
 

Picture above: is by Piero della Francesca “The 
Baptism of Christ” dated 1448-50 and in The 
National Gallery in London. 

Today we celebrate in our ‘Worship at 
Home’, the “Feast of the Baptism of 
Our Lord”. 

Below are two short imaginary 
reflections by Richard Sharples which 
take us into the heart of this special 
baptism and a reminder of our own.  

Father to Son  

Luke 1:67–80 (The Benedictus)  

John:  
 Dad, was I ever baptised?  
 (Pause)  
 Dad!  

Zechariah:  
 Urr … (rousing himself) … I’m sorry, 
 I was just thinking of something else. 
 Did you say something John?  

John:  
 I was wondering whether I was 
 baptised when I was a baby – now 
 that mother’s died there are so many 
 things that I realise I never asked her.  

Zechariah:  
 No, not baptised, but you were 
 done on the eighth day. Oh, that 
 was quite a day … quite a day …  

John:  
 What do you mean?  

Zechariah:  
 You know what they were going to 
 call you?  

John:  
 Yes, you told me that. Zechariah 
 Junior. I was to be named after you.  

Mary:  
 Simeon; but they just confirmed for 
 me what I had known all along. ‘This 
 child,’ Simeon said, ‘is chosen by God 
 for the destruction and the salvation 
 of many in Israel. He will be a sign 
 from God which many people will 
 speak against, and so reveal their 
 secret thoughts.’  

Jesus:  
 Do you believe that, mum?  

Mary:  
 I do. One day, through you, this 
 world is going to be turned upside 
 down.  
 (Pause)  
 Jesus, what are you thinking?  

Jesus:  
 I’m thinking that the time has come. I 
 don’t think I’ll be around home for 
 much longer; I feel I need to be 
 ‘about my Father’s business’. 
 (Laughing) You remember how I 
 told you that, mum, when I was all of 
 thirteen years old? But now I really 
 do. I see so much suffering around. 
 And the injustice of this occupation, 
 and of so-called religion, just makes 
 me angry. But I don’t need to 
 convince you, do I? That thing you 
 wrote down for me on my 
 thirteenth birthday said it all. 
 (Pause)  
 Mum, did the old man say anything 
 else?  

 

Mary:  
 … Not about you.  

Jesus:  
 Go on.  

Mary:  
 I’ve never told you this: He said that 
 a sword will pierce my soul, too – 
 and when you were talking just now, 
 I felt that it did.  

Jesus:  
 I want you to know, mum, that I was 
 baptised today by John.  
 (Pause)  
 Mum, did you hear what I just said?  

Mary:  
 Yes, Jesus, I did. I was just thinking of 
 your father. He would be so proud 
 of you.  

Richard Sharples  

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

Resources for this edition of the 
Sunday Papers have been taken from 
HAY & STARDUST edited by Ruth 
Burgess, published by the Wild Goose 
Press from the Iona Community.  

ClipArt is by Steve Erspamer OSB. 
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 the water. People suddenly went 
 quiet … You know, I think he is the 
 one.  
 (Pause)  
 Dad, are you listening to me?  

Zechariah:  
 Urr … (rousing himself) … I’m sorry, 
 I was just thinking of someone else. I 
 was thinking of your mother. She 
 would know.  

Richard Sharples  

 
Collect   Prayer of the Week 
  

 Almighty God, 
 who anointed Jesus at his baptism  
 with the Holy Spirit and revealed him 
  as your beloved Son: 
 inspire us, your children, who are  
 born again of water and the Spirit, 
 to surrender our lives to your service, 
 that we may rejoice to be called  
  your children; 
 through Jesus Christ our Lord.  Amen. 

Mother to Son  

Luke 1:46–56 (The Magnificat)  

Jesus:  
 Mum, was I ever baptised?  
 (Pause)  
 (Gently) Mum, are you all right?  

Mary:  
 Oh, I’m sorry, love, I’m not quite all 
 here. What was that you said?  

Jesus:  
 Mum, you can hardly expect to carry 
 on at your usual pace – it’s only 
 three months since father died, you 
 know.  

Mary:  
 Oh, I know all right.  
 (Pause)  
 What were you asking?  

Jesus:  
 I was wondering what you had done 
 for me when I was a baby; I mean, I 
 realise my birth was a little 
 embarrassing for the family.  

Mary:  
 Jesus, a little embarrassment has 
 never bothered your father and me. 
 We had you done when you were 
 eight days old just like everybody 
 else. We even took you along with 
 us to the temple for my purification 
 a few weeks later. That was quite a 
 day … quite a day …  

Jesus:  
 I know the old lady was called Anna, 
 but what was the old man’s name?  

Zechariah:  
 They wouldn’t listen to your mother, 
 you know; it was only when I wrote 
 it down for them that they gave in.  

John:  
 And then you got your voice back, 
 didn’t you?  

Zechariah:  
 Umm … (thinking, remembering)  

John:  
 Dad, you know that thing you wrote 
 out for me on my thirteenth 
 birthday? Where did you get that?  

Zechariah:  
 Well, it sort of came to me during all 
 that time when I couldn’t talk. People 
 began to assume that I couldn’t hear 
 as well. To be honest, they thought 
 I’d gone mad I think. So people left 
 me alone.  

John:  
 Was that all that ‘came to you’?  

Zechariah:  
 Yes … well, almost … there was a 
 bit more I never wrote down for 
 you.  

John:  
 (excitedly) Really, what else was 
 there about me?  

Zechariah:  
 Oh, it wasn’t about you, that’s why I 
 never wrote it down.  

John:  
 Oh (disappointed) … Who was it 

 about then?  

Zechariah:  
 I don’t know. Well, that’s to say I do 
 know what it was about, but not 
 who.  

John:  
 What?  

Zechariah:  
 It was about the Lord’s anointed one 
 for whom I believe you are preparing 
 the way.  
 (Pause)  

John:  
 Preparing the way. Dad, you believe 
 in me, don’t you? You don’t think I’m 
 mad, do you?  

Zechariah:  
 No, son, I don’t. Just because people 
 think you’re mad, it doesn’t mean 
 you are – believe you me. I know 
 the path you have chosen is a hard 
 one, but it’s the right one, you know?  

 (Silence)  

 Son, is there something bothering 
 you? 

John:  
 Well, it’s just this funny thing that 
 happened today. I was out by the 
 river, as you know, as I’ve been all 
 week. Just as the sun was at its 
 highest, this guy came along to be 
 baptised. I just felt I knew him 
 somehow, and there was a sort of 
 light in his eyes as if he knew me too. 
 It was strange. The sun so bright on 


