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				Church at Carlyle and Dorothy’s
     “That’s enough of this!,” declared Carlyle, a faithful member of our budding church congregation. “Next week, the entire group is invited to worship at our home.” This fledgling group had been meeting in our township hall since its inception a few months earlier. That was  when stirrings began in our rural former congregation of going into the upcoming ELCA merger. Our former pastor, who was retiring, advised the congregation against this merger, saying it would be moving against Lutheranism as we had known it. Despite his warning, a slim majority of that congregation held onto the church building and moved into the merger. 
     Our opposition group, many of whom had deep roots in the mother church, broke away and began the work of building a new congregation. After exhausting several options, we settled for the drafty, old building.
      The hall was a less than ideal place for our worship; It was often used for Conservation Club meetings on the weekends, involving the serving of beer and hard liquor. We often entered the building on Sunday morning to clear away the dregs of the night before. We’d set up chairs, pass out hymnals, and sing at the top of our voices, accompanied by either our daughter on the electronic keyboard, or our elderly spinster pianist pounding out the hymns on the hall’s ancient, somewhat out of tune piano. Families took turns delivering the message.
       Fall was in the air the first time we arrived at Carlyle and Dorothy’s for church. As we entered the U-shaped driveway, we noticed a large expanse of well-manicured lawn, even at this time of year. Off to our right, we noticed a rectangular inground pool. Straight ahead of us, we saw an expansive white house with geraniums on the porch.
	After finding a parking space under the many shade trees on the property, we walked up the steps to the front door. There, we were met by Carlyle and Dorothy, his congenial wife, who directed us past a white linen covered banquet sized table, through their open style bedroom with a queen-sized round bed. It was here we deposited our jackets before we were led up a carpeted ramp to another level of the house.
	Off to the right side of the ramp was creative Carlyle’s version of the Garden of Eden, with busts of a woman, a red-head, I believe, and a man wearing a seed corn cap, surrounded by lush false greenery. Near the top and to the right of this ramp was another bedroom, displaying Dorothy’s hobby of dolls in crocheted dresses and hats she had created in various patterns. 
	A few feet beyond the bedroom, at the top of the ramp and straight ahead was our meeting room. Good, sturdy restaurant style chairs were lined up in rows in the paneled and carpeted room.
To the right of this meeting room was a small kitchenette, complete with a stove and refrigerator.
In the months to come, our group would use these facilities to serve Lenten services, a bridal shower, as well as other church functions.
	To the left front stood a lighted display cabinet, displaying their son’s state fair entry collection of sixty-fourth scale toy tractors. This was a hint of things to come.
	As it so happened, Carlyle and Dorothy’s large family of six children, their spouses, and 
families made a habit of gathering at their home for Christmas. Near the first Christmas of our
congregation meeting there, the couple lost a son-in-law in a tragic accident.
	Even so, with their family member either joining us, or waiting in another part of the house
to commence their family Christmas celebration, Carlyle and Dorothy hosted our group for what would become our annual Christmas Eve service. They spared no expense or effort in beautifully decorating not only their home, but also our worship space with greens, poinsettias, candles, and a creche.
	By the next year, Carlyle, a carpenter, plasterer, as well as a farmer, had built a chapel area onto their home to accommodate our growing group. Piped in music added to the altar, seating, and other church accoutrements.
	In the hallway leading to the chapel, we found yet another surprise. Ever the tinkerer,
Carlyle had built a motorized scale model of our county fair, complete with a tilt-whirl, a Ferris wheel, and other fair attractions. On the wall opposite the fair display was a carpeted wall of family pictures, going back several generations.
	Between that hallway and the chapel was yet another hallway leading to a twisting, turning
underground display of Carlyle’s extensive collection of one sixteenth scale farm machinery and toy cars, many of them laid out in scenes, such as a drive-in movie. The rest were neatly lined up on shelves. All this was available to view for the asking.
	The Greibroks entertained our congregation, hosting many congregational dinners and outdoor services by their pool, as well as weekly Sunday services featuring student pastors for four years, until, at last we could build a new church and make our first pastoral call in nearby London, Minnesota.
