week, and noticed that between the 7:45 and 

9:00 AM services, he changed what he said from “We don’t preach from the psalms often 

enough” to “I don’t preach on the psalms often enough,” speaking only for himself, presumably 

out of respect for me. But he was right the first time. I rarely preach from the psalms, because 

they primarily function as a response in our lectionary; but they are, as he pointed out, the poems 

and prayers that Jesus himself learned as a child, and I was drawn to the psalm today, 

undoubtedly influenced by Matthew. 

Today’s psalm addresses fear, as does so much of the entire Bible, because in biblical times, like 

today, people were afraid. In the Old Testament, we hear about a chosen people who constantly 

faced persecution and who did a good job harming and destroying themselves when they weren’t 

being destroyed by outer forces. We have the same story today. We are experiencing uncertainty 

politically, and this happens really every year when we have a presidential election. This is the 

third time I’ve been through a presidential election year at St. David’s, and every time I’m 

thought wow, this is a lot more intense than four years ago. Politics dominate our news and 

deepen our divisions. Last Thursday, I was invited to offer the invocation at the House of 

Representatives at the Virginia Assembly, invited by the representative for this district, Roxann 

Robinson, whom I’ve met and whom many of you know. I was excited to be invited and enjoyed 

the experience very much, but I worried about it too, because she belongs to one particular party, 

and then would I alienate everyone in the congregation who belongs to the other party? By 

offering a non-denominational prayer, was I picking a side, or being lukewarm? Gary and I were 

amused because we estimate at least a third of the members of the House came up to me 

afterwards to thank me for keeping it short. Apparently, when you give a preacher a microphone, 

a prayer often turns into a sermon, so they were happy with my thirty-second prayer that I mostly 

stole from the prayer book. 

As I often do on Sundays, I advise you to take these inserts home and compare them to your 

Bible, paying attention to the verses that are omitted. And actually, the entire Book of Psalms is 

in our prayer book, so if you are eagerly anticipating what’s left out, feel free to open to page 

617. Sometimes stories are shortened a bit, and that’s the case with this psalm: it has 18 verses, 

but ends at 13. That’s not all, though. Some verses at the beginning are cut right out. Today, in 

addition to dropping the last five verses, the insert leaves out verses two through four. 

Let’s look first at verses two through four. The missing verses, which you can see right now on 

page 617 of the red prayer book, talk about evildoers. An army encamping against the psalmist. 

War. The psalmist prays that even if these things should happen, they won’t be afraid and will 

trust in the Lord. 

The psalmist, then, is naming fears in those missing verses, and declaring faith in the Lord. I’m 

confused about why those verses are left out, because I think we need to name our fears. Jesus 

did this as well, in the garden at Gethsemane. He prayed that the cup would be taken from him, it 

that was God’s will. 



So, what are we afraid of? Maybe “fear” sounds too extreme. Maybe you prefer “anxiety.” We 

live in anxious times. As a pastor, I am called to be a “non-anxious presence” to all of you. As 

someone who has an official diagnosis of generalized anxiety disorder, that makes me really 

anxious, because while I think there are things I do well as a pastor, not being anxious doesn’t 

top the list. The Bible is constantly telling us “do not fear,” which I find simultaneously assuring 

and scary, because I’m often anxious. But not talking about anxieties and fears, not naming 

them: that gives fear more power, when we are called to put our faith in God, as the psalmist 

exemplifies here. 

So, on this Annual Meeting Sunday, as we prepare to gather and talk about the past year as well 

as what’s ahead, what are some of our fears as a parish? 

How about numbers? Some of our numbers are good. Pledges were better than anticipated this 

year. Our membership numbers are holding steady. But attendance figures dropped sharply last 

year. And that’s not just us. numbers are down at churches across America. As Matthew 

preached last week, Christendom is over, but that doesn’t mean Christianity is not alive. 

Christendom happened when a Roman emperor decided to make it the official religion. Now 

maybe we as a religion are getting back to our scrappy roots. We were a religion for the 

marginalized. 

Another anxiety as a church may be one I asked you not to talk to me about in the greeting line 

on Sunday mornings, but I need to name it now: I had an unfortunate diagnosis recently, and 

now we have to figure out what that means for the church: how long will I be out; how will 

everything get done. I have learned that it appears my disease is contained, and that I will have a 

simpler surgery than I was worried about. I’ll probably only be out for a little more than a week 

for the surgical procedure. But I will have follow-on treatments for more than a month that are 

going to affect how I function in Lent and Holy Week and even beyond Easter. We going to talk 

about how we are going to deal with that in the Annual Meeting. But St. David’s will be fine, 

because St. David’s is and has always been about much, much more than our clergy. This church 

is the greatest thing going in North Chesterfield. The ways we are growing may be changing, but 

we are growing and alive. The Lord is our light and our salvation, whom then shall we fear? 

I’m confused about why the last verses from today’s psalm were dropped from our insert. Verse 

14 says “though my father and my mother forsake me, the Lord will sustain me.” So again, the 

psalmist is naming a fear and putting faith in the Lord. They recognize that the Lord is their 

central relationship. Enemies and adversaries are again mentioned. I invite you to think about 

your own enemies and adversaries. Maybe they aren’t people. For me, right now, I think my 

biggest adversaries are anxiety and cancer, and I have faith that God will not deliver me into 

their hands. What are your adversaries? What are you struggling against? 

I’m especially sad that the last verse, 18, was omitted, because it’s beautiful. You can find it on 

page 619 of the red Book of Common Prayer: “O tarry and await the Lord’s pleasure; be strong, 

and he shall comfort your heart; wait patiently for the Lord.” 

I’m so bad at waiting. I want Easter to come faster. I want the cold weather to be gone. I want to 

be on the other side of my treatments. I want dessert now. Maybe waiting is a spiritual practice I 



should consider for Lent. Maybe ending a psalm about fear with an admonishment to wait is 

perfect. Because when we fear something, sometimes we freeze up. We don’t know what to do. 

When we wait, sometimes we have to relax a bit. We can even get bored. Maybe waiting helps 

us to find creative ways to address our anxieties.  

As we look at the past year in our upcoming meeting, can you see anything you were afraid of 

that didn’t come to be? And as we address challenges, how can we turn worry into holy waiting? 


