
Beautiful and  Beloved” 
Baptism of Our Lord Jesus Christ 

Matthew 3:13-17 

At the corner of lush farmland and Route 41 on the far north side of Nashville sits 

Hobson United Methodist Church. Their former pastor, Janet Wolf describes it as a 

place where there are “…people with power and PhDs and folks who have never gone 

past the third grade; folks with two houses and folks living on the streets; and, as one 

person who struggles with mental health declared, ‘those of us who are crazy and 

those who think they’re not.’”  1

A middle-aged woman named Fayette is among the many who attend Hobson. For a 

good portion of her life Fayette has wrestled with mental illness and a debilitating case 

of lupus. She is also often without a place to call home. More than a decade ago, 

Fayette joined a class for new members at Hobson. “The conversation about baptism

—‘this holy moment when we are named by God’s grace with such power it won’t 

come undone,’ Pastor Janet explained—was especially fascinating to Fayette. Fayette 

would ask over and over, ‘And when I’m baptized, I am…?’ ‘The class,’ Janet writes, 

‘learned to respond, ‘Beloved, precious child of God, and beautiful to behold.’ ‘Oh, 

yes!’ she’d say, and then we could go back to our discussion.’” 

On the day of her baptism Fayette could barely contain herself.  Rather than a small 

font like ours, Hobson has a large baptismal pool. As Pastor Janet dunked her into the 

waters of new life, Fayette came up, with water pouring forth from her face and hair 

and shouted, “‘And now I am…?’ And we all sang, ‘Beloved, precious child of God, 

and beautiful to behold.’ ‘Oh, yes!’ she shouted as she danced all around the 

fellowship hall.” The joy was so deep she couldn’t imagine doing anything but 

dancing.  

Two months after Fayette’s baptism though, Pastor Janet received a phone call.  

“Fayette had been beaten and raped and was at the county hospital. So I went. I could 

see her from a distance, pacing back and forth. When I got to the door, I heard, ‘I am 
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beloved….’ She turned, saw me, and said, ‘I am beloved, precious child of God, 

and….’ Catching sight of herself in the mirror—hair sticking up, blood and tears 

streaking her face, dress torn, dirty, and re-buttoned askew, she started again, ‘I am a 

beloved, precious child of God, and…’ She looked in the mirror again and declared, 

‘…and God is still working on me. If you come back tomorrow, I’ll be so beautiful I’ll 

take your breath away!’” 

——————————————— 

More than 10 years later, Fayette still stakes my breath away.   

How can she not?  

Fayette has a mind that deceives her, a body that fights her, and no place to call home. 

But she never once questioned the grace and love that sealed her as Beloved. 

Beloved—the name that God called his son.  

Beloved—the name that set Fayette free.  

Beloved—the name that God calls you so you can be free, too.  

_________________________ 

On a typically humid morning in the Middle East, with just a light breeze from the 

southwest, God broke through time and space again to enter into the human 

experience and named Jesus and all of us who let ourselves be washed and clothed 

not in our might, but in Jesus’ life and death and resurrection, as Beloved. Jesus did 

not seek baptism that morning because he needed it. He sought it because he could 

not begin his ministry without making it clear that he was on the side of God—not a 

political leader, not himself, but God. In doing so, God affirmed and named him 

Beloved. And having been named as Beloved, Jesus then went out to live the life God 

called him to live.  

Having named you Beloved in baptism, God does the same.  

How many of us though actually claim it—not just believe it intellectually, but let it seep 

into our bones and into our soul? How many of us let is be the first and last notion each 

day? How many of us let it inform our choices and our interactions? Baptism isn’t an 

insurance policy for the afterlife, it’s about stepping into the greatest story still being 

told, letting ourselves be changed by it, and then going forth to change the world. This 
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is the story of God showing up in the ordinary, mundane moments of life and uniting us 

under one name so that we might give praise and adoration to the One who is 

restoring us to a life of meaning and hope, a life bigger than our shifting opinions and 

notions. 

This story however is very different than the story in which we often find ourselves 

living, the story of our world. It’s the story of a world that is beautiful but also 

demanding, cruel, and unpredictable. From the moment we awaken it tells us who we 

are and who we aren’t. And in it, we hear that are not capable or worthy of success. We 

hear that we are our ages and our accomplishments alone. We hear that we are not 

enough unless we produce, achieve, and needed by others. We are told that without 

the right salary or achievements from our kids we have failed as breadwinners and 

parents. We hear conflicting messages about what matters most, what’s important, and 

what makes a difference. We hear how we should have handled various situations and 

conundrums differently. We hear that who and what we are comes down to the size and 

state of our house or the opinion of others. We hear that some people are to be feared 

and others to be lauded.  

  

And each day some of us wonder if God really understands and cares what we are 

going through. Each day some of us wonder if what others say about us true. Each day 

some of us wonder if what we do makes a difference. Each day some of us wonder if 

our prayers make a difference. Sometimes those voices come from our society. 

Sometimes they come from ourselves. And though we can name them as false, a lot of 

us are still hustling through life as though they were true. And if we think them about 

ourselves there’s a good chance we think that way about others. It’s no wonder then 

we’re much better at  

talking instead of listening,  

blaming instead of forgiving,  

hiding instead of living.  

But each day, you have a choice which story you seek to live. Each day, you have a 

choice whom you will serve and follow—with your head and your heart.  

______________________________ 
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This morning Jesus and Fayette beckon us to ask what will we do with the news and 

truth that we have been sealed by a grace and love that can’t come undone?  

This week, how will you wrestle and live with the fact that in baptism—and thus as 

members of Christ’s body—you are beloved, precious, and beautiful to behold? How 

will you live in such a way that others know themselves—especially those on the fringes 

of our society—will know themselves as nothing less than beloved?  

To the people of St. Paul’s, God says: beloved.  

To the children of Charles County, God says beloved.  

To the children of Iran: beloved.  

To the liberals: beloved.  

To the conservatives: beloved 

To the apathetic: beloved.  

To the doubting: beloved.  

In a moment, you will be invited forward to remember your baptism. Deacon Steve and 

I will remind you of your name, your power, your calling, your purpose, your destiny. 

Remember the moment God claimed you and to claim it anew. 

 If you aren’t sure if you were baptized or have not been baptized, come, too. And we 

can baptize you right here, right now. It will take our breath away.  

__________________________ 

Then, once you’ve been reminded of who you are all that will be left to do is rejoice…

and of course, dance. 

The Rev. Dr. Maria A . Kane 
St. Paul’s Episcopal Church, Waldorf, MD 

January 12, 2020
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