Baptism of Jesus :-

I stand in the heat on the bank of the Jordan. The crowds press around me. The Baptizer has the look of a wild man, his clothes coarse, his hair awry, and his beard long like the prophets of old. 

Weird. 

His message seems just the same as any other preacher! I am an awful person, and need to mend my ways. Jump in the river and start a new life! I have to say he’s quite persuasive, but quite over the top! Besides, I don’t think I am that sinful. OK I have a few nasty thoughts now and then. And I suppose I avoid difficult situations if I can, but isn’t that good? I can put aside the thoughts and be polite, I don’t get into conflicts. I don’t think I’ve broken any of the Ten Commandments, not this morning anyway!

All these people rushing out to him, what terrible things must they have done? There can’t be that many thieves and murderers about; can there? They all look so haunted, so needy, so desperate. I hope I don’t look like that.

No, I’m fine, thoroughly happy with my life, totally in control.

So why did I come here today? Is it just a bit of fun? A mild diversion?

The helpers line them all up. They push and shove, and try to get to the front. What are they hoping for? A quick dip in a dirty river, and they think everything has changed. It’s all in the mind of course. I suppose if you think you have gone wrong, if you want to turn your life around, it’s as good a way as any of making a break, starting again. The psychology is sound. But I don’t need this. I’m fine!

So why did I come?

Who is that going to the water’s edge? Not quite your normal run of penitents. He seems too confident, too much in control. There’s a look of power about him. Attractive sort of man, not the kind for this mumbo-jumbo. The Baptizer seems a bit reluctant. He’s arguing with the man. I’m not quite close enough to hear what they’re saying. Maybe the Baptizer thinks the man isn’t good enough. Maybe he’s done something really terrible? No, he doesn’t look the sort. Maybe the Baptizer thinks he’s too good, why would you need to start again if you are good already? 

Ah, they seem to have sorted it out. They’re wading into the water. John has hold of the man. The man let’s himself go, relaxes completely, and the Baptizer lowers him into the water. The water closes over his head.

I can feel the panic in my gut. 

I can’t see! 

I can’t breathe! 

God help me, I’m drowning! 

I struggle and fight against the Baptizer. The warm water sucks me under and I desperately fight for air! But there is no air. There is no way up out of the murky depths of the water. The strong hand of the Baptizer holds me under, and I am lost. How can he kill me with all these people watching? Drowned in the Jordan for a stupid whim! I give up the struggle let the waters take me into their warm and final embrace. 

A light fills my mind, warm contentment runs through my body, and there is peace. Peace as I have never known it, peace as it was before time began, a total security, held in the arms of the universe, and the universe is filled with love.

I come up from the river Jordan, the buoyancy of the water is gone, but I feel my bones support my weight. I am strong in the strength of God. I kneel on the ground, my back upright, my hands open, waiting for the man. 

His name turns out to be Jesus. Jesus of Nazareth. 

I turn and follow him. 

I want, more than anything in the world, to get to know him, to follow him, to hear how he brings such peace.

When I was born I came into the world fresh and new after the breaking of the waters from my mother’s womb. 

In baptism I am born again – born from within, born from above. I am not just a child of the flesh, with earthly parents and an earthly home; I am a child of the Spirit. God is my parent, and heaven is my home.

My earthly family supports me when I am too weak to stand for myself, so my heavenly family, my Father, my Mother, Jesus, supports me.

I wait for the service to begin. Once again I come up from the river Jordan, the buoyancy of the water is gone, but I feel my bones support my weight. I am strong in the strength of God. I kneel on the ground, my back upright, my hands open, waiting for the man. I feel the strength of God’s support running upwards through my spine. In that strength I can stay upright through any trials or temptations of this world.

This meditation was written just outside Harstad by Trondenes, which is where bishop Jon Sigurd carried out the first baptisms of children in northern Norway in 999.                    GMH June 2007
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