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The Baptism of the Lord - Mark 1: 7-11

The Baptism  
of the Lord

John the Baptist put his right hand on the back of 
Jesus’ neck and gripped Jesus’ arm with his other hand. 

 “Just lean back with me. I will guide you,” John 
said as he eased Jesus backwards into the waist-deep 
water.

 Jesus gasped as the cold water claimed him, 
flooding the warmth of his back and gushing up around 
his shoulders. As his head went underwater, Jesus held 
his breath and scrunched his eyes tightly shut.  He could 
feel the current flowing past him. Floating just below the 
surface in the watery silence, Jesus felt peace come over 
him. 

 John held Jesus firmly, pushing him down into the 
Jordan. Through the rippling water, Jesus’ face was framed 
with the dark crown of his swirling hair. John saw Jesus’ 
tranquil expression, like that of a sleeping child. He wasn’t 
struggling for air like most of the people John baptized. 

 The words of Isaiah and Ezekiel flowed into Jesus’ 
mind; words about God’s spirit being poured out like 
water, cleansing and empowering. John the Baptist was 
preaching that the baptism and repentance required of 
non-Jews now was necessary for everyone, even the Jews 
themselves. And John was truly a prophet. And Jesus had 
come to fulfill the prophecy.

 Jesus’ eyes burst open underwater, startling John. 
His eyes remained fixed on something in the sky as he 
stood up in the water. John backed away to behold Jesus, 
water streaming down his uplifted face. 

 Jesus saw the sky split open and fill with warmth 
and light. The shimmering light began to take a shape, 
forming itself into a white blur that suddenly resolved into 
a beautiful dove. Its wings opened and it began to descend 
toward Jesus, sending light rays shining down before it. 

 Jesus was overwhelmed with the presence of God 
filling the dove and overflowing into a Spirit which charged 
the air with electricity and then the scent of flowers. 

 A great voice spoke words that thundered across 
the skies and up the mountainsides, and out across the 
desert waste, and into every part of Jesus mind. They 
were words seemingly as immense as centuries of time—
words encompassing all languages, words becoming all 

the sounds of the universe. All of this distilled itself into 
a tiny whisper which only Jesus could hear: “You are my 
beloved Son. On you my favor rests.”

In celebrating the Baptism of Jesus this Sunday, 
we also celebrate our own baptism—our rising up 
from the water to receive new life. We celebrate 
that we became Children of God. We celebrate our 
Confirmation when we received the Holy Spirit. We 
celebrate the gift of Communion as we share in the 
banquet of Christ’s sacrifice. We celebrate our life, 
living as Christians so that in our dying we receive 
Eternal Life.




