
Diaconal Formation Training, commonly called the Deacon School 

 

I always felt that I was a little strange. As a kid I was made fun of for praying quietly to myself 
on the school bus on the way to school in the morning. All through life people seem to be drawn 
to me to unburden themselves about problems or fears. I was successful in life and business, but 
something was always missing. I moved up in the companies I worked for and owned my own 
business, but I never felt that I had achieved what I was meant to be or do.  

My wife urged me to attend a Ministry Exploration Weekend at Camp Weed. I have been very 
involved in the church since childhood and I went with the knowledge that I was doing all I 
could for Christ. I could never be ordained, I didn’t have the time. I work full time; my wife and 
I are raising our four grandchildren all in middle and high school. I’m also too old to start school 
again, by the time I might be ordained I would be sixty. I went anyway and found a group of 
strange people just like me, they too had some of the same experiences and felt the longing to 
serve Christ in an ever more meaningful way. Things that I felt were strange in me were normal 
in that strange group.  

I find myself a part of a beautiful group of souls who all seek to serve God, in different ways, in 
his world and this diocese.  There are seven of us seeking ordination under the skillful leadership 
of Archdeacon Jeanie Beyer and Deacon Marsha Holmes. We meet once a month at either Camp 
Weed or in diocesan churches that host us. The churches have all been generous enough to 
provide delicious lunches and of course, the lunches at Camp Weed are always fantastic.  

The course of study is tough, but we are lucky enough that each module is taught by a different 
priest of our diocese. The course includes spiritual discipline, practical training and experience, 
understanding the Diaconate, holy scriptures, church history, Anglican/Episcopal theology, 
human awareness and understanding and pastoral issues. We are also required to attend a six-
month Clinical Pastoral Education program (CPE) at one of the area teaching hospitals. This is 
intended to assist us in dealing with death and grieving once we are ordained. If any of you ever 
attended the four-year Education for Ministry programs, the Deacon School is like EFM on 
steroids. 

A typical class starts with much joy and hugging and then Morning Prayer is led by one of the 
postulants (that’s what we are called). We are all scheduled to preach at different times and each 
fellow postulant has a critique sheet to hand you when you are done preaching. Then the priest 
leading that month’s module begins. I have to say that each module facilitator has been 
fascinating. The day always ends too quickly.  Then it is back to three weeks of home study, a 
great deal of reading and writing.  

I have learned so much and I have always liked to read so I thought I was fairly knowledgeable 
about our faith, history and theology. Yet I find that I was just scratching the surface. I love all 
that I am now learning and can feel the presence of the Holy Spirit expanding in me. At times I 
itch to be free to fulfill my calling and proclaim the good news of the Gospel but now at times I 
look at all I have yet to do, the assignments that I am behind on and I cry to God, “Its not fair, its 
too much. Why me?” I must say through all of that, this is the most satisfying thing that I have 



ever done in my whole life. A very wise person told me at the beginning of my journey, 
“Remember, this may not be about the destination, it may very well be about the journey”. 

One thing does trouble me when I look at our class. Most of the postulants are retired or can 
count the years to retirement on one or two hands. We are the fresh new faces, who must by 
canon law retire at age seventy-two. If our faith, church, diocese is to continue to grow and 
flourish we, all of us, need to identify those people who are called to serve Christ in an ordained 
fashion. The diaconate is a rich ministry steeped in tradition from the earliest times of 
Christianity. Look at the youth leaders in your midst, sponsor them for a ministry exploration 
weekend. In these trying times, I am sure that many are being called who may not recognize the 
voice. Look to the natural leaders in your congregation and ask them if they have ever 
considered serving God as an ordained person. You may be the voice of the Holy Spirit that they 
have been waiting to hear. If you lie in bed at night listing the reasons that you could never seek 
ordination, place yourself in the loving arms of our Commission on Ministry for one weekend. 
You might be surprised at what God has in store for you.  

 

May the peace and love of our Savior Jesus Christ be with you all, always. 

Charlie Erkman, Proud Postulant 

 


