
 Consider the Clientele  
 

I had a meeting recently in Nashville, TN. Since the meeting was late in the week 
and I had a few days free afterward, my wife and I decided to stay over and enjoy a little 
time away.  Nashville is a great city with lots of offerings.  We took in an evening in the 
Ryman Auditorium and great music.  We took in museums, parks, and shops.  We were 
very faithful to the practice and art of eating.  There was one particular restaurant that 
was highly touted in tourist pamphlets and in other places, so we made it a point to go 
there.  It was a good thirty minutes out of Nashville and down a narrow winding road.  I 
kept wondering how good it must be to be so far from the city and have the reputation 
that it does.  When we finally pulled into the parking lot, there were plenty of cars 
signaling that it was indeed a popular place.  We had to wait to be seated which added to 
the sense that we were indeed in for a great dining experience.   
 Can I just say that our dinner didn’t live up to the hype?  It wasn’t bad; it just 
wasn’t spectacular or even noteworthy.  It was just okay and honestly, it wasn’t worth 
the effort and time that we expended in getting there.  We felt let down on the way out of 
the restaurant.  Should I be back in Nashville, I in all probability will not return to that 
restaurant.   
 How often are we reminded that first impressions are important?  You never get a 
do over on the first time we meet or encounter others.  So I am led to wonder what do 
first time visitors to our churches experience?  While having a parking space for visitors 
is nice, I didn’t mind parking on a gravel lot in the back of the restaurant because I 
anticipated what was inside was worth a little effort.  While I had to wait to be seated, I 
didn’t mind.  We had to wait on the waitress to arrive to take our order but the place was 
crowded and I understood that.  What I went for was the substance, the meat, the meal, 
the dish.  When folks come to church there is a reason.  They are hungry for something 
or they wouldn’t have made the effort and taken the time to change their normal Sunday 
morning routine, find your church and brave the steps into the unfamiliar.   
 Did they find that folks care about the stranger?  Did they find some substance 
that addressed the complexities and trials of life?  Did they feel like there was hope?  Or 
did they leave feeling it wasn’t worth the effort to get there? 
 It’s your restaurant.   


