
The Road Less Traveled – September 29, 2017 
 
A few weeks ago I taught my daughter Emma how to change a tire.  I had picked up a 
nail in one of the tires on my car, and found it flat.  I put the doughnut on the car and 
took the tire in to be repaired.  I picked up the tire and brought it home, intending to 
put the regular tire back on.  But at the last minute, I decided to turn it into a teaching 
moment.  Emma has her learner’s permit and is driving quite a bit.  I reasoned that if 
she is driving, she ought to know how to change a tire.  No daughter of mine is going 
to sit on the side of the road hoping a man will come along and do it for her. 
 
For the record, Emma did great.  She jacked up the car, got the doughnut off and the 
original tire back on with minimal help from me.  But as I watched her, it got me 
thinking. 
 
It’s a funny thing about tires.  They can get pretty bad without us even noticing.  It 
happens gradually.  The tread wears down.  Weak spots form.  The evidence of the 
problem is manifest in your journey.  The car is harder to handle.  Sometimes it can be 
difficult to keep it on the right path.  You can drive around a bad tire for a while.  But 
finally, something will happen.  The tire will blow or finally just go flat.  Either way, 
you know.  And you know that you simply can’t go on. 
 
I never really thought about it, but I think my relationship with God is my tire.  It lifts 
me up and supports me, to be sure.  But it also is a critical part of my life journey.  
When that relationship is in good shape, my journey is smoother and I tend to stay on 
path.  But there are other times, times when that relationship becomes strained, and 
I don’t even realize it.  It happens gradually.  My life becomes harder to handle.  And 
sometimes it can be difficult to keep myself on the right path.  That’s when it is time 
to breathe deeply of the Holy Spirit, putting new air into that all-important 
relationship. 
 
For all the intricacies of modern automobiles, many experts say that the tires are the 
most important part of our cars.  And it makes sense.  Not only do they make it 
possible for the car to go, they also act as buffers, absorbing, many of the rough 
spots along the way.  They stay between us and the rough, unforgiving road.  And it’s 
only when we neglect them that we begin to feel like we are losing control. 
 
Come to think of it, that too sounds a lot like God. 
 
Don’t forget our Lord’s Acre festival is Saturday.  Come early, stay late and invite your 
friends. Oh, and most important, see you Sunday. 


