
Grace and Peace to you from our God who is Holy Bread in Christ and love for those 
who come to his table hungry.   
 

I helped open a warming station during my internship year of seminary in the small 
community of Hermiston, Oregon, where I spent the year serving as the intern pastor of 
a small Lutheran church there.  The station was open for anyone seeking shelter from 
the cold from 7 pm to 7 am on winter nights when the weather was below 30 degrees. I 
often volunteered and also scheduled volunteers to work shifts from 7 to midnight, 
midnight to 4, and 4 to 7 am. 
 

Helping open the warming station was a wonderful venture at first, but it grew to be a 
long winter. Volunteers got tired, as did I, in trying to keep the station manned 
throughout the season. Some nights, I’d consider throwing in the towel so I could finally 
go back to living normally—no more weird waking hours or pleading with people to 
volunteer. No more walking around like a zombie during the day because I was so tired. 
 

One night I was sitting in the warming station at four in the morning, with another three 
hours to go in my shift, and I felt myself succumbing to what I like to call volunteer-
rationality syndrome.  The symptoms of this syndrome arise from being tired and worn 
down to the point that one begins to rationalize the value, cost, and effectiveness of 
one’s time --to the point that one’s resentments and misguided, sometimes privileged, 
perceptions of other people’s circumstances start to override the realities of the world 
and why people are in need in the first place.   
 

The realities to which I refer are the very real circumstances that make life a lot harder 
for a lot of people, including acute trauma, domestic and sexual abuse, generational 
drug and alcohol addiction, the lack of general education and affordable healthcare, and 
troubled pasts that I can’t even begin to imagine based on the privilege into which I’ve 
been born.  When I don’t take care of myself volunteering, I start to blame the people 
affected by these realities rather than to systems in place in our world that affect and 
break people to the point of needing the assistance I’m trying to help provide.  
 

Another symptom of this syndrome includes losing one’s ability to empathize with 
people who have experienced the aforementioned circumstances.  Yet another is the 
tendency to revert back to old modes of thinking that undermine the experiences and 
learning one has had to disprove their preconceived notions.  For example, we grow up 
with stories of our strong protestant ancestors working to homestead and establish their 
lives in the rough prairies of Montana. We’re taught that social services are free 
handouts that work in contrast to what people really need--that being, a swift kick in the 
pants and a sobering “get it together,” “pull yourself up by your own bootstraps” fraud 
check.  We’re told that charity and social work are important, but the majority of social 
services offered to the poor only make our nation's problems worse.   
 

So in my case, despite the fact that I had worked at the Poverello Center, a homeless 
shelter and soup kitchen in Missoula, for two years before seminary, and even though I 
had studied generational trauma and read up on proof, for example, that the Post 



Traumatic Stress Disorders of Holocaust survivors and American Indians have actually 
changed the DNA composition of their descendants, and even though I had gained 
plenty of experience and understanding working with demographics of folks who need 
places like the warming station, here I was feeling resentful.   
 

How did I put a stop to my rationale?  Simple, I remembered our Gospel story for tonight 
and the many others throughout Scripture that focus on God’s heart for God’s people.  I 
started to think about Jesus and how his countless acts of service were hardly logical, 
rarely safe “socially”, or always in contrast to people’s desires to maintain the status 
quo.   
 

I remembered that illogicality envelops the entire gospel, does it not?!  Yet, as 
Christians, we often try to rationalize just when, why, and how we care for the poor 
because we forget that nothing about God becoming poor and becoming like us makes 
sense!   The story of our all-powerful God coming to us to revamp our understanding of 
death and brokenness through Christ is just bizarre!  I mean, why?  Why would God 
Almighty in the shape of a human being take on the role of a humble servant on the 
night of his betrayal?  Why would he eat with his betrayers at all, let alone wash off 
layers of their foot grime?  Jesus reminds us that service to others if done from the 
heart, is just plain silliness according to our human standards of power, self-
preservation, and reason.  
  
So on this night of remembrance, when we recall just how Jesus loved and served his 
disciples, I pray we leave all logic and rationality out of the equation when it comes to 
our faith and our attitudes towards our neighbors in need.   Am I saying we be martyrs 
and let people take advantage of us? No, I am not.  Am I saying we don’t place some 
responsibility on others to improve their lives and situations?  I’m not saying that 
either.  I’m just saying God loves each and every one of us so much that he gave us 
Jesus to show us the difference between a broken person and a broken system.  Jesus 
demonstrated how to eradicate unjust systems that further exacerbate the brokenness 
of the people we, like Jesus, should be working to heal, love, and uplift as worthy.  Our 
outward expressions of love towards neighbor and foe directly relate to our 
understanding of this Gospel concept.  We can sing praise songs to God all the live-
long day, but our service to others is our true worship.     
 

Through acts of service, we literally and figuratively humble ourselves to touch and 
wash the feet of people we don’t really know, which is a very intimate and vulnerable 
thing to do for both parties involved.  Feet aren’t always pretty, we don’t always have 
the capacities or the time to do them up, but feet symbolize the long and often harsh 
roads we all have to travel in life.  God knows our feet, which carry us far distances, 
need nourishment and care.  That’s why Jesus washed his disciples’ feet.  This is why 
we are washed in baptism.  Furthermore, this is why we ingest the Holy Supper, Christ’s 
body and blood.  By way of our sacraments, our outsides and our insides are 
renewed.  Through them, Christ dignifies and washes us in very illogical and irrational 
ways day in and day out.  May the peace of Christ soak us through as we journey 
together toward God’s Easter promises. Amen. 


