
The Road Less Traveled – August 11, 2017 

I spent this past week fulfilling a standing obligation I have to the Central Texas Conference.  Each year I 

am blessed to organize and direct the licensing school for new pastors just entering the ministry.  Licensing 

School is an 80-hour crash course in pastoring a local church.  It doesn’t replace a seminary education, but 

it qualifies those setting off on that path to serve the local church during their seminary training.  It also is 

the credentialing mechanism for those local pastors who are bi-vocational – preaching at small churches 

on Sunday, while keeping their day job at the same time. 

This year was my sixth to direct Licensing School, and each year feels like the same roller coaster ride.  

Most of my work is on the front end – recruiting and scheduling 30 or so speakers who are experts on the 

various topics we cover, scheduling meals, lodging, etc. at our selected venue, and so on.  It’s a lot of work 

for what is a volunteer position.  So when the opening day rolls around, I usually arrive vowing that this 

year will be my last.  But then, during the course of the 10 days that I spend with the students, something 

happens.  And I almost always leave at the end of the last day already anxious to get to work on next 

year’s curriculum. 

What happens during those 10 days?  The students happen. 

There is no typical Licensing School student.  Some are recent college graduates preparing to start 

seminary.  Others are years out of college, and some have yet to receive their bachelor’s degree.  Some are 

young adults; others are past retirement age.  Some have spent years serving the local church in lay staff 

positions; others have never served on a church committee.  Some dream of pastoring a huge church 

someday; others dream of making a difference in a tiny country church. 

What they have in common, however, is their enthusiasm.  Pretty much to a person, these students arrive 

at Licensing School on fire for Christ and excited about the journey to which they have been called.  And 

when you put 20 or 25 of those folks together, incredible things begin to happen.  After spending 10 days 

with them, I return home pumped up, excited about ministry and anxious to be a part of what God is doing 

in our church. 

Because enthusiasm is contagious.  Energy is contagious.  Being excited about Christ and how the Holy 

Spirit is moving is contagious. 

Thinking about that as I wrap up this year’s Licensing School, I find myself wondering how people who visit 

our church for the first time leave.  Do they leave excited about serving Christ?  Do they leave exuberant 

with the notion of following Jesus?  Do they leave convinced that they have encountered the Holy Spirit? 

In some sense, they aren’t the ones who answer those questions – we do.  Because excitement and 

passion are contagious.  And they are caught, not taught.   

Food for thought as we prepare for worship. 

See you Sunday. 


