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The Baptism of Jesus.  January 12, 2025, Faith Episcopal Church, Poulsbo, WA.  
Isaiah 43:1-7, Psalm 29, Acts 8:14-17, Luke 3:15-17, 21-22. 
 
“…you are precious in my sight, and honored, and I love you…” Isaiah 43:4 
 
The Gospel 
 
Luke 3:15 As the people were filled with expectation, and all were questioning in 
their hearts concerning John, whether he might be the Messiah, 16John answered all 
of them by saying, ‘I baptize you with water; but one who is more powerful than I 
is coming; I am not worthy to untie the thong of his sandals. He will baptize you 
with the Holy Spirit and fire. 17His winnowing-fork is in his hand, to clear his 
threshing-floor and to gather the wheat into his granary; but the chaff he will burn 
with unquenchable fire.’  
21 Now when all the people were baptized, and when Jesus also had been baptized 
and was praying, the heaven was opened, 22and the Holy Spirit descended upon 
him in bodily form like a dove. And a voice came from heaven, ‘You are my Son, 
the Beloved; with you I am well pleased.’  
 

The Sermon 

“You are my son, the beloved; with you I am well pleased.”  Jesus is given the 
divine seal of approval.  He then begins his formal ministry and teaches and shows  
us that we too are beloved.  

What is there in this Baptism story FOR ME?   If you don’t think it is FOR YOU, 
then this story is not useful. 

Steve Garnaas-Holmes says it well: 

                      Jesus' baptism 

As Jesus goes down into the water 
I go with him: 
down in humility and trust, 
deep into mystery and shadow, 
surrendered in powerlessness and willingness, 
immersed in your presence and grace, 
washed of the past and all expectations, 
bathed in the flowing of all, 
sunk to the center of all, 
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held in your mercy and love, 
drowned in the water of death, 
waiting in the womb of your life, 
ready to be raised by your Spirit. 

The voice from heaven declared Jesus “Beloved”.  You and I are included in this 
heavenly proclamation.  We see the beloved parts of one another and of all whom 
we encounter. 
 
Jesus WAS a real flesh and blood person.  He underwent the same things that we 
undergo: birth, death, and today, the baptism of repentance for the forgiveness of 
sins.   
 

You might once have wondered years ago or earlier today, “Was Jesus a kid like 
me?” YES! “Did Jesus know the troubles I am facing?” YES! “Did Jesus care 
about his friends?”  YES, YES, YES! When Luke later reports Jesus’ resurrection, 
the connection is already clear.  His path is our path.  His life is precious in God’s 
sight, your life is precious in God’s sight. 

This is what I have tried to preach over the past 2 ½ years.  Sunday after Sunday we 
come and kneel in adoration of Jesus. We sing and pray, hoping also to hear Jesus’ 
voice to us. We gather around the Eucharist and lift our hands for the bread of life that 
will sustain us through the week to come.  None of us has a perfect life; we all face 
challenges, heartbreaks, as well as the joys and beauty of our world.  Like the three 
kings who knelt before Jesus and offered gifts, we offer what we have.   

What shall I give him, poor as I am. If I were a shepherd, I would give a lamb. If I 
were a wise man, I would do my part.  What I have I give him, give my heart.1 

In this inclusive reality, everyone is welcome, and so are their gifts. 

We face change and challenges: here at church, in our nation, and in our homes.  And 
as we become aware of the good and the evil about us, we remember the Christmas 
words, “The Light shines in the darkness and the darkness does not overcome it.” We 
offer our prayers to the Light of the World. Then we arise and go into the world to let 
the Light shine through us. We go into the world with JOY on our faces. 

 
1 Copyright Credit: Christina Rossetti, “A Christmas Carol” from The Century Illustrated Monthly Magazine vol. 3 (1871-1872 Nov-Apr), 
ed. by J. G. Holland. New York: Scribner & Co: 1872. Public Domain. 
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As God’s beloved, we hold one another as beloved.  For Jesus’ sake.  For the work of 
ministry – preaching the Gospel, if necessary, using words. 
 

My hopes and blessings for this Faith community include these: 

 That you continue to serve food, offer showers and clean clothes until there 
is no single unhoused person in our area, 

 That you continue to teach the children, and, as they grow, you keep them 
involved here as worship assistants and in a youth group, 

 That our anonymous grandmom is able to make a birthday quilt for each 
child, 

 That every coffee hour, wedding, funeral, baptism is a cause for rejoicing 
and sharing the Gospel, 

 That you who read, you who sing, you who pray, you who serve at the altar 
– before, during and after worship – are encouraged and empowered, 

 That Centering and Welcoming Prayer continues, and new souls find peace 
there, 

 That the weekly Bible reading group continues to offer fellowship, 

 That those who serve quietly in the background find true joy in that service, 

 That your garden grows, that your website reaches more and more folks, that 
visitors come and stay,  

 That your offerings increase to cover the costs of a new vicar for years to 
come, 

 That your creative minds come up with ways to bring people into this space, 

 That our hall remains a place for diverse and various groups to meet and to 
work for the common good, 

 That you all stay safe and well and walk with Jesus through this new year! 

I have loved being your interim vicar and I will meet you again one day, in God’s 
good time.   Amen. 

 

We read this blessing in worship today in connection with thanksgiving for the 
new church roof, written by Jan Richardson for the season of Epiphany. 
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Let it be here that safety will rest. 
Let it be here that health will make its home. 
Let it be here that peace will show its face. 
Let it be here that love will find its way. 

Here let the weary come 
let the aching come 
let the lost come 
let the sorrowing come. 

Here let them find their rest 
and let them find their soothing 
and let them find their place 
and let them find their delight. 

And may it be in this house of a year 
that the seasons will spin in beauty, 
and may it be in these turning days 
that time will spiral with joy. 
And may it be that its rooms will fill 
with ordinary grace 
and light spill from every window 
to welcome the stranger home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


