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“Jesus Was Baptized Too” 
 
 
If you don’t mind, I’d like to pick up where the lectionary ends today, 
and to continue reading Luke’s Gospel until the end of the chapter….  
 
“Now Jesus himself,” the scripture continues, “was about thirty 
years old when he began his ministry. He was the son, so it was 
thought, of Joseph, 

the son of Heli,  
the son of Levi,  
the son of Jannai,  
the son of Amos, 
the son of Joda, 
27 the son of Joanan,  
the son of Neri,  
the son of Addi,   
the son of Levi, 3 
the son of Judah,  
the son of Nathan, 
the son of David, 32 the son of Jesse, 
son of Boaz, 
the son of Judah, 34 the son of Jacob, 
the son of Isaac, the son of Abraham, 
36 the son of Cainan, 
the son of Shem, 
the son of Seth, the son of Adam, 
the son of God. 

 
Thus ends Luke’s account of the genealogy of Jesus, which is one of 
those scriptures I’m afraid that most of us usually can’t help but skip 
over in our reading of the Bible….or if we do read it, unfortunately it 
might end up being the last bit of the Bible that we ever read, so 
tedious it can seem to read through these longs lists of names… 
“the begats” are what these lists in scripture are often called, named 



after that archaic English word that the King James Version famously 
used to tell of these accounts…so and so begat so and so, who 
begat so and so, who begat so and so and on and on….   
 
It turns out that when we open the Bible we have to make it through 
quite a lot of these “begats” before moving on with the other stories, 
as some of the first chapters of the Old Testament in the first book of 
Genesis begin this way, and so too when we open to the New 
Testament we find much the same thing; Matthew’s Gospel, usually 
the one that appears first in the New Testament, begins at the very 
beginning in Chapter 1 with a 42 generation long genealogy of Jesus, 
whereas Luke, as we heard, tells the genealogy a bit later in chapter 
3, but tells a longer list than Matthew, tracing some 77 
generations…and if you found my reading of the names tedious, well, 
I actually only read less than 1/3 of the names on Luke’s list… and 
yes I chose the ones that were easier to pronounce…. 
 
So we have these long lists, these genealogies that we find at 
prominent places throughout the Bible, including here shortly after 
Christmas with the beginning of Jesus’ public ministry that the 
church traditionally marks on this first Sunday after Epiphany, when 
at the age of 30, “when all the people were being baptized,” as we 
heard, “Jesus was baptized too.” 
 
Jesus’s baptism is one of those few events that’s mentioned in all 
four of the Gospel accounts of his life, and yet still it’s long puzzled 
theologians why Jesus needed to be baptized in the first place, if 
indeed in Jesus we can glimpse something of a human being without 
sin, and one who’s way of life was so powerfully given towards 
forgiving the sins of others… 
 
I found myself wondering about that this week, and wondering also if 
perhaps there might be something in that long, tedious genealogy 
that can help us out a bit here when we try to think about the 
meaning of Jesus’ baptism, as Luke here, unlike Matthew, traces 
Jesus’ ancestors all the way back—back through David, that deeply 
flawed leader who nevertheless left us some of the most beautiful 
poetry in all the world through the book of Psalms, poetry which tells 



of the full peaks and valleys of the human experience; back through 
other flawed yet faithful witnesses to God’s presence in their lives 
like Abraham, like Noah; all the way back even to the beginning of 
humanity, which the Hebrew language names beautifully as Adam, 
that mythical first human, molded and made right from the clay of 
the earth—Adam from Adamah (earth); the human from the humus; 
fashioned and then breathed into life by the breath of God. It’s good , 
I think, to remember from time to time that that’s what the Bible says 
we are: bones from the dirt, and breath from the Divine. Jesus, Luke 
says, son of Adam, son of earth in a sense, and son of God.  
 
I find this quite stunning to think about, but how else could any of 
our own genealogies, how else could any human genealogy end, but 
towards where Luke traces it—child of so and so, child of so and so, 
some parts of our ancestry flawed, some parts faithful, much of it a 
mixture of the two… child of so and so, child of so and so, and 
finally, child of humanity, child of the earth, child of God.  
 
So back to that theological question as to why Jesus was baptized, 
when we think about how Luke traces his genealogy all the way back 
to the beginning of humanity, his baptism here, and maybe 
something about baptism generally…seems to be less an act of 
repentance from some previous sinful state, and more a profound 
identification and expression of solidarity with the entirety of the 
human condition—“When all the people were being baptized, Jesus 
was baptized too.”   
 
I have to say, I’ve come over the years to really cherish that short 
little verse of scripture, even though it can sound maybe even a little 
boring in terms of how straightforward it is. Certainly it’s not as 
exciting and colorful as the other accounts of Jesus’ baptism. In the 
Gospels of Matthew and John for example, Jesus and John the 
Baptist stand in the river for awhile first and have a theological 
debate about who should be baptizing whom.  
 
Here in Luke, though, John isn’t even mentioned as being present, 
and in fact likely was not present given how Luke notes that King 
Herod had thrown John into jail right before Jesus headed to the 



river. And so into this world where his mentor is imprisoned for 
speaking the truth, into this world where he surely, by the old age of 
30, had experienced and witnessed at least a few of life’s peaks and 
valleys, Luke presents Jesus not as singled out and special, but as 
choosing to join up with the mass of humanity, and so  “When all the 
people were being baptized, Jesus was baptized too.”  
 
I’ve come to cherish that verse, in part because it reminds me of a 
central theological idea, something about God becoming human not 
so that we might try to become Godlike, but so that we might learn 
together how to be more fully human; and I cherish it also because it 
reminds me of the beauty that we are capable of despite all the 
flaws….the beauty of what we heard this morning about all the 
people waiting expectantly, filled with hopes and dreams for a better 
world….the beauty of all the people standing together in the river 
with the sole purpose letting the grace of God wash over them—that 
running river of grace reminding each of them, reminding Jesus, 
reminding us, of where we come from, of who we are….children of 
humanity and of earth, children of God.  
 
I felt a similar type of joy and pride in humanity this week, when I 
spent some time exploring a recent and very popular art project by a 
photographer named Brandon Stanton, who after getting fired from 
his job as a stock broker in Chicago about 5 years ago, moved to 
New York and had no plan other than to just started taking pictures 
of people walking around the city, and he would often ask them a 
simple question or two to learn something about their lives. It’s 
called the Humans of New York project, and I’m actually very late to 
catch on to this, he’s already sold a bestselling book with some of 
these pictures, and his website is one of the most followed out of all 
on places like Facebook and Instagram, but still if you haven’t spent 
time with this project, I’d recommend glancing at it this week, as I 
found many of the posts to be quite powerful and moving.  
 
A tall thin man wearing all black everything—black jeans, a black t-
shirt, a sharp black blazer, carrying a black briefcase, looks 
somewhat intensely and yet also somewhat calmly into the lens of 
the camera. “When I told my mom that I was going to rehab,” he 



says, “she was about to catch a flight to her 40th High School 
Reunion. I told her: ‘I guess you won’t be bragging about me to your 
friends.’ She said: ‘Actually, I’ve never been prouder of you.'” 
 
Another man dressed up in the full white tailcoat tuxedo and black 
bow tie of the symphony orchestra, plays his cello in the subway 
with the same focus that you’d find on the stage in Lincoln Center. 
“I’ve been trying to get into a full time orchestra for the past 20 years,” 
He says. “I’d guess I’ve been to over 200 auditions. It can be pretty 
heartbreaking. I tried out for the New York Philharmonic four times. 
One time I prepared three months for the Los Angeles Philharmonic 
audition, flew all the way across the country, and they cut me off after 
twelve seconds. But believe or not, I still have a certain amount of 
optimism about the process. And I think I’m getting better.” 

And finally, the image that’s on our bulletin cover for today. The 
inconspicuously dressed daughter standing with her flamboyantly 
dressed mother….in the color photo she has: silver shoes, a silver 
purse, silver hair, and rainbow colored everything else….  
 
“What’s your favorite thing about your mother,” Brandon asked the 
daughter. “She loves life more than anyone I’ve ever known,” she 
says. “I hope she doesn’t mind me telling you this, but recently she’s 
had some health problems. And her health got so bad at one point, 
she called me and said: ‘I was starting to wonder if there was any 
reason to go on. But then I had the most delicious pear!'” 
 
Today we’re here to remember about how when all the people were 
being baptized, Jesus was baptized too…And we remember about 
how God said three things to humanity that day. You are my children. 
I delight in you. And I love you. 
 
May it be so. Amen.  
	  


