The Real Way Stations

How did a person with no inherent taste for coffee come to be a Lutheran?  I came to Sunday School at the age of five with my friend who lived across the street.  Since I was, according to my school records, from a “broken” home, some would say I was ripe for indoctrination.  I say I was fortuitously blessed. 

The message--absolute, everlasting, unconditional love of God for me —pushes, pulls, and powers my coach through life.  On this journey, I amble on scenic, restorative byways, bump over cauldron-sized potholes, parade down classy avenues, and sputter along dusty, unpaved roads.    
From crest to valley floor to crest, I roll on,

 thanks to strategically placed community stations of faith.  There I receive practical assistance that revives my health and well-being. My windows are opened to let out stale, theological presumptions and washed to reveal challenging perspectives of God, me and my companions.  I’m greeted as friend and become family at the table of forgiveness.  
I am inspired and nudged into the ministry of Jesus for all humanity. In the process, I discover I’m capable of traveling where I hadn’t dreamed I could. Is church involvement a necessary part of the spiritual life?  For me, absolutely!  If I weren’t led into these rejuvenation stops, I’m sure I’d be a rusted-out chassis littering the landscape until the tow truck hauls me off to the junk yard. 

Yes, we’re imperfect people with divergent ideas about how to fulfill our mission to love God and one another.  We keep coming back for another large dose of grace.  Somehow, the Holy Spirit mixes us up into a powerful potion that flows out into some of the hurting crevices of the world.  
At Holy Spirit Lutheran Church, I’ve found the fruits of the Holy Sprit (love, joy, peace, kindness, generosity, faithfulness, gentleness and self control) to be  abundant.  In addition, these Lutherans are fun to hang out and work with. 
They’re so inclusive that they even let us tea drinkers join.  Sure, we have to get our own hot water and rummage for the tea bags.  That’s family for you.
