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“Baptismal identity, the great equalizer” 

Some of you, perhaps many or most of you, like me, may remember singing in your

Sunday school days the song written by Pastor Clarence Herbert Woolston (1856–

1927), “Jesus Loves the Little Children.” You may not remember the verses, but likely

you recall the refrain, it goes like this: “Jesus loves the little children,/All the children of

the world;/Red and yellow, black and white,/All are precious in his sight,/Jesus loves the

little children of the world.” 

   I believe that song compliments today’s second lesson from Galatians. Paul speaks of

everyone who is baptized into Christ as having “clothed yourselves with Christ.” That is

an interesting image, isn’t it. Clothing ourselves in Christ, putting on Christ, wearing

Christ. Just as our physical clothing often reveal who we are—for example, my clerical

collar, and my alb and stole identify me as an ordained pastor—so too spiritually, we

who have been baptized into Christ are clothed, are wearing Christ. According to Paul,

our baptismal identity is the great equalizer: “There is no longer Jew or Greek, there is

no longer slave or free, there is no longer male and female; for all of (us) are one in

Christ.” So indeed red, yellow, brown, black and white—we are all one in Christ. 

   Christ has removed ethnic and racial divisions. In 1960, a well-dressed black man

carrying a Bible stepped inside the massive front door of a large church in a midwestern

town and was immediately ejected by the ushers. Even after identifying himself, the man

was refused admittance. A few days later the man returned to his village church in Africa

and addressed the small congregation.

   “This church was partially built with funds sent from our mother church in the United

States, and  I  was  converted  through  the  preaching  of  one  of  the  white  church’s

missionaries. Yet, when I visited the church in an attempt to bring our greetings and
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share our love and gratitude, I was not allowed to enter. The missionary preached to us

as I have also preached, that we are all one in Christ. However, I must sadly say that this

preaching by the mother church comes only from the lips and not from the heart.”1

What a sad story, such racism the apostle Paul tells us, is an evil that we as baptized

Christians who are clothed in Christ are called to overcome. 

   Paul goes on to say that our baptismal identity is the great equalizer when it comes to

another division: He says that for those baptized into Christ, “there is no longer slave or

free.” Once again, our calling is to end such social class divisions. As people who are

clothed in Christ, we are called to end such evil exploitation carried out by terrorist

groups that kidnap children and force them to hate and kill people. We are called to end

such evil exploitation as child pornography, as well as human trafficking of young people

as  sexual  workers. We  are  called  to  change  political  and  economic  systems  that

increasingly make the rich richer and the poor poorer. 

   Yet another division that Paul says is removed for those who are baptized into Christ

is male and female. That reminds me of the following story.

   A large crowd gathered on the steps of the Supreme Court building in the nation’s

capital. They had come to express their opinions about abortion. One side shouted,

“The first human right is the right to life.” The other side replied, “A woman’s body is a

woman’s business.” One side waved placards with pictures of coat hangers and the

words, “Never Again.” The other side waved placards with pictures of human fetuses

and the words, “Adoption, Not Abortion.” 

   As the day wore on, they directed their shouting more at each other than toward the

court. Their voices became louder and more shrill. Then, with fists clenched and death

in their  eyes, the two sides faced off; they moved toward each other with banners

waving and placards held high like crusaders of old, pitched for battle. Before any of

1 Emphasis: A Preaching Journal for the Parish Pastor Vol. 25, No. 1, May-June 1995, (Lima, OH: CSS Publishing 
Co.), p. 57. 
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them could strike a blow, a stranger appeared suddenly between the advancing lines. He

held out his arms and shouted, “Peace! Be still!

   Immediately the crowd is quiet. Both groups laid down their placards. He motions

them to sit down, and they sit on the steps and wait, looking toward the stranger with

hopeful, expectant eyes. He looked first to those who were sitting on his right. “I am

told there is one among you who is married to one from the opposing side.”

   A man stood and said, “I am he. And there is my wife,” he said, pointing to a woman

who was now standing among the protesters on the stranger’s left.

   “Come here,” the stranger said, motioning for both of them to step forward. The

woman and man came and joined hands as they stood before the stranger. “Why are

you here?” he asked them.

   The man spoke first. “I am here because of a story told to me by my father. He was

one of the first of the allied soldiers who entered Dachau and saw heaps of human

corpses, men, women, small children and babies. It was their eyes that haunted him to

declare with every waking breath: ‘Never, never again!’ When I think of this holocaust of

abortions  that  is  occurring  in  our  nations, I  see  the  eyes  of  thousands  of  unborn

children who will never see the light of day and I must cry out, ‘Stop the killing now’!”

   Then the woman spoke. “I am here because of the way my mother died. I am the

youngest  of  12  children. Our  mother  died  when  I  was  one  year  old. She  became

pregnant again soon after I was born. The doctor told her that if she had another child,

she would die giving birth but that there was nothing he could do to help. There was a

law against abortion. So mothers made arrangements to go to an illegal abortionist. She

waited on a street corner. A car came by, she got in, they blind-folded her and drove her

several blocks to the house where abortions were done. When it was finished she was

left alone, in a back room. She bled to death during the night. Thousands and thousands

of  women died the way my mother died before abortions were made legal  in this
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country. We can never go back to the way it was. I am here to speak for her—never,

never again!”

   When she finished the stranger looked at the two of them and said, “How is it that

you are able to remain married?”

   They looked at each other, smiled, and speaking together, said, “We love each other.”

   “You are a light in the darkness,” the stranger said. “As long as you love each other,

there is hope for the world.” Then he raised his eyes and looked out on the crowd. “I

bid each one of  you to make friends with someone who believes differently  about

abortion. And when you have found each other, go together into the world and bring

me all the children who have no one to love or care for them, and all of the women and

men who have suffered because of miscarriages or abortions and still weep for what

they have lost.”

   The people go off into the world, two by two, pro-life and pro-choice together, to

seek the ones they have been told to find. And they soon return with thousands of

women and men who were still  grieving for  what  they had lost, and thousands  of

children who had no one to love or care for them.

   The stranger raised his arms high over the crowd, and smiled as he blessed them. “Go

to each other. Love and care for one another.”

   The women and men moved toward the children and the children ran to meet them.

The children jumped into their waiting arms and the men and women hugged them to

their breasts.2 

   “For all of you are one in Christ Jesus.” And let the people say, “AMEN!”  

2 Slightly edited from: John E. Sumwalt, Lectionary Stories Cycle C: 40 Tellable Tales for Advent, Christmas, 
Epiphany, Lent, Easter and Pentecost (Lima, OH: C.S.S. Publishing Co., 1991), pp. 98-100.
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