
My relationship with the Lord started at a very early age. Before I was in grade school, I pestered my 

non- church going parents until my father began to take us to Mass weekly. One Sunday, I was kneeling 

before a bas relief of Mary and the children of Fatima. As I knelt there quietly, there came upon me a 

feeling of love, of warmth, of light, and of being embraced. I don’t know why the Holy Spirit came to me 

that day, but curiously, I never told my family about it. Perhaps it was meant to be a private 

“conversation.”  Again, before grade school I sensed a distinct calling to religious life. When asked what I 

wanted to be when I grew up, I replied, “A nun.”  My family opposed this, even as I grew up. Eventually, 

I began to realize that the vow of obedience was one I could not make. I will obey God when I 

understand him but would not vow to obey every priest and the nuns above me. I guess that means I am 

a true child of the sixties!  

As an adult, I was called out of the Catholic church. I was well into pregnancy with my only child, and 

was trying to get ready for Sunday Mass. Every time I started to get dressed, I broke into sobbing. I tried 

again and again, but the sobbing returned. My husband found me crying and undressed, and, naturally, 

he asked what was wrong. All I could say was “I can’t go, I can’t go.”  And so, I stopped attending Mass, 

and started to wait for the Lord’s next nudge, telling me what church I should be a part of. However, in 

my arrogance, I didn’t wait, but began searching for another denomination. While the church I chose 

was not, I think, God’s choice, there came upon me a new sense of call:  to the pastorate.  

Eventually, God got through my thick head and led me to my home church, Chilson Hills. We transferred 

there, and worship became an even greater joy. However, I began having dreams of my former pastor 

there, David Swink. I dreamed repeatedly that I was following David into a big city II didn’t know, into a 

church, and into the sanctuary. I had this dream many times, and realized the call to ministry had not 

faded, but was indeed growing stronger. I went to David to discuss this dream and blurted out “I think I 

have to go to seminary.”  After talking with me a while, David affirmed that this was a true calling. When 

I arrived at the Ecumenical Theological Seminary in Detroit, I went into the sanctuary- and that was the 

church my dreams had been leading me to. 

An unfortunate marriage ended my time in Michigan, for a long while. My dearest friend offered me a 

place in her home, and I went from Michigan to Maryland. Again, I felt drawn to a church, and attended 

worship at the Oak Park Church of the Brethren. There were no American Baptist churches in far 

western Maryland, so God gave me a home at Oak Park. It was temporary, and I knew it, but it was a 

good haven. When my best friend retired, she moved to North Carolina to be near her daughter and 

grandson, and I tagged along. In 2020, the pandemic closed everything, but Chilson Hills began 

streaming worship, and I tuned in. I felt a renewed strong yearning for God’s service, and discussed 

entering the diaconate with DJ, before I returned permanently to Michigan this fall. I began reading for 

it, exploring the nature of call. I’m not sure how God worked in me, but I know that this is where he 

wants me, even at the wrong side of sixty. I have been wondering if it is worth training for the diaconate 

at this age, then I think of the Parable of the Vineyard. The owner paid the ones who’d worked all day 

the same full pay as the late-coming workers. One interpretation of the story puts me at ease:  God 

doesn’t need us, but he wants us. So, here, even past sixty, the call remains, and God doesn’t need me, 

but he wants me.  

 It is my hope that through the diaconate, I may deepen my commitment to Christ and his 

people. I feel a strong call to minister to the sick and shut in, by anointing, prayer, and fellowship. I also 

hope to eventually teach adults and young adults, broadening and deepening their understanding of 



Jesus and Scripture. I hope to spend time teaching children’s Sunday School, as well. A great hope is to 

become more fully involved in worship, from its design to reading, praying, and someday preaching. I 

hope for all of this prayerfully, relying on the hand of God to lead me further.  


