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Mark 1:9-11 

 

*** 

 

You.  

 

Yes, you. No one else. Not him, not her, not them. Not some person over there. Not the 

person you think you ought to be or the person you once were. You. The searched-and-known-

you. The you whose unformed substance was beheld by the eyes of love. Like a little sparrow, 

fallen to the ground, yet seen; like a flower briefly blooming in the sun, yet cherished – you. The 

one who calls us by name, who says, “Hagar! Moses! Samuel! Lazarus! Saul!” knows your name 

and calls to you. 

 

 You are.  

 

Yes, are. This is a present tense declaration from the mouth of the I AM, and it’s a done 

deal. There are no qualifiers. It’s not ‘you were,’ ‘you will be,’ ‘you could be’ or ‘might be,’ 

‘you should be’ or ‘would be,’ ‘you used to be’ or ‘can never be’… but ‘you are.’ You can rest 

here. These words are the pleasant pasture, the still water, the ground of your being. Whatever 

comes next cannot be earned and it cannot be lost, because, to put it simply, you always and 

already are. 

 

 You are my.  

 

You belong. You’ve been claimed. You don’t ever have to wonder about having an 

embrace to fall into; you don’t have to worry about losing your way, and you don’t need to cling 

too tightly. For the voice goes on: “I have called you by name, and you are mine” (Isa. 43:1). “I 

will never leave you nor forsake you” (Deut. 31:6). “I will not leave you orphaned” (John 14:18). 

“You did not choose me, but I chose you” (John 15:16). Lonely though you may feel sometimes, 

you are never alone. 

 

 You are my beloved.  

 

Beloved! Chosen! Prized! Apple of the eye, desire of the heart, the one the soul loves. 

Beloved, you are spoken to face to face in gentle whispers. Beloved, you are accompanied 

through Paradise’s Garden during the time of the evening breeze. Beloved, you are worth every 

commitment and sacrifice. Beloved, nothing is hidden or withheld from you. 

  

 You are my beloved child.  

 

Ah, child. Son, daughter. Flesh of flesh, bone of bone, your spirit an extension of divine 

breath, your life of bottomless life. Yet you are utterly and uniquely yourself. Image-bearer, 

blessed one, keeping the lineage of grace and mercy unbroken in the world. From before the 

beginning, to the very end, and every step along the way, child: With you I am well pleased. 



You are my beloved child. 

 

To Jesus, coming up out of the rushing river all those years ago, these words meant 

everything, and they can mean everything to us. 

 

The New Testament scriptures are emphatic. When we are baptized “in the name of Jesus 

Christ” (Acts 2:38), we are “clothed with him” as with a garment (Gal. 3:27). Forever after, our 

lives take place within his life, and are shaped according to the pattern of his death and 

resurrection (Rom. 6:4). All that Jesus has is given to us, for we are his Body. All that he is 

becomes accessible to us. These words from above are our inheritance. We, too, are the beloved 

children of God. 

 

God delighting over us is not new, for at the beginning of all things God reveled in the 

world that emerged from the primordial waters: Good! Good! Very good! Now, in these 

baptismal waters, those inner thoughts of God have become direct, personal communication to 

the human heart: You are my beloved child. With you I am well pleased.  

 

A fundamental part of the Christian journey is learning to see oneself in Christ at this 

baptismal moment, and thus to know oneself as God’s beloved child. Heaven’s happiness heals 

us and makes us whole; it empowers us to see the belovedness of others. This is salvation.  

 

Once, in a sermon exploring the nature of salvation, John Wesley claimed, “…it is a 

present salvation. It is something attainable, yea, actually attained on earth, by those who are 

partakers of the faith.”1 If he’s right, then I can know my belovedness here and now. You can 

know your belovedness here and now. Together, we can know ourselves to be a beloved 

community, kin to one another because we share in the belovedness of Christ. We can attain this 

awareness of love. And we must attain it, so that we can help others to hear God’s blessing over 

their own lives. 

 

Always there are barriers to our hearing heaven’s voice that need to be torn apart. This 

passage from Mark’s gospel says that God ripped apart the heavens in order to speak. God 

urgently removed what stood between the human realm and the divine realm. God did God’s 

part. Yet there are more subtle blocks to hearing the proclamation of belovedness strewn 

throughout our memories and personalities and souls. We carry around wounds, fears, voids, lies, 

and defenses. It takes time to unearth these inner blocks and clear them away so that the 

awareness of our belovedness can flow freely.  

 

One thing I’ve learned is that not everyone has the same blocks. Each person needs to 

hear of their belovedness in a way that is appropriate and meaningful to them. I have a friend 

back in North Carolina who has four sons. She once told me that she asks God every day to help 

her say “I love you” to each one of her boys in a way that he will understand, that is particular 

and meaningful to him. For one, a word. For another, a hug. For a third, showing up to that 

important event. And on. This is like that.  

 

 
1 John Wesley, “Salvation by Faith,” in The Works of John Wesley, Volume 1, Sermons, I, 1-33, ed. Albert C. Outler 

(Nashville: Abingdon Press, 1984), 121. 



Take part of my story as an example. As a young teenager, I was drawn to the Christian 

faith in large part because I attended a church whose people treated me like I was a beloved child 

of God. But, over time, a strange thing happened. Again and again, the teachers and evangelists I 

crossed paths with taught me that I was, in fact, unworthy to receive the love of God. They 

taught me that every person was fundamentally broken, and they encouraged me to have a 

scrupulous conscience that would examine every thought, motive, and desire for the selfishness 

that was surely at its root.  

 

Knowing myself as the beloved went hand in hand with obsessing over my sinfulness. 

So, for almost a decade, I responded to every altar call for salvation. I tried unsuccessfully to 

understand what gross and unlovable thing kept lingering within me. What was it that required 

constant forgiveness? 

 

This particular theological emphasis didn’t suit me well. I didn’t want God to delight in 

me in spite of everything I was or had done. What I really wanted was God to affirm the inherent 

goodness and potential of my life. I desired a Christian faith that made my life feel less like a 

repetitive cycle of guilt and forgiveness, and more like a path heading toward some far horizon. 

And so, with honest seeking and wise direction from others, I discovered some scriptural and 

theological voices that embraced the basic goodness of creation, that welcomed curiosity, that 

conceived of salvation as holistic healing and growth in wisdom, and that believed Jesus Christ 

to be the Pioneer and Perfecter of a new humanity, one overflowing with creativity and 

compassion. 

 

As I said, the word of forgiveness, which is one way of saying “You are my beloved,” did 

not make my heart sing. It didn’t resonate with my deepest needs. But the fact remains that for 

many people, pride and shame are the deepest wounds. Christ’s willingness to take our place on 

the cross, God’s forgiveness of all our sins despite the worst things we’ve ever done – for many, 

these are the greatest gifts that could ever be received. Some folks know they are the beloved 

because God says, “I forgive you.” I know I am the beloved because God says, “I believe in 

you.” And there are still many other ways that people crave to hear the news, and many other 

ways that God can say it.  

 

Part of our shared journey of faith is learning to honor these different ways of saying “I 

love you,” learning to speak the one gospel of belovedness in many tongues. Together, all of us 

are like the little boy, Bunny, in the opening scene of William Maxwell’s novel They Came Like 

Swallows. One rainy morning, Bunny wakes up afraid, and he desires the affection and attention 

of his mother. The mother senses her son’s need, and she turns to consider him with a long, 

thoughtful gaze. Finally, she asks with wonder, “Whose angel child are you?” Maxwell writes of 

Bunny: “By these words and by the wholly unexpected kiss that accompanied them he was made 

sound and strong.”2  

 

Ah, that is what hearing the good news of our belovedness can do: it can make us sound 

and strong. Look at Jesus. 

 

 
2 William Maxwell, They Came Like Swallows.  



Unlike the other three gospel writers, Mark gives us almost no information about Jesus’ 

origins or upbringing. He simply says: “In those days Jesus came from Nazareth of Galilee” 

(1:9). The first glimpse we get of Jesus is as an adult person in the middle of his life. He is from 

what one writer calls an “entirely unremarkable home village… unattested in any [other] ancient 

source.”3 This obscurity and anonymity are important. They indicate that Jesus’ identity was 

affirmed, and his ministry set in motion, by nothing less than this baptismal blessing, this divine 

declaration of love. Before Jesus is “somebody” to the world, to human history, he is everything 

to his Heavenly Father. Before he ever preaches or speaks a word of healing, he hears a word 

spoken to him: You are my beloved son; with you I am well pleased.  

 

Love is his beginning.  

 

 Friends, we are offered an attainable, present salvation. It, too, begins with love, our 

belovedness in the eyes of God. If we are to be sound and strong for the journey ahead, we must 

begin with the hard work of healing. We must uproot whatever blocks our awareness of God’s 

delight. We must undergo the patient work of learning to listen for God’s blessing in the way our 

souls desire. Thanks be to God that the heavens are torn, and every barrier with them, their 

broken pieces floating away down love’s river, and slowly disappearing.  

 

In the name of God the Father, God the Son, and God the Holy Spirit. Amen. 

 

 

 
3 Ched Myers, Binding the Strong Man: A Political Reading of Mark’s Story of Jesus (Maryknoll, NY: Orbis Books, 

2017), 128. 


