January 9, 2011		Remember			Baptism of the Lord


The story of Jesus’ baptism is a reminder for us to remember; remember something that we have never really forgotten.

The story of Jesus’ baptism helps us remember our own baptism.  Perhaps not the details because for most of us we were sleeping in the arms of a grown-up when the waters of baptism were applied to our foreheads.  But we remember our baptism because the warmth of that sacrament is still present in our lives.

Remember the lightning scar on Harry Potter’s forehead that marked him forever as “the boy who lived?”  Remember how that scar would ache whenever “he who must not be named” was near?  Well the warmth of the waters of baptism is like that.  Your heart can feel the effects! 

And this is precisely what people of faith do; we remember.  For millennia, Jewish people gathered at Passover to remember the story of the great escape from Egypt.  They told the story over and over again, year after year, to remember that death gives way to life.  At the Passover Seder, the children ask, “Why is this night different from all other nights?”  And the adults answer, “It is because of what was done for me, when God rescued me with a mighty hand, and brought me through the Red Sea waters, leading me out of slavery in Egypt, into freedom and the Promised Land.  It was for me.”

It was at such a Seder, remembering the flight from slavery in Egypt, where Jesus partook of the meal we now call the Last Supper.  At the meal, Jesus broke bread and took the cup and told his disciples to partake – in remembrance of him.

But sometimes we forget to remember; we never really forget, but don’t actively call it to mind and it slips away into the realm of unimportance.  And we need to be called back and reminded to remember.  There was a time when a man named John saw that remembering was no longer important to many Jewish people.  He said, “Your blood, your birth, your history: none of that matters anymore because of your cold hearts.  You need to return, you need to repent, and you need to feel the warmth again.”

And many did.  They were baptized by John and in doing so, returned to God and their remembrances of God’s faithfulness.  Now we don’t know why, but Jesus was in that group, too.  And just like the others, he was baptized by John.  And then heard the voice from the heavens, “You are my beloved child.  You are my chosen one, my delight.”

The truth of who Jesus was flooded him at that moment of baptism.  In that instant he knew, unshakably, who he was and that he was loved by God.  And he knew what he had to do with that love—teach it and share it.  He knew.  He was changed, forever.

Most of us will never remember the details of our baptism—we were just infants.  We don’t recall hearing the voice telling us that we were beloved children of God and God delighted in us.  But those adults who held us in their arms, they heard it.  Perhaps not with their ears, but with their hearts.

And we felt it.  And still feel it.  And we remember.  Baptism celebrated our creation as beloved children of God and calls us to be part of a congregation.  Today we specifically celebrate this Memorial congregation, for it reminds us of that story, helps us to continue to feel the warmth, and gives us the means by which to share that warmth with others.

Remember.  Open your eyes to see this assembled congregation and remember.  You are the beloved, the chosen.  You are the one whom God delights in.  And you are called to this congregation, this day, this week, this year, to work together, to remind each other, and to share with those who have never realized they are children of God and those who may have chosen to forget that they are children of God.

Remember.  You can feel the warmth on your forehead.  Remember.  
