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Called, Named, Claimed 
 

 I don’t remember my baptism. I mean I was only a few weeks old, so that’s understandable. I 

know that I was baptized at St. James Presbyterian Church in Jenks, Oklahoma in August of 1986, by 

Rev. Neal Dancer. My baptism didn’t even take place in the sanctuary of our church, which was under 

construction at the time. The church that I grew up in was a church plant out in what was the middle of 

the open space of the South Tulsa suburbs, now bursting at the seems with new housing and retail 

developments, in its own infancy during mine. We don’t even have good photos from that day, because 

whoever loaded the film in the camera that morning – you remember film cameras - must have not have 

been paying close enough attention because the photos ended up only getting half exposed on the film 

and so on half of the developed photos there is just a blank dark space and the other half is a blurry mess 

from which you can just make out me, my parents, and other family members all dressed up and standing 

around the baptismal font.  

I used to be a little envious of my Baptist friends growing up. They all could recall their baptisms, 

having been baptized around the age of 7 or 8, and could easily answer the question, “when were you 

saved?” What’s a poor presbyterian kid growing up in the Bible Belt to do because getting re-baptized 

was not an option. I was assured that once is enough for anyone. I have since found that the evidence or 

proof of my baptism doesn’t dwell in my own memories or even on a piece of paper or a church record 

book. It dwells in the people who raised me in the faith, the people who made promises to me and my 

parents – who taught me how to pray and sing and worship, how to laugh and cry and share in all of life’s 

up and downs. The same people who saw in me gifts for ministry and nurtured those gifts along my 

journey. And along with them and their examples of faith, my baptismal proof further lives in the Spirit’s 

presence, movement, and influence in my life every day since. 



Jesus’ baptism was clearly a more memorable event as it is preserved in one version or another by 

all four gospels. Today we have read Luke’s story of this event. John preaches passionately out in the 

wilderness near the river Jordan and Jesus approaches him. As Jesus is praying after being baptized, a 

dove, identified as the Holy Spirit in bodily form, descends from heaven and a voice declares, “You are my 

Son, the Beloved, with you I am well pleased.”  

Now each gospel tells the story just a bit differently and in Luke, it is clear that the voice is 

speaking to and addressing Jesus directly. Now can anyone else hear the voice? Or just Jesus? Who 

knows? I also can’t help but to speculate on what Jesus was thinking and feeling in this moment? Up 

until this point, what did Jesus make of the stories his mother and perhaps others told him about his less 

than conventional beginnings and their implications? Christians, naturally have been debating this topic 

for centuries, about just how much Jesus “knew” about himself, his identity and his destiny and when in 

his life did he know it? We know from Luke’s stories that he was quite precocious in his youth, finding 

his place among the priests and the rabbis in the Temple in Jerusalem at the age of 12. I think that hearing 

this voice must have been incredibly affirming for him. It’s clearly a turning point for his life, as Jesus’ 

baptism will launch him into his earthly ministry of calling disciples, healing the sick, and teaching the 

masses. But for now in this moment, he is claimed and named as God’s own son – “you are mine and I 

take delight in you,” and perhaps it is an affirmation he has been waiting for his whole life. 

Now here is where Luke takes a unique turn in his narrative, instead of going straight into Jesus’ 

temptation in the wilderness, his calling of the first disciples, etc. he goes off on a little tangent by going 

in to Jesus’ genealogy. Like, Matthew the only other gospel to include a genealogy, Luke traces Jesus’ 

genealogy through Joseph’s line all the way back through King David, to Abraham, and then to Adam 

himself. Where Matthew’s genealogy ends with Abraham and emphasizes Jesus’ connection to King 

David, and the Abrahamic line, establishing him as the Messiah Israel has been waiting for. Luke’s 

genealogy connects Jesus to the original “son of God,” – Adam, and in doing so places Jesus’ life and story 

within the larger framework of God’s story and work of salvation for all of creation. For Luke, Jesus is the 

new Adam, taking on humanity in order to redeem all humanity.  



We remember our baptism in many different ways, not simply recalling a memory or telling the 

story of what others remember for us, but we remember our baptism to once again claim our identity as 

God’s beloved children, and to remember that in our baptism we too are connected to a line and lineage 

of faith as we are grafted into the Body of Christ, taking our place in God’s greater story. We do this 

every time we baptize a child, a youth, an adult in our community. We do this every time we confess our 

sins and hear anew the promises of grace, mercy, and forgiveness that are already ours. Rooted in what 

God has done for us and on our behalf, we claim our identity as one of God’s beloved children, and from 

there we are called out into the world to follow in our brother, Christ’s, footsteps.  

In our Presbyterian tradition we only have 2 sacraments, only 2 things we do as a community 

that we have set aside as particularly special and holy – Baptism and The Lord’s Supper or Communion. 

But we will do something today in worship that is pretty special nevertheless – Ordaining and Installing 

our newest class of Elders. This is yet another way we remember our baptism, as together we affirm the 

call each one of these leaders has answered, and are reminded that each one of us has a calling to the 

ministry of Jesus Christ and of Christ’s church out in the world. As the Apostle Paul puts it, we serve 

with a variety of gifts in a variety of ways.  

Here's one last thing I want to make you aware of, this font, by the way has no barriers or locks 

on it. If you ever need a little physical reminder of your baptism, if you’re a tactile kind of person, you or 

anyone is welcome to come up here before or after worship and put your hands in this water and be 

reminded – that you are loved, you belong and you are part of something bigger than yourself, and God 

takes delight in you.  

 

 


