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This is one of those mornings 
when the sermon is already 
right in front of us. 

The music is soaring. 
The pews are full. 
Babies are about to be baptized. 
Backpacks are about to be blessed. 

There is joy 
all over this place. 

Honestly, on a day like today,  
the best thing a preacher can do 
is point to what God is doing, 
tie a little bow around it, 
and get out of the way . . . 

and today in Romans,  
Paul gives us the perfect bow: 
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Beautiful feet, he says. 

Now, to be clear,  
Paul is not talking about your pedicure,  
and he has apparently 
never watched a parent 
try to get three children 
into their shoes 
and out the door 
on a Sunday morning. 

No, Paul is calling your feet beautiful 
because of where they are going 
and what they carry. 
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Today, what all these feet are carrying 
is !""#$%&'() 

* * * 

In just a few minutes, 
three very small sets of feet 
will make their way 
to the baptismal font . . .  
some walking, 
some being carried. 

And there, 
with ordinary water, 
and extraordinary joy,  
and a good dose of the Holy Spirit,  
we will baptize 
Sadler and George and Aiden. 

We will pour the water.  
We will call them by name.  
We will mark them as Christ’s own forever. 

And we will surround them 
with the promise 
of the good news: 

That Jesus is Lord, 
that God raised him from the dead,  
and that nothing can take away 
the love he has for them. 

That is the good news 
into which they are baptized. 

Of course,  
those little feet 
will not stay little. 

They will grow. 

They will run down hallways, 
stand on playgrounds, 
dance in kitchens,  
play on baseball diamonds and basketball courts,  
learn to press gas pedals and brakes,  
and carry these children 
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into a whole life 
we can only imagine. 

But wherever those feet go, 
Jesus will go with them. 

'()*#+,$-./0-1#$2,#.3,#0,,. #
)0#.3)4,#*3)#+2/56#6))7#5,*489 

* * * 

But theirs are not 
the only feet in this room 
standing at the beginning 
of a whole new adventure. 

All around them 
are students and teachers 
about to step into a brand-new school year . . .  
which explains all these backpacks. 

To be clear,  
we are not blessing backpacks today  
because holy water somehow  
improves algebra scores  
or somehow makes you smarter. 

If it did, 
every backpack in Leon County 
would be here this morning. 

No, we bless backpacks today  
because the people 
who carry them 
are about to go somewhere. 

Into classrooms 
and lecture halls. 

Into lunchrooms 
and faculty meetings. 

Into friendships not yet formed 
and adventures not yet imagined. 

They'll go carrying pencils, 
and laptops, 
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and snacks, 
and permission slips. 

But they'll also go 
carrying good news: 

that they belong to Jesus, 

and that every person they meet 
is precious to God, 

and that no classroom, 
or campus, 
or ordinary Tuesday 
is beyond the reach 
of God’s love. 
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* * * 

But here's the thing, St. John's. 

These beautiful feet 
do not belong 
to children alone. 

Paul means *++ of us. 

Some feet in this room  
will head into classrooms this week,  
sure. 

But others will go into offices, 
or hospital rooms, 
or courtrooms, 
or kitchens, 
or shops, 
or neighborhoods. 

Some are young. 
Some are tired. 

Some are wearing sneakers. 
Some are wearing sandals. 
Some are wearing wedges, or wingtips, or heels. 
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But every one of us 
will leave through those doors today  
carrying the same good news: 

That Jesus Christ is alive. 
That grace is abundant. 
That love is stronger than death. 
And that the Lord of all 
is generous to all. 

* * * 

So take it in, y'all. 

The music. 
The water. 
The children. 
The backpacks. 
All this wonderful, holy commotion. 

The good news is not sitting still this morning. 

It is being sung. 
It is being poured. 
It is being strapped onto shoulders. 

And at the end of this service, 
it will walk with you  
out those doors 
in a hundred different directions. 
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Look around, Church. 

The good news  
has ,-%#.&#( of beautiful feet 
in this room. 

And two of them  
are yours. 

Amen. 
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