
Easter V 
 
 
“Now the Son of Man has been glorified, and God has been glorified in him.”  In the 
name… 
 
 
I want to say something briefly about baptism today.  Baptism is not US showing 
God just how much we mean it.  It’s not our wink back to God—otherwise it would 
be a ‘work’, and we do not work for our salvation.  Baptism is God’s reaching down 
to us.  I didn’t baptize these wonderful kiddos today.  God baptized them.  Baptism is 
God’s adoption by grace—with faith.  No one is discounting the full agency of faith in 
a baptism, but God gives both, remember?  God gives love.  God gives hope.  God 
gives faith.  This is the witness of I Corinthians 13.  Baptism is the sign and seal of 
that same gift.  We see signs and seals in marriage vows and rings, and yet God 
makes the marriage.  We see signs and seals in Communion, and yet God makes the 
feast.  We see signs and seals in unction and prayer, and yet God grants the healing.  
Signs and seals are part of the full participation in the same gift that God gives.  
Praise God that he includes our full bodies in the motions of faith.  He’s not 
bypassing our bodies and reaching only for our hearts.  He includes the entire 
person.  Old Adam and Eve were drowned in the baptismal waters today so that the 
new Adam of Jesus might be raised up in all of us!  We want the new Adam!  And we 
are desperate for the new Eve, which is the Church!   
 
Today’s passages are pure Gospel gold.  They reach as deep into Christian theology as 
could ever be reached, and yet they are principles that someone as young as my son Ian 
understands instinctively.  If you ask Ian any question about cause or ‘where something 
came from’, he answers:  God.  Or Jesus.  It is the most reasonable answer in the world 
for him.  Cars come from God, his brother, his pizza.  We didn’t train him to say this.  
Certainly—we told him that God made all things, but it was Ian himself that began 
applying that simple catechism question to all of life.  Halfway through his third year of 
life this surfaced.  But he understands some connection between God and Jesus.  Therein 
lies the beginning place of the utter simplicity of the gospel.  It makes it sweet.  It’s the 
same thing that makes something like gardening sweet.  On the one hand, you till the soil 
(as we recently did for our onions), plant the bulb, and boom.  On the other hand, the seed 
itself represents a world unto itself, over which thousands of PhD’s have willingly toiled 
to understand how life is carried in an otherwise insignificant pod.   
 
On the other side of this passage is the mystery of the Trinity—what is known as the 
mutual inter-penetration of the Godhead such that though three in ‘person’, they 
constitute but one being—one sacred mystery, out of which everything that has ever 
existed flows.   
 
In days of sorrow, I reach for simplicity.  In days of doubt, I reach for mystery.  Each 
‘handle’ (simplicity and mystery) gives something for this spiritual bike-rider (so to 
speak) to grab onto as I navigate the life of faith.  As a Christian—not necessarily as a 



priest.  I’m not kidding.  There are moments of deep uncertainty—late at night on my 
front porch, when the simple reminder that in studying the life of Christ I have actually 
seen the fullness of God that helps this heart rest in the sweetness of knowing where the 
walls are in knowing what true love is.  At other times—when doubting the essential 
goodness of life and of people and of the horrors of suffering or death, that something 
stronger helps me.  Something more potent—something that is theologically 100-proof.  
Then, the deeper roots of that sacred Trinitarian mystery begin to minister to my heart.  
Jesus mentions this—the works we are called to do are his works.  Which is to say, that 
the mutual indwelling of God in Jesus, Jesus in God, and therefore the life of Jesus in us 
(through the Holy Spirit) brings a cure to my doubts.  This is the utter pragmatic and yet 
sacred function of theology.  Theology is way more important to my life as a dad, an 
employee, a bill-paying citizen, and a husband than it is to my life as a professional 
priest.   
 
Which then brings me to Revelation. 
 

Then I saw a new heaven and a new earth; for the first heaven and the first earth 
had passed away, and the sea was no more. 2And I saw the holy city, the new 
Jerusalem, coming down out of heaven from God, prepared as a bride adorned 
for her husband. 3And I heard a loud voice from the throne saying, “See, the 
home of God is among mortals. He will dwell with them as their God; they will be 
his peoples, and God himself will be with them; 4he will wipe every tear from their 
eyes. Death will be no more; mourning and crying and pain will be no more, for 
the first things have passed away.” 5And the one who was seated on the throne 
said, “See, I am making all things new.” Also he said, “Write this, for these 
words are trustworthy and true.” 6Then he said to me, “It is done! I am the Alpha 
and the Omega, the beginning and the end. To the thirsty I will give water as a 
gift from the spring of the water of life. 

 
“Behold I make all things new”:  I speak to the new community this morning, 
however, so let me address them in particular:  the beautiful doctrine of the One 
Holy Catholic and Apostolic Church.  Jesus enters into a tribal world of divisions 
with the pure milk of his Gospel of sin-eradication and reconciliation.  Into a world 
that prizes greed and bases friendships upon it, he declares that there is neither rich 
nor poor in the Kingdom of heaven.  All are rich in Christ.  Into a world that preys 
upon fear and instability, he declares peace, for we have NOTHING to fear in a 
Kingdom of perpetual joy.  Into a world that places 20-foot walls around every 
difference that we can find, he brings Jericho destruction to those walls by saying, 
there is neither Jew nor Greek—but all are One in Christ.  The church exists in part 
to show the foolishness of this world’s attempt at assuring you that the world would 
be a far better place if everyone was just like you.  But you’re not the cornerstone—
He is.  Oh, there’s conformity in this world.  It is conformity to a crucified Savior who 
said Rome’s world system simply won’t do.  I give myself for the life of the world.  
And the difference is not your genius in joining arms with Jesus.  The difference is 



mercy.  Listen to Peter:  “But you are a chosen race, a royal priesthood, a holy nation, 
God’s own people, in order that you may proclaim the mighty acts of him who called 
you out of darkness into his marvellous light. 
 
10 Once you were not a people, 
   but now you are God’s people; 
once you had not received mercy, 
   but now you have received mercy.” 
 
 
And the better way begins and ends at this altar.  This is the altar about which Jesus 
declares, “Very truly, I tell you, the one who believes in me will also do the works 
that I do and, in fact, will do greater works than these, because I am going to the 
Father. 13I will do whatever you ask in my name, so that the Father may be glorified 
in the Son. 14If in my name you ask me for anything, I will do it.”  This is the 
cornerstone of the world.  This is where the cracks of consumerism are given new 
life as the holy nation of the City of our God.  In the name… 
 
 
 


