Yes, Ben’s has oddly become its own sanctuary. Even amidst the drinking, cursing, and rude jokes, it is a holy place for me. Conversation stays at the surface level for most. Major topics include sports, weather, politics, the news, music, and more than any topic… food.

But occasionally I get to hear about a very sick spouse and the worry over the future. I hear about an adult child’s addiction, and the search for hope. Some share financial difficulty, relationship struggles. A few tell me about their past experience with “church”, how they were close to God as a child but can’t seem to reconnect.

Specific examples of in-depth conversations include... A couple asking me to counsel their adult son with alcohol problems. A woman speaking of concerns with her brother and family dysfunction. One man’s adult son committed suicide just nine days after our in-depth discussion on life. He asked me to say final words for the family at a private graveside service for his son. 

 This is just a sample of the stories to tell. Who would’ve thought how the Lord could use a taco and a glass of iced tea as a ministry? I’m both surprised and humbled.  It really is a special place and time. While I am always pumped for our church services Sunday and Wednesday, it’s Tuesday that holds a special place on my calendar... and in my heart. Ben’s Bar is not a church. There’s no cross inside or out. My name is not listed on a sign as “pastor”. Yet I feel like these people are another congregation for me to shepherd.

Bob Lines -Kennard and Cadiz Friends

For more information. Email: PastorBobLines@gmail.com

