
The Road Less Traveled – September 8, 2017 

A couple of weeks ago, on my 50th birthday, my wife Melissa presented me with the gift of all gifts.  It 

didn’t come wrapped, and it didn’t come in the mail.  And it was over in about two hours.  After 

“kidnapping” me on Friday night for a romantic evening at a Fort Worth bed and breakfast, Melissa 

directed me back out to Parker County late Saturday morning.  She eventually told me to get off at Mikus 

Road and head west on the eastbound access road.  Only when she had me turn into the Parker County 

Airport did I get an inkling of what was coming. 

I love to fly – always have.  Ever since I made my first trip by airliner when I was 11 years old, I have loved all 

aspects of aviation.  I still love going to the airport, still love to watch the planes take off and land, and I 

still get excited any time I have to hop a Southwest flight anywhere.  One of my favorite ways to relax is to 

spend time playing with the Flight Simulator game I have on my computer, a game which my family 

updates every couple of years as a Christmas gift.   

As soon as we turned into the airport, I figured it out.  “We’re going flying?” I asked.  Not “we” exactly, I 

was told.  I was going flying.  Melissa – who does not share my love of flying -- had rented a plane for two 

hours and a flight instructor to go with it.  She kissed me goodbye and told me to have fun.   

After a 10-minute walk-around, in which the instructor showed me how to check the quality of the fuel in 

the tanks, ensure that the rudder, ailerons and flaps were working properly, verify that all connections in 

the engine were as they should be, and so on, we were off.  I settled into the left seat, my pilot in the right, 

and only then realized that this would be more than I had expected.  My instructor started the engine, and 

then told me to taxi to the end of the runway and hold short. 

Me? 

Long story short, with the exception of landing and a couple of demonstrations, I piloted the plane for the 

bulk of the hour and 45 minutes we were in the air.  I taxied to the runway, looking a lot like a drunk trying 

to make it home after happy hour.  Steering with your feet sounds easy enough, but … well all evidence to 

the contrary.  I opened up the throttle and made it down the runway before lifting off into the cloudy 

Saturday sky. 

I cannot fully describe how much fun I had, how incredible it was to actually be at the controls after being 

a passenger all these years.  My instructor was a great guy with nerves of steel, as he talked me through 

360 degree steep turns and various altitude and heading changes.  It was during one of those changes that 

the pastor in me kicked in. 

I was taking the plane through a 360 degree turn, trying to keep the plane at a 45 degree bank.  As 

instructed, I was minding both my altitude and airspeed.  When you bank a plane that much, the nose 

tends to dip, so you have to pull back on the yoke to compensate.  When you pull back on the yoke, the 

plane climbs, which causes your airspeed to drop.  So I had my eyes glued to the instrument panel, 

watching the altimeter, the air speed indicator, the artificial horizon, the compass and the bank indicator.  

It was then that my instructor spoke to the pastor in me. 

“Look up,” he said. 

I knew what he meant.  Flying, like driving, is largely instinct.  Your car’s dashboard provides you with all 

kinds of information, but it’s how the car interacts with the landscape and traffic around it that really 

matters.  Likewise with an airplane.  There are myriad instruments that give you all sorts of data, but 



nothing replaces what your eyes see and what your body feels through the controls of the plane.  To keep 

the plane turning properly and oriented correctly I really needed to look out the window, to let the plane’s 

orientation to the world around me, tell me the story. 

That’s what ultimately reminded me of faith and our journey of following Jesus.  There is a lot of debate 

today, particularly in our denomination, about authority and from where we derive it.  Is the Bible the lone 

authority in our faith walks?  To what extent do tradition, experience and reason temper or interpret that 

authority?  To what extent do a handful of verses of Scripture shape our doctrine and our understanding of 

what it means to be faithful? 

In those moment of debate, I think it is helpful to remember the advice a young flight instructor gave me.  

“Look up.”  The data can tell you a lot. But ultimately the fruitfulness of our journey is determined by how 

well we connect with God and with the world around us.  How faithful we are to what our hearts and our 

minds tell us that which is of God.    

To operate an airplane with your eyes glued to the instruments?  Well, that’s a technical exercise.  To look 

up, to become one with the airplane?  That, my friends, is flying, 

See you Sunday.  


