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The name of Christ has become a brand not much different than Hilfiger, Chaps, Apple, or

BMW. Like the Lacoste alligator and the Nike Swoosh, the label Christian—or a cross or the

little fish thing or whatever—is supposed to authenticate the product. But calling something

“Christian” no more makes it so than spray-painting “Mercedes” across the back of a Yugo

makes a fine automobile. There are all sorts of things claiming to be Christian—jewelry, music,

bookstores, movies, businesses, and the list goes on.

Christian has also become a designation for people who in one way or another identify with

Jesus Christ, believe some version of His teachings, or claim His forgiveness. And by virtue of

this association, such a person claims to be a Christian. There are so-called Christian

homosexual clubs, Christian groups who support abortion, Christian racial extremist groups,

Christian organizations who ignore stewardship of creation and neglect the poor, and the list can

go on as far as one would care for it to. The majority of people in North American claim the

label. But does a label make one like Christ?

There is a large water park not far from where I live, and they occasionally have a “Christian”
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day where Christians can enjoy the water park. It’s the same water, the same slides, the same

rafts, and the same bikinis, but calling it “Christian” somehow makes it so. Nonsense.

Jesus is not a monogram. You cannot embroidery Him on your bikini and suppose that a label

can make something to be like Christ. Okay, so there are a lot of us who try to live according the

teachings of the Bible, but even so, in what way can we say that we are Christians? Are we like

Christ? In what way are we like Christ? In what way do we want to be like Christ? He was a

single adult. He seems to have had no possessions, and at least for a time, he didn’t have a place

to sleep. He was misunderstood. He defied religious and political categorization. His greatest

passion seems to have been death. He was betrayed. He liked to pray a lot, sometimes all night.

He forgave those who wronged Him, even though they never said they were sorry. He preached

that people should love their enemies, that blessing comes through persecution, and that we

should not resist evil. According to Jesus we should not gather treasure in this life. He seemed to

have a soft spot for the underprivileged and the guilty. He particularly liked those who were

excluded, without hope, and contagious.

I have no doubt that I am saved by the grace of God, but am I like the God-man who walked the

length and breadth of Palestine 2,000 years ago? When I say, “I am a Christian,” the words ought

to get stuck in my throat. For me to claim to be like Christ is a most ridiculous claim. The

absurdity of such a claim should make me blush. 

But the absurdity is the reality. I do get to be like Christ—someday. I am striving now, and
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through His grace I receive power. Reformed theology’s view of Christianity is often described

like this: We all are piles of dung who have been covered with snow. We look clean, and no one

can see how bad we really are. But under the snow, we are still what we always were. Nothing

really changes. The Wesleyan or holiness point of view says this: Yes, we indeed are piles of

dung, covered in snow. But through the grace of God, the dung is gradually transformed into

snow. Some day we will be only snow. This is precisely the kind of grace we have.

Am I a Christian? Well, let’s just say I am trying to be. I am trying to emulate my Lord. I love

Him, and I accept His grace in my life. I fail at times, unlike He did, but through His grace

failure need not be the norm. I am more snowy every day! One day I will see Him, and on that

day, I will know fully even as I am now fully known. I will be like Him, for I will see Him as He

is.


