
“From Called to Commissioned”
That was the tag line for the Iris Leaders School. A pretty bold claim, that no man or school or training could 
actually accomplish. Only God can call or commission, but there's something very real in a bunch of people 
signing up for that. It's a shout before heaven, “Here am I! Send me!” and God answered – often in ways quite 
unexpected and quite outside of our best efforts – but He answered.

What I Went For... As I shared a little already in the newsletter, God led me to Iris Leaders School by re-
stirring in my heart things He had spoken to me about His heart for His Bride and for the lost and things He 
wants to do in this generation, as well as things He had spoken to me about me and the part He was inviting me 
to play. It was a step of faith more than anything, a little like when I stepped away from my career as an 
electrical engineer and into a calling to ministry. It was really easy to see my future as an engineer – I was good 
at it, I had favor in it, I had a career path set before me and a clear plan to retirement. It was really hard to see my 
future in ministry – I had no idea what I was doing, didn't really have the natural personality for it, didn't know 
where or with who I was going to do it, and didn't have any idea how God would provide for it.

Last year I found myself a few years down the road in pursuit of God's call on my life, but facing the same 
difficult decision. It was really easy to see my future as a teacher in the house of prayer – I was good at it, I had 
favor in it, I had a home and a community to do it in and the support and living arrangements to make it work. 
But God hadn't called me to a good teaching ministry. He'd asked me to believe for the eyes and lips of a 
generation – for the weak to behold their God and to find their voice. He'd called me to be a messenger who 
would raise up messengers, a shepherd who would raise up shepherds and a leader who would raise up leaders.

I couldn't see that future. I could see and hear a dozen reasons why it couldn't happen: no open doors, I'm not a 
natural leader, I don't have the right personality for that, the skills for that, the resources for that, the team for 
that or the vision and strategies for that... I couldn't at all see what it would actually look like for that call to 
begin to play out. I had to decide whether my current skillset, fears and low confidence level dictated that I was 
not a leader, or whether what God had put in my heart and the things I longed to see and do and be a part of 
dictated that I was a leader, and required a step of faith to let God begin producing in me His strength in my 
weakness that would make those longings come to pass. I chose option B. :)

Where I Found It... The beautiful thing about walking by faith and not by sight is when we take steps of 
faith toward things unseen, we find ourselves in a place with God where we begin to see what we were believing 
for. We can't see healing until we actually step out and pray for the sick. We can't see a move of God until we 
move with a hunger and an expectation for God to show up. We can't see a vision realized until we say, “God I 
believe this is You and it matters enough to me to take a risk and a step of faith to pursue it.” I took a step back 
from teaching to say, “God, I want to dream with You about 
leading a generation deeper into Your heart. I have no idea 
what this looks like, but I'm going to give You the room to 
come and show me.” And He did. He showed me the heart of 
leadership in the kingdom and He confirmed in my heart a 
call to shepherd dreams of God and children of God.

I found it in loving.  Kingdom leadership is a little different 
from worldly leadership. Yes, it requires skills, but mostly it 
requires a big heart. Henri Nouwen says that as ministers, our 
number one need is to be people of prayer, “that is to say: 
people who see Jesus in people.” I think my number one 
favorite gift from God during the school is learning to see people and to love who they are and the story of what 
God has done and is doing in their lives. I did it first with the students in the school – settling in to a new home 
surrounded by new people who I didn't know from Adam, I spent the first week praying over each student and 



asking God to show me His heart for them: just a little of who He made them to be, how He felt about them, and 
what He was doing with them, so I could love them well. I got such a love for each and every one of them – 
whether we ended up connecting much with shared ministries or interests or not. And I took that lesson and ran 
with it with all the people I ended up ministering to and connecting with.

I found it in leading. I realize now, in hindsight, that one 
of the best ways to get over fears with leading is to step 
out and do it a lot, and we did – we were thrown in to the 
challenge of leading ministries and small groups. It meant 
the wonderful opportunity to mess up a lot, be told you 
were messing up a lot, have people get angry with you... 
and learn to find confidence in a humble heart before the 
Lord and a willingness to repent when you're off, pursue 
love, and care more for other people's hearts than for your 
own reputation or self-confidence. AND, in the midst of 
all that, it meant the opportunity to watch God do 
amazing and beautiful things in the hearts of all the 
people you're leading and leading with, not because 

you're getting everything right, but simply because He's good and we made ourselves available.

I had the privilege of helping lead a home church together with good friends from the school, and watching God 
use it to bring healing and transformation in both us and those we were leading. I also got to work with an 
amazing team to start up a house of prayer at the church, and while my leadership style was all heart and just the 
barest beginnings of skill, I got to watch God show up again and again and do profound things in the hearts of 
our team and of those coming to the prayer room.

I found it in seeking. One of the biggest challenges, for me, in 
the school, was the tendency of a classroom environment to 
leave us focused on simply doing the things required, 
graduating, and then stepping out with our new-found skills to 
do ministry well, rather than focusing on believing God to 
show up and write a bigger story than what we or the school or 
the skills it taught could possibly produce.

Some of the best lessons of the school were found in pushing 
through that to believe and expect and reach for more of God. 
It opened up a whole series of events with 40 nights of raw 
worship and prayer and seeking the Presence of God, people 
having dramatic heart encounters with Him, getting stirred by 
God-sized stories from giants in the faith years ago, and stepping into God-sized stories and divine appointments 
with giants of the faith in our day. It formed in me a bedrock foundation of leading in expectation for more than 
the best we can do on earth – for heaven touching earth and our stories getting caught up in God's story.

I found it in seeing. Jesus' plan for called to commissioned is pretty simple and pretty different from most of our 
ministry schools. It involves seeing the multitudes, harassed and helpless like sheep without a shepherd; being 
moved with compassion; and praying the Lord of the Harvest to send forth laborers into His harvest field. That's 
when called disciples become commissioned apostles - “sent ones” - given authority from heaven and a mission 
and a message from heaven (Matthew 9:36-10:8).

God told me very early on in the school, that I was there for my own journey and it was going to look very 
different from everyone else's and probably very different from the direction of the school, and I didn't need to 
worry about that. It only took two weeks into the school for that to start to play out. The Rescue Mission was 
taking the men in the recovery program up to a lake for a weekend retreat, and had asked the school leaders if 
there was a student who could come along as an extra driver. For reasons still unknown to me (except they heard 
God), the leaders immediately thought of me and asked me if I wanted to go. I was inclined to say no, as I 
couldn't imagine anything much more awkward as an introvert than joining a retreat on which I didn't know a 
single person, and, besides, that kind of ministry wasn't really my thing. I asked God, though, and felt a clear 
“yes”, and more than that, He told me it was going to be a hugely significant weekend as far as what this school 



was about for me personally. And it was. I had an amazing time of seeing and loving those guys, and building 
relationships in just days that allowed me to speak into deep things in their lives. I left knowing that much of my 
school was going to be about learning to see and love people from circumstances quite unlike mine.

A few weeks later, I went to Laz-e-Daze for the first time, and I 
knew it was an ongoing mission field for me for the rest of the 
school. I learned more from the people I met and loved and believed 
God for at Laz-e-Daze, and the things I heard God say and saw God 
do there, than I learned from anything in the classroom or the 
official school assignments.

Come graduation day, it was as 
though God wanted to emphasize 
that fact. Ruth, a fellow student, and I 
went early to go to a cafe and spend 
some time praying before the 

graduation ceremony, and as we pulled off the highway... there was Kenny (photo 
on the right) – with a sign that simply said, “Hungry.” We stopped to buy some 
food and take it to him, and ended up inviting him to join us at the cafe and tell us 
his story. He had been part of leading a youth group and had a call on his life as a 
worship leader, but felt he couldn't live up to that call. He ran away from it and 
from God, got into trouble and got kicked out of his home, and ended up on our 
exit in Pismo Beach, homeless and hitchhiking his way North.

We took him with us to the graduation ceremony and to the barbecue after. God touched him during worship and 
the commissioning message, and student after student poured into him at the barbecue. Eventually he came over 
to Ruth and said, “I think I need to pursue the call of God on my life. I think I should do a school like you did.” 
Whether he'll end up getting a scholarship to attend ILS or not, I don't know. What I do know is God was 
speaking. Ruth had actually been praying that morning, asking God to do something to make the graduation 
personal and significant. God wanted to tell us, “There's thousands of Kenny's out there – hungry for more than 
they know. Sheep without shepherds. Sons and daughters of God with no one to see them, stop for them, hear 
them, believe in them and fight for them. If you don't want to lead so you can have a pulpit and a salary and 
recognition, but so that you can shepherd the least of these... you're commissioned. Go disciple the Kenny's!”

Where I Find Myself Now... I came away from the school dreaming and believing like never before, and 
eager and excited to start shepherding some of those dreams of God, and shepherding sons and daughters who 
He made to be a part of them. As it happened, Isaac felt stirred to hold a prayer assembly for Oklahoma City the 
last day of my prayer retreat reviewing what God had done and spoken. I found myself looking at statistics about 
the state of our nation as I prepared to lead part of that prayer time: 43% of children growing up in single parent 
homes, over 50% of marriages ending in divorce, over 60% of teenagers addicted to pornography... and less than 
4% of the 30-and-under age group regularly involved in church; less than .5% of them holding a Biblical 
worldview. I found myself burning for a generation to find their God, and for the Bride to find her voice.

They've called this “an unreached generation.” America is now the third largest missions field in the world with 
over 240 million unchurched people. But it's not an unreached generation – they're being reached with the 
message of rejection and abandonment, of lust and selfishness and immorality... they're just not being reached 
with the message of the gospel. They have yet to be discipled: immersed in the name of the Father, the 
Bridegroom Son, and the Holy Spirit, and taught to live the ways of the kingdom. But they will. A generation's 
going to find their God, and find their voice so that others can find their God.“And in the last days it shall be, 
God declares, that I will pour out my Spirit on all flesh, and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy... And 
it shall come to pass that everyone who calls upon the name of the Lord shall be saved.” (Acts 2:17-21)

Where I find myself now is eager and ready to start believing that promise for myself and those around me, and 
to take my place in it, and start equipping those God sends my way to take their place in it! God's been speaking 
more and more specifics of what it looks like to begin doing that, and I look forward to sharing more soon as I 
continue to pray and watch Him unfold it step by step.


