
 

“Every long career accumulates a little battle damage. During one of the more difficult 

stretches of my journey, each of you became one of the fighter escorts who helped this old 

Flying Fortress find its way home.” 

As I've been reflecting on these past few weeks and on everything you've each shared with me, 

I recently watched footage of a battle-weary B-17 Flying Fortress making its way home after a 

bombing mission over Europe during World War II. 

The images have etched themselves into my soul. 

The aircraft was shot to pieces. The damage was everywhere. Parts of the airplane had been 

torn away. The crew had endured unimaginable trauma, yet somehow that old Flying Fortress 

was still in the air, still pointing toward home. 

But what captured my attention wasn't simply the condition of the bomber. It was the fighter 

escorts. 

They flew alongside the Flying Fortress, protecting it as it made its long journey home. They 

couldn't erase the damage. They couldn't undo the mission. They couldn't fly the airplane for its 

crew. They simply stayed with it, faithfully escorting it for as long as they could. 
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As I watched those aircraft disappear into the distance, I realized I wasn't really thinking about 

World War II anymore. I was thinking about all of you. 

Over more than forty years in this profession, I have been blessed beyond anything I deserve. If 

I had the opportunity to live it all over again, I would choose this calling without hesitation. But 

like anyone who spends a lifetime walking into the suffering of others, I have accumulated 

some battle damage along the way. Some of those wounds came from heartbreaking cases. 

Some came from losses. Some came from disappointments with colleagues and organizations. 

And if I'm honest, some came from wounds that long predated those experiences. They simply 

found new places to intersect with my life and my work. 

Over time, it becomes difficult to distinguish today's damage from yesterday's scars. During 

these past weeks, as I've wrestled with what it truly means to let go, each of you has quietly 

become one of my fighter escorts. 

You listened. You challenged me. You asked difficult questions. You reminded me to examine 

my own heart. You gently pointed me back toward grace. You helped me remember that 

sometimes the bravest thing a person can do is not win another battle but simply make it 

home. 

Some of you reminded me that I cannot control another person's choices. Some reminded me 

that anger eventually becomes too heavy to carry. Some reminded me that God never asked 

me to carry burdens that belong to someone else. 

Those conversations have mattered far more than you probably realize. 

If, along the way, I burdened any of you too much or became overly transparent with my own 

struggles, I sincerely ask your forgiveness. Thank you for listening anyway. Thank you for 

extending grace. Thank you for staying alongside me. 

Today we begin our seventh of eight certification sessions. Hard to believe we're already 

entering the final stretch together. In many ways, this also feels like the beginning of another 

chapter in my own journey. I don't yet know exactly what that chapter looks like. I don't know 

where the next missions will lead or what they will be. There are still unanswered questions. 

But I do know this.  

Because of you, this old Flying Fortress is still flying. Because of you, I'm making my way home 

with a heart that is lighter than it was just a few weeks ago. There is one more part of this story 

that has become deeply personal to me. 
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Just as those fighter escorts eventually had to turn toward their own assignments, each of you 

now has your own mission ahead. You have your own people to serve. Your own callings to 

pursue. Your own journeys with God. You have escorted me farther than you probably realize, 

and for that I will be forever grateful. 

But now I must make this landing myself. I need to bring this old B-17 Flying Fortress safely to 

the runway. I need to assess the battle damage, make whatever repairs are needed, and 

prayerfully discern what the next mission looks like. 

I don't yet know exactly what that mission will be. 

What I do know is that I will never stop serving. I will never stop loving people. I will never stop 

standing for truth. I will never stop believing that God can redeem the human heart. I will never 

stop helping carry people's burdens as I point them toward the Cross. 

But aircraft have seasons. 

There comes a time when even a faithful Flying Fortress recognizes that it may be called to 

serve in different ways than before. That isn't failure. It isn't defeat. It's wisdom. It's recognizing 

that every season of life carries its own unique opportunities, its own limitations, and its own 

calling. 

One of the lessons I've always tried to teach my students is that remaining relevant isn't about 

refusing to change. It's about honestly embracing the season God has placed you in, discovering 

the unique gifts that season offers, and serving it wholeheartedly. 

That is the journey I find myself on now. 

As I make this landing, I'll be talking with God, with my family, with trusted friends, and yes, 

possibly with many of you. I'll be asking where the next mission lies. It most likely will look 

different from the last forty years. It may even surprise me. 

But that's all right. Perhaps the greatest lesson you've helped teach me is this: Sometimes faith 

means letting go of what was, releasing the illusion of control, and trusting God with wherever 

the runway leads next. 

Now it will be your turn. You will each fly your own missions. You will develop your own voice. 

You will accumulate your own victories and, inevitably, your own battle scars. My prayer is that 

you will also become fighter escorts for others. This profession is simply too difficult to fly 

alone. Someday, someone will need you to fly beside them. Not to rescue them. Not to fight 

their battle for them. Simply to stay close enough that they remember they are not alone. 
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That may be one of the greatest gifts we can ever give another human being. 

Thank you for believing in NeuroFaith®. Thank you for believing in one another. Thank you for 

believing in the calling we share. And thank you for believing in me during a season when I 

needed your encouragement more than I probably knew. 

From the bottom of my heart, thank you for helping escort this old Flying Fortress a little closer 

to home. 

May God bless each of you, guide every mission you undertake, and may you always remember 

that even the strongest aircraft were never meant to fly life's hardest missions alone. 

 


