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Last year, my family traveled together to Greece to retrace parts of Paul’s missionary 

journeys.  We joined a study group of Wheaton College alumni led by a pastor who had 

married a Greek Christian woman from Thessaloniki; the adventure was called The 

Footsteps of the Apostle Paul.  It was the trip of a lifetime for my family, as we explored 

the area where Paul first brought the Gospel to the European continent, and studied the 

Scriptures that described the history of the early church. 

 

It was a few years before our Greek tour that I first had spoken with my son Graham 

about being baptized.  Graham had made a decision to follow Christ as a young boy.  

When I spoke to him about being baptized during a father-son trip to the Northwest 

before his 12
th
 birthday, he indicated to me that he wanted to think about it.  Graham’s 

capacity for thoughtful and meaningful decisions had been growing, as he had entered 

puberty some months earlier.  When I discovered that our tour of Greece would include a 

visit to Philippi, I told Graham that it might be possible for him to be baptized at a place 

where the Apostle Paul performed baptisms of early followers of Christ.  Graham said 

again to me that he would consider his decision about being baptized. 

 

Once our family arrived in Greece and started our study of Paul, Graham became more 

interested in the lives of early followers of the Way.  A few days before arriving in 

Philippi, he told me that he would like to be baptized.  Our group traveled to a spot on a 

river in Philippi where tradition has it that Paul baptized a woman named Lydia. (Acts 

16).  I baptized my son there in that river.  I will remember that experience for a lifetime.  

It stands out among many wonderful memories from that wonderful trip. 

 

There was another baptism that day in that Philippian river, involving another father and 

son.  Upon arriving in Greece, I discovered that an old friend of mine was with the same 

tour group, Doug Daley.  Doug had played Little League baseball on the same team with 

me in Jackson, Mississippi, nearly 40 years earlier; we were coached by my dad.  My 

father was at his best as a father, coaching Little League baseball.  Doug, who I had not 

seen since high school, was pastoring an evangelical church in Colorado.  He was 

traveling with his son, a fine young man who was a Christ-follower; and they baptized 

each other.  It was as if my own dad was present with me and Graham in a way that day, 

during that rite of baptism.  

 

Jesus’ father was present with his son at his baptism in another river.  And the Heavenly 

Father was there at Graham’s baptism, serving as father to Graham and me and all 

present.  After I immersed Graham in the cold water of the Grecian river, I yelled out as it 

started to rain, “This is my beloved son, in whom I am WELL pleased!”  What a 

privilege to be able to baptize my own son, in the presence of his mom, his sister, and the 

Heavenly Father who watches over the life of our family. 

 



Months after returning from Greece, during a quiet time together reading in her bedroom, 

my daughter Victoria spoke to me about her being baptized.  And once again, God’s 

goodness and grace again made its way into my family. 

 

 “On the Sabbath we went outside the city gate to the river, where we expected 

to find a place of prayer.  We sat down and began to speak to the women who had 

gathered there.  One of those listening was a woman named Lydia, a dealer in 

purple cloth from the city of Thyatira, who was a worshiper of God.  The Lord 

opened her heart to respond to Paul’s message…She and the members of her 

house were baptized…”  Acts 16:13-15 

 

 
Graham Garvin was baptized on June 8

th
, 2004, in a river running through the Greek town of Philippi, where the 

Apostle Paul baptized Lydia and her household (Acts 16:13-15).  This is the twelfth in a series of reflections upon 

fatherhood since my son Graham was born on April 12, 1992.  On his birthdays, I have paused to reflect upon 

something that has touched me. This spring, Graham turned 13; his sister Victoria is 8. 

 

 

 

 
 


