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Forward
The General Commission on the Status and Role of Women (GCSRW) has been an important 
link between the work of women in the church and the role they play as ordained clergy. While 
full clergy rights were granted 60 years ago, clergywomen were not always welcomed with open 
arms. Nor were the expectations for the full role of clergy as women understood. GCSROW, 
working with UMW and other organizations, became an important advocate for clergywomen. 
Through monitoring reports, educational materials, and now social media, GCSROW keeps the 
denomination informed about the status and role of women in the church.

GCSROW seeks to help the church recognize every person as a full and equal part of God’s 
human family. Through training, education, research and monitoring, GCSROW:
• Addresses gender discrimination and sexism within church structure
• Nurtures clergy and lay leaders in the church
• Raises awareness of women’s issues and opportunities
• Educates church leaders and seminarians on sexual ethics and policies
• Supports victims/survivors of sexual harassment or abuse
• Develops guidelines for inclusive and expansive language
• Trains and supports Central Conferences’ women
• Monitors annual conferences and the General Conference for inclusiveness

COSROW-MN carries on the work of GCSROW in the Minnesota Annual Conference of the 
United Methodist Church. COSROW-MN sponsors pre-conference workshops in collaboration 
with the UMW on topics pertinent to full inclusion of women in the UMC. COSROW-MN believes 
there is still a need for advocacy for women and particularly clergywomen in the conference.

This publication is a result of the work of COSROW-MN on behalf of clergywomen in Minnesota. 
It is meant to honor the work and ministry of women clergy in MN and lift up the importance of 
the continuing work of advocacy for all people. A fully engaged and empowered membership is 
vital to The United Methodist Church’s mission “to make disciples of Jesus Christ for the 
transformation of the world.” 

Thank you to all the women who shared their stories with us, to Carolyn Smith for editing 
submissions, and to the Rev. Debra Jene Collum for leading this project and preparing this 
booklet for printing and distribution at Annual Conference 2016. If you would like a copy of this 
document, please contact Rev. Debra Collum at revdeb54@gmail.com or 507-923-1097.

Every effort has been made to check for accuracy. If mistakes have been made, we are 
sincerely sorry. If there needs to be corrections, please contact Debra at the above contact 
information. 

Now, enjoy the stories of strong, dedicated women of the MN Annual Conference. Rejoice with 
us as the work of full inclusion of all people continues to go forward!
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A Glimpse in My Head
Pastor Amanda Larsen

I encountered the phrase “adjacent possible” in the writings of Steven Johnson, and it reflects 
my journey into ministry as well as the process theology I claim as my own. Adjacent possible 
describes how we cannot see some possibilities until we reach a certain point in discovery. 
I grew up United Methodist and from the time I was ten, worshipped at a church served by 
female clergy: first Katie Schneider Bryan, then Joyce Rosene, Joann Benjamin, Joan Lilja and 
Michelle Hargrave. A class in college on health care ethics brought hospital chaplaincy into my 
adjacent possible, which led me to adding a Master’s of Arts in Theological Studies to my 
degree program. I specialized in health care ethics, which contributed to my first appointment at 
Christ UMC in Rochester. I have found in my journey that being alert to previously unidentified 
possibilities leads me to follow the Holy Spirit to very interesting places.

The first time I read a book on process theology (Suchocki’s God, Christ, Church)  while at 
Luther College I outright rejected the possibility that the chair I was sitting in and the tree next to 
the sidewalk had experiences and feelings and memories. I thought that was ridiculous. Little 
did I know that five years later I would be reading everything I could get my hands on written by 
John Cobb and others. From Divinity to Diversity by Marjorie Suchocki offered the clearest 
external validation that other Christians believed like I did, that I wasn’t alone. Somehow in the 
five years between God, Christ, Church and From Divinity to Diversity, my understanding of 
God, theology and my own identity shaped into a relational theology. 

I really don’t want to get into sex and gender and nature and nurture, but I do find that process 
theology is especially resonant with my female identity. Whether cliché or trope or scientific fact 
(I don’t care which) relationships seem to matter to many women more than they matter to some 
men. What I do in my relationship with person A has an impact on person B through person A, 
even though I’ve never met B. That person God is continuing to shape me to be makes a 
difference far beyond the people, events and traces of me I can identify in any given place. 
Because of what I do, God is able to offer unique possibilities in the future to me and to others. 
My hope is that my entire life, as it exists in my identity and in the relational impact I have had 
will bring forth the Kingdom of God. (Danger! Masculine language! Should I say Kin-dom or 
Reign or some other word? Nope. I choose Kingdom because it’s what I pray for in the Lord’s 
Prayer.)
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God’s Long Call
Audrey Benjamin 

1956 was the year the Methodist Church General Conference met in Minneapolis. It was then 
that the historic vote that allowed women to be ordained was enacted. I was a sophomore at 
Macalester College in St Paul; and had recently become engaged to be married. I was a part of 
a College and Career “young adults” group at my church, Fairmount Ave, Methodist Church in 
St Paul. At one of our evening meetings, our Adviser suggested the group might want to attend 
a special youth night observance at our denomination’s General Conference being held in 
Minneapolis. We were told that this meeting would probably never be held in our area again, so 
if we wanted to be a part of seeing how our denomination worked, this would be a good 
opportunity. A carload or two of us decided to go. I remember learning and then singing Kum 
Bah Yah. Later I learned of the vote that had been taken which permitted women to be 
ordained. In 1956 I was busy preparing for our June, 1957 wedding. A woman as a minister was 
not on my mind at all.

Soon we were married, Andy was drafted into the Army and we were living on an Army base in 
Lawrence, Indiana. The Methodist Church we attended asked us to serve as their Youth 
Directors, which we did until Andy finished his service in 1960. This was a first glimmer of what 
serving Christ through the church could be.

On returning to St Paul, we visited several Methodist Churches wondering if they needed youth 
leaders. We were hired by Hobart Methodist Church in Minneapolis where we served as Youth 
Directors from 1960-1972. With our growing family it became important to have time as a family 
and Sunday nights with the youth group became a conflict. We were then hired by Fairmount 
Ave. United Methodist Church in St Paul to be Youth Ministers for their Wednesday School 
program. We led this program for three years. It was during these years that we adopted two 
more children – for a total of four. Life was busy for me as a wife, mom, homemaker and 
volunteer. There was still no discernible call to ordained ministry, however, in retrospect I realize 
my call was being shaped.

I was involved in the women’s organization of the church as it transitioned from WSCS to UMW. 
I served as President of the District and then as the Christian Social Involvement Chairperson of 
the Conference. It was through my involvement in these ministry, educational and leadership 
opportunities that I sensed God was preparing me for yet another way of serving. I was not 
ready to say this out loud for it still seemed like a strange thing to me to say – a 40-plus year 
old, a woman, a wife, and mother of four children, as a minister. Oh my! My husband, Andy, was 
not so shy about it all and would readily tell people “Audrey is going to be a minister.” All I could 
think of was I would have to finish college and then go to seminary to be ordained.

I became more confident as I continued to walk this path, and people did not laugh at this idea 
but instead encouraged me. I even followed the example of Gideon and “fleeced God” with the 
condition that it would be a sign that I should continue if all my grades were a “B” or better - and 
God won.

Unfortunately, there were moments in the early 80’s and 90’s when negative comments were 
made that set me back and caused me to wonder if this was really God’s idea or was this in fact 
my idea. It was during these moments of wondering that I would have to call a mentor and seek 
assurance that I was following God's lead. After their affirmations I would hang up the phone 
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and continue on encouraged. Later other groups of women at seminary and in ordained ministry 
provided a community of support.

After ordination I served in three settings: suburban, small town and a first ring suburb.  It was 
through these appointments that I was able to see how God had been preparing me to be a 
servant leader of God’s people. Through this journey I was also called to serve as a mentor to 
many others on their own journeys towards ordination.

In retirement I have been able to use my gifts, talents and abilities through church, civic, 
educational and voluntary organizations. Most recently I have served on the Board of Walk to 
Emmaus and as a volunteer at HealthEast.

My call to ordained ministry could be entitled “God’s Long Call!” From 1956 and my not even 
being aware of a need for women to prepare for ministry, through many, many years of 
preparation to actual ordination, God faithfully kept providing doors for me to gently push to see 
if they would open. The people who encouraged me with their words and actions allowed me to 
say “Yes”. How grateful I am to have lived long enough to see how God has worked in my life! 
And perhaps I’ll see General Conference again in Minneapolis in 2020!

Grateful for the Women Who Went Before Her
Becky Sechrist

I first experienced a call to ministry in high school. I had never had a female pastor at my church 
growing up, but it had also never occurred to me that this wouldn’t be a job a woman could hold. 
My pastors and congregation were very supportive all the way through college and seminary, 
and although I knew that few women were clergy, no one told me I couldn’t do it, or that I should 
re-think my career plans. Sometime during my college years, my home church got its first 
female pastor, Mary Ellen Nielsen. Since I was out of state, we weren’t able to talk much, but I 
was aware that this was a first for my home congregation.

While taking my United Methodist history class in seminary, I learned that women were allowed 
in as clergy in 1956. It seemed so long ago (how progressive of us!), especially compared to 
some of the other denominations whose histories I was also learning in seminary. As I was 
studying for an exam, that date hit me. That was the same year my mother graduated from high 
school. Had she experienced a call to ordained ministry in high school, what would that have 
been like for her? Probably a very different experience than the one I had. I also began to hear 
what it had been like for those first women ordained and appointed all over our system, and I 
was grateful all over again that I was entering appointed ministry in the 1990s and not in the 
1950s and 1960s. In three out of my four appointments, I have been the first woman pastor 
(who wasn’t doing pulpit supply). It has never really been much of an issue, and I am grateful 
everyday for the women who went before me, whose stories differ from mine, and who made it 
possible for my path to be relatively smooth and even. 
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Headed to Seminary “To Take a Few Courses”
Betty Schilling

I can remember the place and the people who first suggested I consider ordained ministry and 
seminary education. The campus minister at River Falls WI tried to get me to think about it 
following college graduation but I was madly in love and chasing the man who became my 
husband. The only clergywoman I had ever met was Jeanne Audrey Powers and I had trouble 
imagining myself in her class! But after raising 3 children to school age, I too headed to 
seminary – “to take a few courses”.  I was motivated primarily by many experiences of “parking 
lot counseling” in which I felt incompetent as well as getting into theological arguments in which 
people quoted the Bible and I didn’t know enough to quote back! It was a challenge for my 
farmer husband who envisioned a “stay at home farm wife and mom” but I knew he was 
supporting me when a woman quoted the Bible to him saying women shouldn’t speak in church 
and he said “I don’t argue when God calls someone.” 

My first appointment was less than ½ time and they previously had a wonderful woman they had 
loved so that was easy. I was fortunate to follow some outstanding clergywomen – particularly 
Joyce Rosene at Hamline. After that I had some more challenging experiences where they 
hadn’t known any clergywomen. I learned a lot the year I was appointed to follow a pastor 
charged with sexual misconduct. I served two churches – one of whom had loved him and one 
of whom hated him. I was threatened with a charge of slander and I particularly remember Lent 
with 5 funerals, 10 snowstorms and the death of my father in law on Easter Sunday. 

The demands of ministry and life with a farmer always remained unbalanced and unmet. I 
cannot remember ever having a clean house. Our kids grew up on their own in many ways 
though their Dad was home with them. I often felt that they got short changed. Following a 
particularly difficult death and funeral, I was washing dishes in the kitchen with my daughter.  A 
phone call came saying the father of the dead woman had a heart attack and could I come to 
the hospital. My daughter commented “I hope he dies fast”.  As children of clergy, they had a 
warped perspective. 

People were very gracious and forgiving of me and my errors. For the most part I sensed that 
they weren’t at all convinced that women could be effective, but in most situations, when I left 
they wanted another woman. Many people of other denominations said they had never 
experienced women clergy and they wondered when their church would have women leading 
them. 

I have mixed feelings about encouraging young women to go into the ordained ministry. If you 
cannot imagine yourself doing anything else, then by all means do it. But it will require sacrifices 
very different than you imagine (which may be true of all professions). The church to which I 
was called is very different than the church of our day.  I was spiritually formed by the social 
gospel and the civil rights movement of the 60s. Today’s church is different and will require 
different gifts. I bless anyone who picks up these challenges and follows God’s lead into the 
ordained ministry. 
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A Fire Within to Share God’s Love
Brenda North

I became a Christian when I was 12 years old, and a few years later my parents and sisters 
became Christians, too. Seeing the changes in myself and in my family at such a tender age 
created a fire in me to share God's love with those who did not know it yet. I knew I was called 
to ministry at age 16, but that is when problems began. 

I had started my relationship with God in a conservative American Baptist church in Huron, SD. I 
did not know any women pastors, only those who were children's ministry directors, youth 
ministers, or missionaries. I received mixed messages from the pastors, Sunday school 
teachers, and leaders who each had their own opinions on the subject varying from open-
minded to dehumanizing sexism. As I continued my education I could not deny the call to 
ministry, and in college and seminary I began exploring the United Methodist Church, in part 
because of the preferable theology in general, and specifically because of its affirmation of 
women in ministry. In 2000, my small, conservative Baptist home church ordained me knowing 
my first call would be as a United Methodist pastor. Two years later I was received as a full elder 
in the Minnesota Conference of the United Methodist Church. 

Overall, I have been surprised by the grace and welcome of the congregations I have served. In 
one congregation, a 90-some year old homebound widower was refusing my offers to visit and 
bring communion. Although he did not directly communicate his concern to me, I heard through 
the grapevine that he did not approve of a female pastor. I talked to my lay leader, Lloyd 
Peterson about it. Lloyd said, "Let me take care of it." Over the next few months, Lloyd visited 
this elderly man regularly. Most of each visit was about their shared interests. Lloyd listened 
carefully and attentively and showed the man great care. Lloyd deliberately shared during each 
visit something along the lines of "Our new pastor is so great, let me tell you about what has 
been happening at church....we are so lucky to have Pastor Brenda at our church!" A few 
months later, the man agreed that I could join Lloyd in a visit and bring communion. By the end 
of that visit, we had laughed together and cried together. As I was leaving, the man looked at me  
with tears in his eyes, held my hand and said "I am sorry, Pastor, I would be honored for you to 
visit as often as you are able." 

At my next appointment, I was warmly welcomed by the congregation. Their previous deeply 
beloved male pastor had been preparing them for a female pastor. From the congregation I 
learned that years before I arrived, he had shared from the pulpit that many of the talented 
incoming clergy were female, and also that of all the new clergy he was meeting, it was the 
women who impressed him the most. During my first week at that church one gentleman 
stopped by my office to say he was glad I was here, had appreciated my first sermon, and then 
he added, "It is about time our church had a female pastor, in fact, 12 years ago, when they 
were hiring your predecessor, the SPRC asked for input about what the congregation would like 
to see in their next pastor. I went to their meeting and I said 'I have a hope for our next pastor, I 
hope she can lead Disciple Bible Study.' It is important, especially for the girls and boys of our 
congregation, but also for all ages, to see a woman leading this church."  What a nice welcome!

While I have experienced sexism, both subtle and overt, I have been amazed by the way God 
has used my role as a way to help others grow past their limiting beliefs. Also, I must say I have 
found it to be less of an issue than what some of my friends experience as leaders in their 
chosen fields of medicine, business, and computer sciences. 
When I entered ministry I was married, and unfortunately went through the heartbreaking 
process of divorce during my first appointment. I never thought I would be divorced. The church 
taught me much about grace when I went through that difficult experience. Several years later, I 
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met the man who is my best friend and partner for life. When we married, I was so appreciative 
of the way the cabinet found a great appointment for me close to where he works. Tom has 
always been proud of the good work that I do and is my greatest fan and cheerleader. He has 
set his own course in the church, and has truly enjoyed being part of the congregations I have 
served.

If God has called you, don't be afraid, "If God is for us, who can be against us?" I have found 
ministry to be immeasurably invigorating, challenging, and rewarding. 

Work Hard, Play Hard, Pray Hard
Karen Chatfield Bruins

I was ordained a Deacon in 1989.  Along with my robe, I cradled a five month old son and held 
the hand of a 22 old month son. Two additional trips to the maternity ward brought our last two 
sons into the family. Parenting four young sons and working part-time was the perfect solution 
for me at the time. It did however slow down my process toward ordination as an elder. Back 
then eligibility was based on two years of full time ministry. I’ll be forever grateful to the women 
who worked with the Board of Ordained Ministry on my behalf so that my cumulative time of 
part-time service made me eligible for the order of Elder and ordination in 1997.

I’m very grateful to have a spouse who has always supported my ministry. We married our 
senior year of college. He has seen me through seminary and three appointments.  

The first congregation I served threw us an incredible baby shower. They were generous in 
giving me maternity leaves, as was the second church I served. After the birth of our fourth son I 
took a year of Family Leave. I’m thankful this option was available to me.

A word of advice to clergywomen who are also nursing moms. Know that when babies in the 
congregation cry your nursing body may respond to that baby’s cry.  This is certainly a problem 
a male clergy do not experience.  

I was the first female clergy person in my first two appointments. My role was that of associate 
pastor. The church I currently serve has had female clergy for many decades. They are quite 
used to the idea of having a male and a female clergy.  For a season there were two female 
clergy and I remember some people wondering aloud about that, but I believe that they would 
have wondered aloud in the same way had there been two male clergy appointed to serve.

For the most part the congregations have been very open and accepting of female clergy. In my 
current church there was an older gentleman who didn’t think female clergy was such a good 
idea. Over time his opinion softened. We became quite close as I was caring for his wife during 
her illness and death. Now whenever he sees me he reaches for a hug. I could never have 
imagined that hug from him fifteen years ago, but time and the forming of relationship has made 
all the difference.

To the women who are considering or entering ministry, be faithful and courageous in answering 
the call. Work hard. Play hard. Pray hard.
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Found Calling in Education and Support of Immigrants and Refugees

Carissa Lick

I am a provisional deacon in the Minnesota Annual Conference. I currently live in Marion, SD, 
where my husband, David, is the pastor of the local Presbyterian Church (U.S.A.). My primary 
ministry is the education and support of immigrants and refugees, which I do through my job as 
the K-12 English Language Learner (ELL) teacher in the Marion and Parker school districts. I 
am also affiliated with Parker United Methodist Church (Parker, SD), where I assist with 
outreach ministries and preach occasionally.

I grew up itinerating in the Minnesota Annual Conference as the daughter of an elder (Art Keith). 
The church was always a big part of my life, but I didn't anticipate ever entering ordained 
ministry myself, since my passion for school always led me to want to become a teacher in 
some capacity. While studying at Gustavus Adolphus College in St. Peter, MN, I majored in 
Religion, with dreams of becoming a religion professor someday. My husband and I both 
headed to Garrett-Evangelical Theological Seminary (Evanston, IL) in the fall, after graduating 
and getting married over the summer. Around this time, though, my sense of call began to 
change as I sensed God showing me a new path: teaching English as a Second Language 
(ESL). I was able to nurture and test this call during seminary through field experiences and 
work study opportunities in after-school programs and adult ESL classes. The more of these 
experiences I had, the more convinced I became that this was indeed what God was calling me 
to do. At the same time, I became familiar for the first time with the Order of Deacon, which 
seemed to perfectly express the sense of call I had been experiencing: to minister to the 
vulnerable in the world through education as a form of Christian love, representing Christ and 
his love in the public school setting, and to use my Religion major and seminary background to 
be a resource and leader within the local church to empower laity to find and follow their own 
calls into ministry in the world.

After graduating with my MDiv in 2013, David and I moved to Marion, SD, for David's first call as 
an ordained Presbyterian pastor. I then enrolled in a Graduate Teacher Licensure program 
through Minnesota State University, Mankato, where I spent the next two years obtaining 
training and certification as an ELL teacher. This certification program and accompanying field 
experiences solidified even more my enjoyment of, gifts for, and call into ministry in the form of 
ELL teaching. I continued the ordination process that I had begun during seminary, and was 
commissioned in 2015, within just two weeks of obtaining my teaching license. I have been 
thoroughly enjoying the opportunity to teach in my own classroom this year, not only 
strengthening my students’ capacity to succeed in American schools through my lessons, but 
also being a caring resource for them as they try to navigate the challenge of an unfamiliar 
culture, climate and legal system.
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A Noble Pursuit
Holly Aastuen

The idea of full-time ministry first came to me through my pastor, Rev. Don Utzman, who 
suggested one day, “You would be a good pastor.” I had never heard of or seen a woman 
pastor, so the concept was a surprise to me, but it was a welcome surprise. In the 1970s I had 
no female role models and I never heard an ordained woman preach until I was halfway through 
my seminary studies.
Throughout my time in ministry, I’ve been grateful for the women who came before me, who 
served as pastor before me at the churches I served. For Nancy Victorin-Vangerud, for Trina 
Zelle, for Kaye Brandt, for Melba Lewis, for Lori Nielsen, all of whom were my predecessors at 
the churches to which I was appointed and for all the women, too many to name, who were 
pastors before them. Those women who were the first woman in any given church were the 
ones who bore the brunt of the criticism and disdain some held for women in ministry. 

I’ve never identified overt discrimination against me as a woman of the cloth, though I imagine 
some of the treatment I got was tempered by my gender. I know one church asked to end my 
position as associate pastor and convert it to a lay position because it was too much for some of 
them to have had two women associate pastors in a row. “Nothing personal, of course!”

My husband and three sons have always been supportive of my ministry, my husband even 
stating that he really enjoys being a pastor’s spouse. He’s the one that encouraged me to stay 
in ministry even after our children were born, so that I could still have a hand in church ministry 
and not miss out on those years.

I’m now in a congregation that celebrates women pastors and has had only a few male pastors 
serve their church in the last 30 years. It’s a different feeling to be welcomed instead of tolerated 
and it’s freeing to know that some here celebrate my ministry BECAUSE I am a woman rather 
than despite that fact.

I would encourage women to continue to go into ministry. It is a noble pursuit and one of the 
best jobs in the world, most days. I love the freedom I have to reach out to others with God’s 
love and to be invited into being a part of some of the most sacred and tender moments of 
people’s lives. 

As we celebrate the 60th anniversary of Full Clergy Rights for women in the UMC, I celebrate 
that our foremothers and forefathers could see the benefit such a bold move could be, opening 
the doors for me and for many like me who yearn to give our lives in full time service to God.

Things I have learned in my 30 years of ordained ministry: 

• Don’t mix ash with water for the Ash Wednesday service.
• Don’t wear leather-soled flat shoes to a Minnesota cemetery in winter.
• Don’t ask the retired pastor in the front pew to read the scripture at a funeral as you run 

back to your office to get the funeral sermon. He won’t have brought his reading glasses and 
he will stumble miserably through the scripture reading. 

• Claim your days off and vacations.
• Daily give thanks for the opportunity you’ve been given.
• Find a supportive group of clergywomen to meet with regularly and share in strictest 

confidence your burdens and your joys. I give thanks to the women who have been my 
support for 28 years: Betty Schilling, Mary Ellen Nielsen, Gail Alexander, Kathleen Zielinski, 
Donna Martinson, Nancy Victorin-Vangerud.
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A Spark Became A Passion
Nancy M. Victorin-Vangerud

Lunch was being served in the Scarritt College refectory, and I was waiting in line, which was 
moving slowly that day because a large group of people were staying on campus for a 
conference.   Ahead of me in line were two men, about my age. I couldn't help but hear them 
talking about the conference, which was on "new church leadership." Trying to be friendly, I 
asked them what they were learning and we started a pleasant conversation. Then as the line 
started moving, I inquired whether the conference was open to students--like me--who might be 
able to listen in on the presentations. They smiled and turned to one another, almost chuckling, 
and (I swear) started stroking their beards, when one replied that he wasn't sure, that I didn't 
have the "right equipment."  

Whether they were talking about beards or other male anatomy, this was my first encounter with 
individuals who held to a theology of "male headship.” I was shocked to eventually learn that 
there were many denominations, and even some people of the United Methodist Church, who 
professed views of leadership that were based on patriarchal understandings of human being 
and church community.  Thankfully, there were many, many other members of Jesus' wise Way 
who embodied the faith over the centuries that we are all one in Christ Jesus (Gal 3:28).  For 
me, the call to ministry at first was living into the baptismal promise made in my name as a child.  
I had come to Scarritt in Nashville, Tennessee, to study towards leadership in lay ministry with 
youth, families and children.  

Over the years that call expanded, circling outwards from the pebble first thrown in the water.  
After several lonely years as a single woman serving in what was to me a small town in South 
Carolina, I returned to Nashville to feed my gnawing hunger for learning more about religion, 
psychology, faith and social justice.  My Vanderbilt Divinity School professors Sallie McFague 
and Peggy Way, along with the spark of other feminist theologians such as Rosemary Radford 
Ruether, Mary Daly, Letty Russell and Elisabeth Schϋssler Fiorenza taught me both critical and 
constructive modes of interpretation, proclamation and celebration.  One day Carter Heyward 
preached in Benton Chapel--I had never heard a woman preach before--and the spark inside 
became a passion.  Since then, other feminists, and womanists, mujerista and minjung 
theologians (and thealogians) taught me too.  Chung Hyun Kyung's insistence has always 
inspired me, that the Christian church is our home too, thus we are called to speak, imagine and 
enact the "wild wind of the Holy Spirit.”

I met my future husband in seminary, and he too has been committed to relational partnership--
within the ups and downs of serving congregations, completing graduate schools, caring for two 
children, responding to new calls, traveling to distant horizons and balancing both sacrifice and 
satisfaction.  Overtime, we have each been able to accomplish important milestones on our 
journeys--individually and together.  As Rilke encouraged--honor the solitude between partners, 
but also share the joy.

Obstacles along the way have been there--not accepting my pastoral leadership until I would go 
to Cursillo after my husband (which we didn't); inappropriate words, touches and boundaries 
transgressed; following male clergy who had violated congregational trust; and divisive church 
members sowing seeds of disrespect and negativity.  Sometimes confrontation was needed, 
sometimes resistance, sometimes more patience and courage than I thought I had, and 
sometimes learning to pray (again) in contemplative ways that grounded me during the storms.  

Clergy sisters and brothers have been essential along the way. One clergy sister and I met 
regularly during difficult pastorates when we were serving congregations in crisis with sexual 
misconduct.  My Gateways/8-ways group continues to flow with grace, laughter and support 
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over the years.  And traveling on pilgrimage with clergy sisters, friends and companions has 
always been renewing.  As I learned living in Australia, the sea connects everything, so don't be 
afraid to venture out into the deep (Luke 5:4).

The story I would like to close with returns me to my first appointment. I have thought of it often, 
over the years, especially when I am wondering if I am making any difference at all in a difficult 
task.  One late afternoon I was alone in my office working on some youth plans, or so I thought I 
was alone.  It was one of those late afternoons heavy with a low winter sun, and my energy was 
low too.  In this congregation, I was the first woman clergy, and while they had done some 
preparation of perspectives, there was still much more needed transformation to go.  Then, I 
began hearing young voices from down the hall speaking aloud.  The voices made me curious, 
so I went out and walked down the hall, but stopped before entering the room. Through the 
window in the door I could see two young girls practicing what seemed like a sermon.  One was 
at the lecturn, barely able to see over, speaking aloud to the other, her sister, seated in the chair 
before her.  The little girl was preaching--and I thought to myself that perhaps being appointed 
there made a small but big difference to her and her sister.  This is the slow, patient work of 
Spirit--often we don't know the full extent of our ministry.  We follow God's call to be fruitful 
beyond what we know or dare.  I am grateful!
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Best Advice was to Take a Risk
Cheryl M. Goode 

I was the first of four girls in my school allowed to take Woods in the 9th grade. Mr. Peterson, 
my Woods teacher, issued our first class assignment to research a future vocation we'd like to 
pursue, the educational requirements, and other interesting information, and then to form a 
report. Architect? Teacher? Naturalist? A few years earlier, while in confirmation, Pastor Elton 
Brown had cultivated my curiosity about ministry. When I could not find “pastor” in the index 
cards we were to use I asked for help. Mr. Peterson immediately retorted, "Women can’t be 
ministers!" That ended that! Inspired by my uncle, Paul Handy, and my grandparents who loved 
God’s world, I completed my report on becoming a “naturalist” and put my foot on the path to 
that end….for a time.
      
Peppered into the next twelve years I found myself in a period of discernment, trying on ideas 
and thoughts that nudged and redirected me through the voices of those around me. Was it the 
campers who said, "I wish you were my pastor," after a week at Star Lake Wilderness Adventure 
Camp as their counselor? Was it the sabre of grief that turned my eyes to Jesus more deeply 
with the loss of my young mother and beloved grandfather? Was it in conversation in Bible and 
books studies in my home church? Was it the abused woman who turned to me in the battered 
women's support group I facilitated and said, "You should consider becoming a pastor because 
other women like me might find support in the church."?  Or was it my college professor, Mimi 
Freiner, who encouraged me to read Mary Daly's Beyond God the Father?

Increasingly many whispered into my heart's ear to work in the church but ‘the call’ would not 
fully quicken until I was in seminary at UTS: New York where I engaged with people of other 
faiths; was challenged intellectually; had an opportunity to study in South Korea for 9 months, 
befriending missionaries and seminary students from Southeast Asia; and then dialogue with 
people who held various roles in the life of the church—youth directors, pastors, chaplains, 
deacons, and several people whose offices were in the “God Box” of NYC. There I encountered 
the passion of Jeanne Audrey Powers, then General Secretary of Christian Unity and 
Interreligious Concerns. Fearfully and eagerly I stepped over the threshold into ordination with 
the hope of impacting the lives of others through ministry from within the church as “pastor.”

Ordination was a surprise in countless ways—a mix of delight and hardship – while serving God 
alongside the people in rural and suburban settings as pastor. I will not forget in my first 
appointment the little boy standing on the pew next to his grandmother watching as I walked 
down the aisle, who pointed and said, “Grandma, there goes Jesus!” That encouraged me when 
I found myself discounted, mostly because folks had never experienced a “lady preacher.” Being 
the first woman preacher for many congregations I found myself thinking about and planning for 
the sisters of the cloth who would follow me. In one instance I became the proof for a 
neighboring ELCA church to call a woman to their congregation for the first time with the good 
experience the congregation was having with me. Blazing the trail in small ways I hoped to lay a 
good foundation for them and myself, to live up to that little boy’s hope in me, to be Christ-like in 
my spiritual care of the people.

As I come to the end of these rich thirty years of service I am grateful for my spiritual mentor, my 
Grandmother Bernice Handy, and her delight of life and love of God. She never cajoled; she 
listened and encouraged, cultivated and nurtured my soulfulness, bringing out the best in me. 
The seed was planted in those early years by her down to earth love of God--camping, fishing, 
berry picking, jelly making, agate seeking--as we talked of God and life. Her spirit invited me to 
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embrace the adventure, try new things, ask questions, and open the hearts of others to the gifts 
and presence of God in all that I am able share, a sort of midwife of loving kindness.

Guided by her life of faith my ministry took a path--looking and being attentive to the prick of the 
Spirit in others, contributing to their rebirth and my own, if only in simple small everyday ways, 
again and again. Blessings upon blessings have been woven into the particular fabric of ministry 
created on women’s canoe trips and youth mission trips, in Bible study and at worship, in 
kitchen conversations or at the bedside of the dying. Joy and gratitude live in me for these gifts.

When cleaning out grandmother’s home after her death I gazed upon a wooden block I pulled 
from her cedar chest and my eyes welled. I suddenly recalled the moment and her delight as I 
showed her my creation. I remembered, too, the hard task it was, etching the image of a church 
into the wood grain with the end of a nail.  Now hanging in my office it is for me a metaphor for 
the sometimes difficult aspects of ministry for women of the cloth.

Would I do it again? Absolutely! It’s been deeply rewarding. Asking my spiritual elders over the 
years about their ministry and what they have learned has revealed deep wisdom that has 
shaped me many times. Retired Pastor Burton Hoag shared a most beautiful nugget with me 
early in my ministry when I asked him “What might you have done differently in your ministry if 
you could?”  “I’d take more risks,” he said. The saying is true--to go out on a limb, to risk, is to 
go where the fruit is found. And I say to you, women and men of the cloth, risk going out and 
climbing to the ripe edges!  And be sure to wear an apron or overalls because it sometimes gets 
messy, like making jelly, but oh, so sweet and good! 
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Like Falling Down the Rabbit Hole
Linda Gesling

May 4, 1956 was my 4th birthday.  According to my mother's carefully kept records, I received a 
dish washing set, pans, and a cleaning set (broom, dust mop, dust pan).  Wow. My future was 
being laid out for me. Fortunately, hundreds of miles to the north in another state, The Methodist 
Church was voting full clergy rights for women and an alternate path was opening up. Keeping 
the balance between expectations of home and church is a theme and a challenge that has 
persisted, at least for me, across my four decades of ministry.

Another May 4th event (if fictional happenings are events) is the story Lewis Carroll called 
Alice's Adventures in Wonderland which takes place on May 4, 1862. Without drawing definite 
parallels, one can say that a woman entering ministry - even in the 1970s - was a little like 
falling down the rabbit hole - called upon to solve problems, prove oneself, encounter authority 
in various forms, and still keep focused on the ultimate goal.

Like many women ordained in the 70s, I have my stories - people who wouldn't come on 
communion Sunday or left to attend a church "truer to the Bible." Then there was the family who 
went elsewhere when the daughter was to be married so it could be a "real" wedding. 
Fortunately by daughter number two, they had decided I was "okay" and I officiated for that 
ceremony. Of course just officiating was an accomplishment. When I went to the county 
courthouse to register, I was told that women couldn't be ministers and I couldn't get credentials. 

A week later I returned armed with ordination pictures and a letter from the Bishop in addition to 
my certificate and was finally allowed to register.
In those years I found that United Methodist Women - individuals and the organization itself - 
were incredibly supportive of women in ministry. Because I began ministry in a different 
conference from where I had grown up, I didn't have mentors or people who had supported me 
through my call. I cannot say enough about the way the UMW helped prepare churches through 
their studies and their affirmations of ordained women. I certainly found resistance in parishes 
that I served but I never felt alone because of UMW.

My adventures in ministry land have been varied, partly because like many women with children 
(I had four) I had to find ways to put things together that meshed with a non ministry spouse and 
partly because my call to ministry took me into nonprofit work, campus ministry or even 
teaching. The less traditional path I chose meant that with each opportunity, I had to weigh how 
it fit my call, how it fit with family, and how I could keep balancing the many expectations of 
profession and home (remember the dustpan and broom). My non parish jobs were mostly low 
paid and I never made as much in the parishes I served as the man I followed but I was never 
sure - were these gender issues or the cost of non traditional forms of ministry?  

Outweighing the costs are the memories - students who affirm (complain) "you changed my life, 
I can't go back to thinking as I did", families in grief who appreciate presence and the promise of 
resurrection, Easter sunrise service when the world is made new again, opportunities to be part 
of interfaith worship in the peace and justice community.  

Unlike Alice - who finally wakes up as her adventures become ever more fantastic - my trip 
down the rabbit hole of ministry continues.
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Living a Balanced Life is Critical 
Susan Harrington DeVogel

When I joined the Minnesota Annual Conference in 1975, I was one of five women in an active 
clergy body of about 600 men. It was daunting. I had just married Ray DeVogel, also a clergy 
member of the MAC, and we were one of three clergy couples.

The Cabinet told us repeatedly that we were “a problem,” because we were a clergy couple. My 
gender was “problem” enough. What churches would accept a woman? How could they find two 
full-time appointments anywhere near each other? One challenge they could not wrap their 
minds around was the firm rule, in those days, that there was no such thing as a part-time 
appointment. A year later, they ignored the rule and appointed us jointly to a three-point charge
—where we would divide the salary and the pension credit. We were grateful. Four years later, 
the Bishop breathed a sigh of relief when my spouse left the ministry and he now had only one 
clergy person to appoint. I was appointed to Minneapolis: Hobart. I was told that the Conference 
was taking a big risk. They had never before appointed a woman as pastor in charge of a 
church in the Twin Cities, “So you had better not screw up.”

This was a rough way to start a career.  

In the 1970s and 1980s, most clergy women faced some obstacles in local parishes, often from 
middle-aged men who felt threatened. Despite the stereotypes about the resistance “from the 
little old ladies,” I always found the “little old ladies” to be my best allies. Many confided to me 
that they wished they had had more career opportunities themselves.
I lasted for ten years. After one year at Big Falls, four years at Jeffers-Red Rock-Amo, and five 
years at Hobart, I was done. I was exhausted and depressed. I had a young son, and found that 
the job of pastor as it was defined in those days—being out several evenings every week—
didn’t go well with motherhood. I knew it was about over when my three-year old, who was 
learning a little sign language at day care, sobbed as I went out the door one evening. He said, 
pointing his index finger out in front, “When you go to your church, you tell them that you love 
them.” Then he pointed his finger at himself. “And then you tell them that you love me.” And then 
he wrapped his arms around his little body and said, “And then you tell them that you love 
yourself.”

Being a tenacious sort, it took a couple of years before I really internalized the message. I kept 
my place on the Board of Ordained Ministry, which really became a family for me, but left the 
local church in 1985 and went to graduate school. My Ph.D. program in Organization 
Development gave me the tools and knowledge needed to understand and change 
organizational culture and management, but it was clear that the church wasn’t ready to change.  

I practiced as a happy and successful independent consultant for 14 years, and eventually 
moved into employment in the healthcare field. I have worked for healthy organizations and not-
so-healthy organizations. I have learned that organizational cultures are incredibly resistant to 
change, and that they generally won’t unless they are in dire straits, and then it is sometimes 
too late. And I learned that good leadership is hard to find. But I also learned that good leaders 
can be grown, if somebody is willing to nurture them and they have opportunities to stretch 
themselves.

Having been laid off at the age of 64, I struggled for a while about whether I was unemployed or 
unexpectedly retired. I finally chose “retired.” This was a liberating decision and I haven’t looked 
back.
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Since then, I have learned to love the home we built five years ago, now that I have the time to 
enjoy it. We live in the forest between the Blue Ridge Mountains (the view we wake up to every 
morning) and the Shenandoah River, a ten minute drive to Shenandoah National Park. It’s not 
wilderness, but we do have visiting bears, coyotes, woodchucks and lots of birds, including a 
half dozen varieties of woodpeckers. It feels like a world apart from Minneapolis as well as the 
Boston area, where I grew up. Almost like Northern Minnesota, only with far less snow and no 
lakes.

I volunteer as a docent at Belle Grove Plantation, the home of Isaac Hite Jr. and his wife Nelly 
Conway Madison, sister of the man who became President of the US. My discomfort with 
slavery has driven me to a great deal of study and reflection; the smugness I had about coming 
from “the North,” where we never mentioned slavery without saying “in the South,” has vanished 
now that I understand how much of the North’s wealth was built upon it.

My advice to anybody—male or female—considering the ministry—is that it is critical to live a 
balanced life. Develop meaningful relationships outside the church. Cultivate hobbies. Travel. 
Don’t believe that everything depends on you. Find joy. Have fun. Love deeply. Live as though 
today might be your last.
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Ministry Came with Costs and Gains
Debra Jene Collum

My route to ordination in the UMC began in a confirmation class. I was attending Confirmation in 
a UMC in my hometown of Grinnell, Iowa when I felt a sincere call into ministry. Fortunately, the 
newly merged UMC affirmed full clergy rights to women in the 60’s so I was told that would be a 
very good career path. Unfortunately, I didn’t stay in the UMC and didn’t return until many years 
later. 

In the ensuring years, I used the gifts and graces God had given me for pastoral ministry in 
many roles as a lay person in many different churches. I was a children’s ministry leader for 
years, training leaders as well as teaching children the life changing story of God’s love for 
them. I also worked with youth in weekly Bible studies, camping ministries and short term 
domestic service projects. I was one of the key organizers and teachers of these ministries. 
However, because I was part of denominations that did not affirm women in ministry, one of the 
faith communities actually insisted that women cover their heads whenever they were in the 
worship service; I was often chided for the leadership roles I was given and the ‘public’ manner 
in which I exercised my gifts and graces. 

There were many humorous as well as sad moments in these years of striving to use the gifts 
and graces I felt called to use in a system that insisted we all do what God called us to do as 
long as it didn’t involve women in public leadership roles. I remember many visits from the 
elders of the church (which is NOT the same as Elders in the UMC) who said how much they 
appreciated my gifts and the strong youth and children’s ministries we were known for but they 
had to point out to me that I wasn’t a very submissive woman. And I should do something about 
that. But none of us could actually figure out what that was.

Eventually, it became clear that raising my two brilliant and strong willed girls in this system was 
not going to be a good thing. While I was willing to live a somewhat double standard for the 
sake of ministry I was not willing to allow my girls to hear those messages that demeaned their 
place in society and would not affirm them for who they were as fully and holy women of God. 

As a family we moved into a more ‘liberal’ church, the Evangelical Free Church of America. Our 
former friends were sure we were apostates at best if not sending our souls and the souls of our 
children into outer darkness. As I continued to find my place in leadership in the church as a lay 
woman, the former call to ministry kept nudging at my heart. When I confronted a terrible 
situation of clergy sexual misconduct in the youth group and found I had no power within the 
system to hold the perpetrator accountable I decided to seek credentialing. 

I once again moved the family into a different church that assured me that they would ordain me 
should I complete their requirements for seminary and ordination. In the Evangelical Covenant 
Church of America I found a place to serve while I studied at seminary. Providentially, I was 
NOT accepted into Bethel Seminary because I refused to sign their ‘life style statement.’ I was 
no longer willing to be bound by some denomination’s definition of holiness. I wasn’t living a wild 
life by any means. I was raising two girls, teaching at a nature center, maintaining a home and 
trying to make life good for the family. I had little time for a wild lifestyle. But I refused to let 
anyone tell me any longer what it meant to be holy and good and saved as a child of God. 

So I began my training at Luther Seminary. I interned at Salem Covenant and Bethlehem 
Covenant Churches, took the required courses at North Park Seminary and wrote the papers for 
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ordination in the Covenant Church. Then I got the news: “You have done brilliantly well in all that 
you have done with us, too bad you are a woman. We are not able to find a place for you.”

Little did I know that one of my dear friends and mentors from my nature center interests, Chuck 
Purdam, was not only a retired UMC clergy, he was also a former D.S. He made it very clear to 
me that when I got tired of all the gender discrimination and theological shenanigans that he 
could help me find my way into the UMC. 

Within a few weeks of joining Crosswinds UMC, meeting with Marva Jean Hutchens, filling out 
the forms for interest in ordained ministry, I was appointed to Riverview UMC in Brooklyn Park. 
The appointment began as a very part-time appointment and grew into a ten year full time 
ministry during which time I was ordained deacon and elder, watched my children go off to 
college and learned what it meant to leave behind friends and family who could not affirm a 
woman, specifically me, doing what it is that God calls her to do. 

Eventually, this call to ordained ministry cost me a marriage and contact with brothers and 
sisters and being banned from a place that was near to my heart. It is as if a whole part of my 
life is null and void. But I have gained so much. The part of my life that is mine in all its fullness 
is rich with opportunities and the work of God in a world that desperately needs to hear the 
words: no matter who you are or how you were created to be, you are a precious, fully gifted, 
fully accepted person of God. And God WANTS to affirm YOUR gifts and graces for ministry in 
whatever form they present themselves. 

It’s Sacred Ground We Walk When People Share their Lives 
Diane K. Nelson

There are many pastors in my background but none of them were women. I had two uncles who 
were United Methodist pastors and they had a great influence on my life. I was always 
fascinated with religious questions and I even thought seminary would be fun, but had planned 
to be a doctor as I grew up. I majored in microbiology for my undergraduate degree and worked 
in cancer research at the University of MN, worked supervising a corn borer research lab for 
Pfizer Genetics, and worked in research for Mayo Clinic until my second child was born. Jay 
had a severe cleft lip and palate and we would later find out the he also had autism and other 
health issues.

My ministry in those days was my family and so I quit my job and stayed home to take care of 
Jay and my daughter, Christy. I did day care and built up a piano lesson business so we could 
get by financially. I saw a part of life I had not seen before raising a child with disabilities. 
Financially, we had cut our family salary in half and it was hard to make it. It was a battle with 
the county, with the schools, and challenged many of the religious beliefs that I held. I found that 
the church did not always know how to be there in my time of need.

My call to ministry came several years later: at a Cursillo retreat, which at the time was the 
ecumenical version of what the United Methodists call the Walk to Emmaus. With four children 
by this time and one with disabilities, life was busy. I began to wake up in the middle of the 
night. I think it was the only time that God could get my attention. I would pray and read 
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scripture. I had a “feeling” of being led at this time to take more leadership positions in church 
and community and to share the gifts that I have. I began saying,“Yes” to situations where I 
needed to be in front of people, situations that I would have feared in the past.
At my Cursillo weekend, I felt a clear call to “feed my sheep” when a female pastor got up and 
spoke about her call to ministry and struggle to answer that call with her family obligations. I 
used to joke that either God wanted me to work at McDonalds or go into ministry. I was shocked 
to find that my pastor had been praying for someone who was going into ministry for the two 
years I had felt led but didn’t know who it was until I shared that I was being called. He was very 
good at mentoring me until he moved. I had no female pastor role models growing up and 
because of that my mentors were so important to me.

It was amazing how God opened the doors to make it happen. At first, my husband was not too 
excited to have me answer my call. I remember praying, “God if you really want this, make Bob 
want this too.” He had seen enough of churches to know that pastors often were hurt or not 
treated well. After many conversations, Bob turned to me one evening and said, “It is right. Go 
for it. I always knew I would have to share you with others some day!”

It was a challenge to go back to school after so many years with my family responsibilities and 
job. My cousin, who is an Episcopal priest, told me, I always knew God was going to call 
someone from your family but I didn’t think it was going to be the one who is already the 
busiest!” Over and over, God sent affirmations that the call was real, through dreams, through 
high school friends that I had not seen in 20 years, through family, through “coincidental” God 
situations, through church friends.

My first church was Spencer Brook UMC, a small, delightful country church, full of Spirit and life. 
I remember coming home after my first day and thinking, “Wow, I get paid to do what I want to 
do!” Because of my experiences with a child with disabilities, practical ministry is especially 
important to me. I feel that the church needs to be present in people’s lives during their difficult 
times and also during their joyous celebrations. 

My pastor uncles were great examples of people of Christ who showed great love and care for 
others in their lives. It is so important that we share love the way Jesus shared love with all 
people. The past year, I have dealt with a giant aneurysm and have been on the other side, 
needing that love and care. I have found a great appreciation for church community and the 
healing power of prayer and love.

For those women feeling called to ministry (and you will know it if you are) follow that call. You 
will still find many who think that women should not be ordained. I had one person say to me “It 
is too bad that God has to call women because not enough men are answering their call to 
ministry.” He was debating whether he should go into ministry and I think feeling a little guilty 
that he had not answered that call! Find mentors that will be there for you and know that it will 
be one of the most exciting and challenging times of your life but it is worth it!  It is very sacred 
ground we walk on when people share their lives with us and it is truly a gift to be allowed to be 
a part of sharing God’s love at the most tragic, the most joyful, and the very ordinary times in 
people’s lives.
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Ministry Changes over Time as We Change over Time
Diane C. Olson

I’m thankful for the many women (and men) who fought for full and equal clergy rights for 
women. In seminary, I was already serving as a layperson, with a male senior pastor and a 
female associate (Rev. LeeAnn Inman). I had no intention of being ordained. I just knew I 
wanted to use my gifts to serve God through my beloved church. A female pastor at that time 
was still somewhat new to folks – I remember my daughter drawing a picture of LeeAnn in the 
pulpit with long lovely earrings and cute shoes with heels, labeled “My Pastor”. LeeAnn was 
delighted with it – because most children drew a pastor as a dark-robed man. At that time, 1989, 
the only form of ordained ministry was that of an elder, and it didn’t seem to fit my call. The 
servant ministry of the lay office of diaconal minister was a better fit, especially in my early years 
of professional ministry. But soon the church and the Spirit had done a new thing (well, new to 
us, anyway) and created the United Methodist Order of Deacon in 1996. I was among the first 
class of deacons ordained in 1997 at the Northern Illinois Annual Conference. 

I served as deacon at the Chicago Temple in downtown Chicago and at Garrett Evangelical 
seminary for several years. In both places, I served alongside female and male elders. In 2005, 
I moved to Minnesota to be closer to my family. At Fridley UMC, I was privileged to serve with a 
female elder, Rev. Deb Walkes. We were a good team, but after serving at Fridley for 5 years, a 
new call emerged in my life. I am called to be a pastor. I ran into several roadblocks – not 
gender bias, but more age related questions.  Appointed as pastor at Lino Lakes Gethsemane in 
2013, I’ve learned that the issues we work through don’t seem to be about me, my age or my 
gender, thankfully. An exception was the guy running a vegetable stand nearby. I introduced 
myself as the “new pastor down the street” and he started yelling at me, saying I had 
“blasphemed” as women may not speak in church. I guess that is one way to become known in 
the community.  

I’m in the process of transition from the order of deacon to the order of elder – I do not believe it 
will be accomplished in my lifetime but I am equipped and licensed now to serve in the way I am 
being called. I don’t have all the answers about anyone’s ministry, not even my own, but I do 
know that it is all a journey, and it does change over time as we change over time. I read a blog 
recently on the CSROW site, by a young clergy woman, which I believe speaks for us all. I 
quote: “I am sure that I will continue to struggle and to wrestle with my identity and call….  It 
really is good news that just when we figure things out, life changes and God calls us 
into something new and hard and beautiful.   I just need help remembering that sometimes.” 1

I’m thankful for all of my mentors and friends and guides, young and old, male and female, lay 
and clergy, who have helped me remember. 

  Eilidh Lowery, https://gcsrw.wordpress.com/category/clergy/1



Decision Was to Not Worry, But Have Faith.
Donna L. Ford

Being a woman, there were times when I was relieved to know that God would not ‘call’ me and 
that choice would not need to be made. College was a challenge that began for me as my two 
oldest children enrolled in college, my daughter at the same school. All three of us graduated 
the same day.

Nursing was a long desired career path, not sure if it was my parents wish or mine to enroll in 
the School of Nursing. After over two years of study, I was on-site at a nursing home where we 
would need to administer medications. It became clear to me that I could go no farther in 
nursing as my head just didn’t work that way, to understand the calculations for 
pharmaceuticals. I withdrew from the nursing program and college.

During the following month I began to realize it was foolish to withdraw from school, I had 
invested time and money and really did desire an education. While in nursing, the days when I 
found myself frustrated, I dreamed about a psychology major, always putting it aside, doubting 
future job possibilities. At the same time, I was talking to two pastors about my career dilemma 
with both of them telling me God was calling me to ministry…but I wasn’t listening. Fast forward 
to graduation and invited to go to Omaha with a friend as she finished the internship she needed 
for graduation. Those two nights in Omaha, God did call me to ministry….and I listened.

I understood my ‘call’ was to Chaplaincy, I investigated that path and made plans to sell my 
home and move to attend Seminary. I sold my home myself in a less than desirable real estate 
market in three weeks. I was asked to speak about my circumstances at the church I was 
attending where women did not speak from the pulpit. There were those who had reservations 
about what I was choosing to do, stating that there were not many chaplaincy positions 
available. My decision was to not worry but have faith.

Attending an Evangelical Seminary had its’ challenges for a woman and some of them were the 
faculty. That became evident in the grading and manner of testing and paper assignments in 
one class. Preparing for graduation, I applied for Chaplain Residencies and was accepted to 
begin in the fall. For the summer I was interviewed and hired to be the head cook at a Baptist 
Conference Camp in the Berkshire Hills in Massachusetts.   

Camp began just after being ordained at Conference in Minnesota. There was a group of male 
counselors who were attending Dallas Seminary in Texas and after the first dinner I served, they 
called me to the dining room to quiz me about being an ordained pastor. First, I was old enough 
to be their mother, yet answered their questions with as much calm and respect I could muster. 
The meeting ended when they announced…”as long as you’re to be a chaplain, you won’t be 
preaching that much.”  

The next morning while walking back to my room, one of the group from the night before wanted 
to talk about the passage in Timothy where women are not to speak. So I addressed that, but 
said more importantly, God gave women the ability to have children and for most all of us our 
mothers are our strongest role models. When we have a nurturing, loving mother, we are 
blessed. When we have a mother who is not, we spend a large part of our lives recovering from 
that.  A woman who knew this young man and both his parents heard our exchange and 
stopped me and said that is the best thing I could have said to him. But that was not the last 
time I needed to respond to some with similar questions.

�22



My Residency year in the hospital was a rich experience and I felt accepted by patients, families 
and my peers. There were patients that were surprised to find a woman Chaplain, yet there 
didn’t seem to be a bias and they cheered me on.

I am divorced and that occurred while I was in college. There was a thankfulness I had to not 
need to deal with marriage in seminary or in ministry and yet for some their spouse is a support 
that I lacked…one of those fence-sitting positions.

A second year of Residency at a different hospital led me to a staff position as United Methodist 
Chaplain that I held for seven years half-time. The other half-time was on staff at a church and 
as I finished up at the hospital, I was full-time at church. That church was a great experience; 
congregational membership doubled the first five years I was there. But nothing lasts for long in 
the UM appointment system, I was called to a troubled church in outstate MN.  After it was 
announced in that church what date I would arrive, one member stood up and renounced his 
membership. 

Living in that town had many challenges for a woman pastor. The congregation accepted me 
and were defending me to others in the town. It was a place that was not open to new ideas 
much in any area. I survived, but asked to move after two years and was thankful to move back 
to the Twin Cities.

I would retire the first time after eight years at the next church. They were an inner-city church 
that had long since had their hey-day but they loved the church and many had grown up there. 
We let no grass grow under our feet and kept busy with free dinners, music on the parking lot, 
ESL classes and were blessed with a missionary family right in our midst.

After retirement, I moved to California to live near my grandchildren. I was hired by a UM 
Church to do visitation which grew into much more, including Stephens Ministry, regularly taking 
part in worship, funerals and weddings. I worked with three different Sr. Pastors there for a total 
of over nine years, retiring at age 75 for the second time.

Again I was challenged as I retired from ministry, realizing I have been so blessed to have had 
so many rich experiences. It has been important for me to understand God’s calling to me to 
support me during the difficult times as well as the days of joy. I believe all who are listening are 
called to serve God with our gifts and service and laypersons are so important living out that 
‘call’.

�23

Kathy Horn
Amy Jo Bur

Cheryl Goode



Just Love ‘Em
Rev. Shirley Nelson

I have pastored in New Jersey, Ohio, and Minnesota
1996 to retirement in 2013, and still preaching 2x a month

Stories of Women in Ministry incidents:

After I had finished a rather large funeral, this tall and powerfully built gentleman, in cowboy hat 
and boots came up to me and said, “Well, Little Lady, you did that pretty good job for a woman.”  
I think that was a compliment!

Many times I have been the first woman pastor. 
One church had a hard time accepting that a woman was their preacher.  However, after a 
while, many said that it made no difference, because I preached the Bible, and they were glad 
to have me.  But, there were two in this church that had a harder time with this.  One was a 
gentleman and the other a lady.  I have always been amazed that it is the women who 
sometimes have the most difficult time with a woman pastor.  This lady and I became friends, 
did things together, liked each other – but she would not come to church while I was Pastor.  
After I left, she came back to church!  The gentleman wanted to know about precedent – there 
is – a woman Bishop in the first century and many others.  I gathered this information for him 
(even though my DS said it wouldn’t do any good – she was right!).  My call was/is very clear 
and that-with the preaching almost brought him to see this was God ordained; but he went and 
talked to a Missionary Alliance Pastor, who told him, “No Way” – and sadly, he believed him.

In my first church, they had told the DS, they did not want a woman or a person of color.  So the 
DS made them wait for six months and then sent me!  Interestingly, one woman was “difficult”, 
but the men were helpful, offering me tips on speaking and pastoring.  One elderly, stoic kind of 
gentleman shared that I should hold my head up when I pray so my voice would extend out.  
When he ended up in the hospital, he held my hand and shared his life. 

One church there was a man who controlled the church and everyone was afraid to say 
anything to him, because “we live here.”  He did not like women pastors. And he caused a lot of 
trouble and I ended up leaving that church.  But I do have to say that both of the men pastors 
before me had trouble with him as well.  One said he knew he wouldn’t get any ministry done 
there, so he didn’t do much.  The other one tried to grow a congregation up alongside it. My 
Native American friends would say, “Watch out for the snake in the grass.”

All in all, I would say that men and women can be won over if you stick to preaching the Bible.  
People want to know what the Bible says and how to apply it to their lives. Give them meat, do 
research, and write your own sermons.  Show care, concern, and love for the people.  It won’t 
work with everyone, but with most.  And you add one more “wonderful” woman pastor for those 
who follow behind.  What do we Pastors say?  “Just love ‘em.”
 (Lots more I could say, but no space)
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The Rocky Road to Ordination
Elaine Shelby

My story starts back in 9th grade.  Its spring, and everything is growing and green. I am sitting in 
my 9th grade social studies class and there is a form in front of me. The form is a sort of “What I 
want to be when I grow up” questionnaire. It has lots of “definitive” questions concerned with 
abilities and skills listed. I get to the bottom of the form (this is a public school), there it is… 
finally my choice, “Ministry”. I mark the box and hand in my sheets of paper. Mr. O’Brian (names 
are changed to protect the guilty) asks me to stay after class for a chat. Like an idiot I 
acquiesce. He takes my form and says in a very disgusted manner, “This is a sin, pick 
something else.” I like the obedient child that I am, a middle child, did exactly as he suggested. I 
loved anthropology almost as much as ministry, and pursued that with all of my enthusiasm  
until a tornado made me look once again at my career choices.

I began researching seminaries and just how to go about getting into ordained ministry, and at 
age 30 entered Garrett Evangelical Theological Seminary in Evanston, Illinois. In my ministry 
group in year one, someone asked me why I waited so long to do what I had always wanted to 
do, I remember responding that I had taken a long time to grow spiritually and that I had needed 
that time. I also remember Prof. Gaines saying that 30 was not all that old and that I had a good 
thirty years to do ministry in.

And in many senses that is very true: It was in the learning Persian and Arabic that I began to 
really appreciate Islam in all of her beauty. I read Sufi poetry in its original language. I became a 
poet; my takhallus (pen name) was Shama (Light). I grew in so many ways.

And all of that was wasted on two tiny churches in central Minnesota. There I had for the first 
time “We don’t want a woman,” people actively working against me. I must have won them over, 
since in six months the lay leader came to me and said, “I was against you in the beginning, but 
now I will always be in your corner.”

In seminary the professors always said that I should not go into parish ministry, I should 
complete a PhD and then teach. Should I have? It would have been easier, and less stressful, 
but also less fulfilling.
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There was Within Me a Voice that Wanted Sharing
Elizabeth Macaulay

My father was a UCC pastor. I grew up in the midst of a vibrant church led by many strong and 
beautiful women.
 
It wasn’t until I was in high school that I experienced the leadership of a woman pastor at my 
grandparent’s UCC church in Duluth. The funeral service she led for my grandfather was tender 
and strong and I wondered at this odd-seeming thing: A woman pastor.
 
I got involved in church based community organizing as I raised my children and encountered 
women clergy who were uniquely their own beings and remarkably exotic to my soul because of 
their gender. These women leaders were strong and they were passionate about justice lived 
communally, and they stirred in me an awareness that there was within me a voice that wanted 
sharing.
 
So off to seminary I went, praying that perhaps I was wrong about my sense of call. I attended a 
seminary hours from my home. I had three small children and a rich life and this boondoggle of 
a thing was no friend of my ease.
 
So it has remained. Being called to ordained ministry is not easy.
 
I am grateful for the women who led the way for us all. I have served as the “first woman” in 
many of my appointments. The navigating of rampant sexism gets mighty tiresome. 
Inappropriate physical touch and notions about who I am and how accessible I ought to be 
based on gender assumptions are real reminders that I live in a culture and serve within a 
church saturated in patriarchal attitudes. Seeking to use inclusive language for God has been a 
mighty lift in every place I have served. As a feminist called to serve an expansive gospel, it is 
hard not to take personally the mistrust engendered by my gender.
 
And yet.
 
I am uniquely called as woman to preach the gospel of Jesus the Christ.
 
So I believe, so I seek to live.
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Journey to Ministry Began With Wedding Skit
Gretchen Fogo

Camp Wesleyan near Medicine Lake, 1948. A typical skit night for cabin groups; ours decided to 
put on a mock wedding. And there I was, age 11, officiating at my first marriage service. It would 
never have occurred to me that this might lie in my future. Five men dominated the staff at 
Hennepin Avenue Methodist Church; women dominated the Sunday School activities. Only six 
years later, the Methodists meeting for General Conference in Minneapolis voted to approve 
women for ordination. I never remember hearing a word about it.

My own "faith awakening" occurred some 20 years later when I became involved in an adult 
Sunday School class at Excelsior UMC. Describing myself as a "bored and apathetic church 
member", which was the title of a book at the time, I joined the class in the fall of 1968. I was 
caught up by Jesus and Biblical redaction criticism and the reality of God's love. And as I moved 
more deeply into study and prayer and worship (how had going to church suddenly become so 
meaningful?), I recall thinking that if I were male and about 10 years younger this might seem 
like a call to the ministry. But being female and in my 30s, I just let the thought go.

Then came the women's movement of the 70s, involvement on an all-female political campaign 
for a friend who won in our legislative district, and the rising awareness that the times they were 
a'changing. My encouragement to enter seminary came mainly from a good friend who was also 
experiencing her call, from the support of my husband of 15 years, and the gentle support of the 
Excelsior congregation. It was fortunate that my husband taught at the nearby junior high, where 
our 3 kids would attend. His schedule and willingness to cook and watch after the kids on the 
days I was in school were a blessing.

My first year in seminary I took one course, either to "get it out of my system" or to see what 
might happen. It was demanding and exhilarating and I loved it. However, I almost quit at the 
end of that year, when my term paper just wasn't getting finished and I figured I didn't want to 
put my family - and myself - through such stress. When I asked the professor for an extension, 
he asked me to tell him about the paper; his reply was "you're having a wonderful crucifixion 
experience." I did finish it, 2 weeks later. Resurrection!

But I didn't decide to continue until school was almost ready to begin in the fall. The friend 
pointed out that I could take 3 courses over just 2 days, and qualify as a full-time 3/4 time 
student. Another friend said she would let my kindergartener be at her house those 2 days. And 
again, Jim was supportive. So we all embarked on this part of mama's 4 year schooling,
with kids all in elementary school. Somehow it worked, but not without a great deal of 
cooperation on many fronts. My husband used to say that the Holy Spirit was working through 
him, and I agreed and was grateful. 

My first appointment was to Centennial UMC in Roseville. A 25-mile commute became routine, 
as well as meetings 2 - 3 nights a week, and being away many weekends. I became one of the 
pastors not living near their congregation, something less common than when the man was the 
moving pastor and the family was expected to move. It took the church, the cabinet, and some 
time to adjust to a new reality. I was also in the group of newly ordained clergy women who 
were not grilled as much about itinerancy as those who came somewhat later. I think I may have 
just slipped through.

Ministry at Centennial was a joy. I felt accepted by the congregation, which may have been 
denial or naïveté on my part. Years later one of my female confirmation students told me about 
hearing some of the middle-aged men commenting on my actions or whatever. Negatively.  It 
disturbed her and I had never realised that. I was interviewed by the religion reporter of the St. 



Paul Pioneer Press about how it was to be a clergy woman. When I truly did not have any juicy 
stories to tell him, his article ignored my experience in favour of those that made the road seem 
harder and more interesting. 

One of the big issues of the day was the use of inclusive language and my senior pastor and I 
would have our battles over this. I did not feel the need, however, to make a big point of being a 
feminist. I figured just being a presence in preaching and teaching and worship and pastoral 
care and all the rest spoke for itself. And Centennial was a loving, supportive congregation.  

As it happened, I never went back full-time to a local church, for my path led to the conference 
office as Director of Nurture for six years and Director of Church Relations at Hamline University 
for almost 10. A main issue for me was being itinerant, which basically I wasn't. I turned down 
two appointments to local churches and I'm sure this had a bearing on receiving - or not - future 
appointments. Because of these "extension" appointments I never experienced the range of 
local church experience - and never developed a major clergy-women support system. But I  am 
grateful for the clergy pals that I do have, both female and male.

When I turned 70, I was hired by Minnetonka UMC, a joyful pastoral experience with great 
synergy, cooperation, and continued growth in faith. Thank you MUMC. I have encouraged 
women to go into the ministry; some have talked with me about the issues of husbands and 
kids. I think the bottom line is to keep a balance between church life and family life, to love the 
folks with whom you are in ministry, and to trust the grace of God to make it through.

As I work on sorting my memorabilia, having lived in our starter home for 52 years, I am finding 
threads that have woven themselves through my life over so many years. Probably starting with 
that kid in pigtails, conducting the first of many weddings, almost 70 years ago!

  

Willingly Took on the Role of Modeling Ministry for Women
Hilda A. Parks
 
I grew up in Grace United Methodist Church in Vernon Center. From a young age I talked about 
being a missionary, aware of my mother’s interest in the church’s work internationally.  After 
attending the University of Minnesota, graduating with a BS in English Education and an MA in 
Library Science, I accomplished my goal. I spent three years in Montevideo, Uruguay as a 
short-term missionary. I worked as a librarian at Crandon Institute, a highly respected school 
begun by the Women’s Division Mission Board years before. I also taught English as a second 
language in a church-sponsored community center.
 
Returning to Minnesota, I worked in public schools for a number of years. However I began to 
feel a need for some intellectual and spiritual challenge. I thought about seminary, but not 
ordained ministry. My example was Jeanne Audrey Powers, and I will still say, “I am no Jeanne 
Audrey Powers!” However in 1982, after receiving a leave of absence from the school district, I 
began at United Theological Seminary in New Brighton. I still resisted parish ministry as I was 
scared of preaching every week, although preaching became my favorite part of ministry! The 
ordination process went very smoothly, and I was encouraged along the way. I was ordained a 
deacon in 1985 and an elder in 1987. Tom Brennan mentored me through those years, and 
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remained a good friend. After four years in the parish, I returned to school, and eventually 
receiving my PhD in Liturgical Studies from Drew University in Madison, New Jersey. I had 
thought I wanted to teach, but I quickly realized I missed the parish.
 
I was aware that in every appointment I was the first women in that United Methodist Church, 
and also in the community. I knew that at every funeral or wedding, there were people who had 
never seen a woman preside or preach. I willingly took on the role of modeling ministry for 
women. In my first appointment there was one man who felt that I didn’t have the authority to 
preside at his daughter’s wedding. However, he willingly received communion from me, saw me 
baptize his grandchildren, and considered me a good preacher. In another community, a 
member of a call committee for an ELCA congregation told me that having seen me “do 
ministry,” the committee was willing to call a woman. 
 
I know that never is everyone in a congregation happy with the current minister, so individuals 
may have stayed away because I was a woman, or because they didn’t care for my style of 
ministry, and some may have attended for the same reasons. I think it is important that a 
woman’s first reaction to a problem isn’t the thought that is because she is a woman.

Following the Gospel Path Set Forth By Christ
By Katherine Austin Mahle

This morning an esteemed retired male minister asked me to reflect as a former District 
Superintendent on the state of the Church today! I found this an interesting question as I have 
been retired for 8 years and not in a position to comment cogently on all the issues of church life 
facing colleagues in today’s ever-changing church! Ministry is never static as the Holy One 
pushes and lures us into new experiences and ways of being church. From my earliest inklings 
of call in high school in the early 1960’s to the present when the call continues to serve the 
larger church, the Church of Jesus Christ is always changing. That’s why I am in ministry – to 
change to church following the gospel path set forth by Christ!

I grew up in a Presbyterian home with parents who encouraged participation in youth groups 
and churchy things, but who had difficulty talking about their faith. I received my earliest call to 
ministry at a synod leadership event when I was a junior in high school. I majored in religion and 
sociology at Beloit College, but I had an advisor who did not think women should be in ministry! 
Seminary was a thought, but the lure of marriage prevailed in the ethos of the mid 60’s and the 
turmoil of the Vietnam era.

When we finally settled in Minnesota in 1972, the call to ministry and graduate studies continued 
to surface. I entered United Theological Seminary of the Twin Cities in 1974 and experienced 
women who were on their way to ordination and serving churches. Golden Valley UMC and Rev. 
Don Sheffield encouraged this journey. Minnehaha UMC provided practical experience and Rev. 
Deane Postlethwaite and Rev. Wilber Grose taught me the importance of networking and 
introduced me to the political dance of church life and church change. 
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Graduating in 1978, I started my first appointment as an associate at Richfield UMC. After the 
first few Sundays, I had to instruct my husband that I could not think about a big Sunday meal 
after church and told my two children ages 8 and 7 that when I was at church on Sunday I could 
not answer “mommy questions”. They finally got it that I was working! We divided household 
chores, trained our kids well, and hired live-in college students to provide babysitting and other 
household responsibilities in return for room and board and a very small stipend! We all 
benefited from these experiences of welcoming new people into our family circle!

These early years in ministry provided many of us opportunities for service in the Annual 
Conference and later, opportunities in the General Church as the Church was changing to be 
more inclusive of women and minorities in all aspects of ministry. At the Annual Conference, 
laywomen in leadership often provided mentoring for me: Kathleen Haining, Norma Larson, 
Jean Dowell, Mary Gates and Lee Ball provided great role models of effective and powerful 
women. Clergy mentors included Jeanne Audrey Powers and Joyce Haberman.  The 
Clergywomen’s Society was formed to ensure clergywomen representation in our General 
Conference delegations and develop support of legislative initiatives reflecting a commitment to 
justice issues including women, especially clergywomen and LGBT persons. We also found 
support as we regularly gathered for worship, conversation and learning. This group later lost its 
legislative focus, but continues to support clergywomen in active ministry and now retirement as 
we come together at Annual Conference.

I have been blessed by congregations that generally provided support for clergywomen. 
However, not all experiences with individuals were always positive. I remember one man who 
stuck his head in my office in my first appointment and said belligerently, “I can never accept 
you as my pastor!” When I moved seven years later, he gave me a big hug and said, “I was 
wrong! I sure will miss you!” There were/are always experiences where discrimination against 
women is evident in various ways. Although it would be easy to be overwhelmed from time to 
time, I would find a friendly ear to rant a bit and let it go!  Or I would look at a stone given to me 
by a dear clergy sister that says “Pause”!

I have been so blessed to be able to serve Jesus and the United Methodist Church in so many 
ways over the years of my ministry both in the local church and as a District Superintendent and 
within the Annual Conference, and at the General Church level and ecumenically! (Remember 
Re-Imagining!) The call from the Holy One to change the church continues as I serve on the 
Judicial Council – sometimes a very difficult and challenging experience. I have been nurtured 
and supported in ministry in Minnesota by clergy sisters and brothers. None of us can do 
ministry alone. The myriad of people – dear, special friends - and many, many others make this 
journey worthwhile. Thank you!  I am blessed.
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Ready to Respond, But the Bishop made it Clear, 
Inviting Young Men to the Altar
By Kathy Horn 

As the Ordination Service drew to a close, then Bishop Sally Dyck offered an altar call. She 
simply invited any young women or men who were feeling God’s Call to Ministry, to come to the 
altar. They would be met by members of the Board of Ministry, who would pray with them and 
enter into conversation about next steps. Within mere moments I saw a few and then several 
women and men begin making their way to the altar. And tears literally streamed down my 
cheeks.  They were tears of deep understanding for those moving toward the altar. They were 
also tears of sad remembering for myself.

Many, many years earlier, the WSCS (Women’s Society for Christian Service) in my home 
church in Southern California arranged for me to attend a weekend seminar for young people 
interested in pursuing a life of “full-time Christian Service”. The seminar was held in Phoenix, 
Arizona.  It was a wonderful, exciting, informative and spiritual experience. There were 
workshops, church leaders, speakers, worship and fellowship opportunities. My heart was full. I 
had felt a growing certainty that God was calling me to ordained ministry.
The experience culminated in a beautiful worship service.  Bishop Gerald Kennedy preached a 
stirring sermon.  And then he gave a clear and firm invitation to any young men who felt God’s 
Call to Ordained Ministry to come to the altar, while the congregation sang the hymn “The Voice 
of God Is Calling”.

I was so ready to respond to God’s Call. But the Bishop made it clear. He was inviting young 
men to the altar. And the hymn provided an exclamation point with the words, “The voice of God 
is calling – It’s summons unto men.” I sat miserable and frozen in place, torn between the Call of 
God I felt and the clear and firm message that it must not be meant for me.

Then followed three years of attempting to “get around” God’s Call and to find a more “suitable” 
ministry path. I received lots of encouragement to enter “full-time Christian Service” in the area 
of Christian Education. Finally, in my junior year of college, God’s Call to ordained ministry came 
to me again, forcefully and undeniably. I responded, “All right!  I’ll do it!” 
 
But, when the time came to apply to seminary, I waffled. Instead of applying to the M.Div. 
program, I applied and was accepted to the MRE (Master of Religious Education) program at 
Garrett Theological Seminary. Upon arriving at the dorm building, I saw a calling card on a door 
that read “Rev. Kathleen Anderson”! That was the moment I knew women could be ordained. 
The year was 1971. I soon learned that women had been given the right to ordination by the 
1956 General Conference!

Strange, I thought, that although I had been very active in my very large Methodist church, and 
knew all of my pastors very well, during those years of spiritual discernment, not one of them 
told me about that 1956 General Conference action! 

I entered the M.Div. Program as soon as possible. The years of preparation that followed were 
blessed, difficult and challenging. I was challenged and my Call was challenged by those who 
were opposed to women clergy. Just one brief example: In my home Conference (then the 
Southern California-Arizona Conference), candidates for ordination were interviewed by a 
committee of the Board of Ordained Ministry. That committee then made a recommendation to 
the full board, which then voted. That process was changed in my case. I was interviewed by 
the entire Board of Ordained Ministry! While that was a difficult hurdle, it was also a blessing 
going forward. For, though the Bishop was not keen on the idea of ordaining women, the entire 
Board of Ordained Ministry affirmed me!  



Since I was planning to transfer immediately to the Minnesota Conference, I also, and 
reasonably, needed to meet the ordination requirements for this Conference.  The end result 
was that I prepared two sets of theological papers dealing with different questions and issues! 
The Minnesota interviewing process was the common practice of meeting with a committee of 
the Board, that then made their recommendation. I had met privately with Bishop Washburn 
prior to beginning the ordination process, and was always grateful for his warm welcome and 
encouragement.

The clear Call I discerned and the spiritual struggle leading up to it served to strengthen and 
prepare me to be able to stand in my Call with conviction, integrity and grace through the years 
of my ministry.

Thanks be to God!

This is Where I Belong
Kay Marie Schroder-Hacklander

My first memory of God calling me to a ministry of music & worship was when I was 5. I am 
standing beside my mom on a long wooden pew in the Congregational Church in Galt, Iowa, 
soaking in the hushed reverence of Sunday morning worship. We are singing, “The Lord is in 
his holy temple, let all the earth keep silence,” and Mom is feeding me M & M’s to keep me 
quiet. After the service Harry Larson lets me help pull the long, slippery rope to ring the bell as 
people leave. My happy heart sings, “I love church!” And I knew this is where I belong.

When that congregation of 30 people closed, our farm family was invited 15 miles south to a 
Missionary Alliance Church. No hushed worship there. Sunday mornings included boisterous 
gospel singing and occasional altar calls, and Sunday evenings were a time for spontaneous 
testimonies and sermons on the second coming of Christ. Many of my friends in this church 
headed off to Bible College, but I chose a liberal arts college in a Dutch community. I studied 
music and religion and attended 2nd Reformed Church, where I heard Buxtehude played on the 
pipe organ and learned to sing the Nicene Creed. Now this, I think, is where I belong. 

While in college I wrote to an inmate in the Atlanta Penitentiary, which led me to a prison 
ministry in a women’s prison in North Carolina. I helped supervise the 35 religious services 
offered and experienced the most amazing gospel singing. A student chaplain invited me to visit 
Duke Divinity School and I enrolled as a student. I continued my role as a chaplain to the 
women inmates, but was also lured by the grandeur and formal worship of Duke Chapel. These 
eclectic experiences of God were rather mind boggling, expanding my understanding and 
images of God like an experimental modern symphony. Whatever is going on with God in this 
cacophony of music during what we humans call worship, I am intrigued and confounded by. I 
graduated from Duke in 1980. Somehow, I think, I belong in prison ministry and academia.    

The path to ordination was very confusing to me. I did not belong to a mainline church that could 
support me emotionally or spiritually. Being a woman didn’t hold me back, but rather my 
uncertainty of the long path to get there. I was also engaged to Brian, who was going back 
home to Minnesota to begin his parish ministry. So I got married in the Caledonia UMC and 
taught music with the nuns in the Catholic school. I was also accepted into a training program 
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for hospital chaplaincy in La Crosse, Wisconsin, that put me in a 28 day treatment program for 
adult children of alcoholics. I did a lot of soul searching and prayed, God, where do I belong?

Our next move was to Hobart UMC in south Minneapolis. I continued teaching music and gave 
birth to our two children. During this time I was commissioned by CSROW to write a musical on 
biblical images of God while pregnant with my first born. The womb of creation and new life 
inside of me inspired the music for “Images of God,” which was performed several times by 
friends from Prospect Park UMC. I felt like a co-creator with God!  And becoming a mother gave 
me a new sense of family. We belonged to each other. This life is where I belong. 

When our family moved to Mound and became part of Bethel UMC, my days were full with 
teaching, composing and arranging music. I had a lively music ministry at Bethel, and loved our 
fast paced family life. Eleven years later Brian was appointed to Centennial UMC and I was 
asked to become the Music Director at the ELCA Lutheran Church in Mound. One day the 
senior pastor asked me why I wasn’t a pastor. You should be ordained, he said. Ordained. It 
was that fearful word that had been stuffed inside of me for more than twenty years.  
So I met with a spiritual director and started the long and winding path to ordination in 2005. 
During this 8 year journey I broke my neck, I had a heart attack, and my brother died tragically. I 
prayed in anguish, should I really be seeking ordination? I was already too busy. Yet, I knew it 
was now or never. God’s nudge was firm and persistent. I know, I know, I would argue. I should 
have done this when I was 24. But you’re doing it now, God reminded me. “Thee in me and me 
in Thee” was my mantra. In 2013 I was ordained as a Deacon in the United Methodist Church.      

I am grateful for all the people who cheered me on, prayed for me, and offered practical 
information. Now it’s my turn to pay it forward and encourage other women, no matter their age 
or the paths they have walked, to respond to the call when it comes and stick with it no matter 
how long it takes. And to remind them that you belong, I belong, we all belong in this strange 
and wonderful place called, the Church.  
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Pull of the Holy 
Sally Howell Johnson

In so many ways I never meant to be a part of this work, this ministry. And yet the pull of the
Holy kept luring me further and further into the circle of grace. Fueled by a love of liturgy and a
deep hope in the possibility of the church and its power to heal the world, I moved from a life in
the theater to a life of ministry. Most days I am stunned by their similarities.

In 1994, while still trying to make sense of seminary and work that I found engaging in the
church, I walked into a ballroom in Minneapolis and was embraced by a haunting tune whose
words took up a place in me and have not let go: ”What you hold may you always
hold...What you do may you always do...and never abandon, never abandon." These
words by Jeanne Cotter from the opening song of the Re-Imagining Conference have been
words that have held and guided my life and ministry. 

Starting my connection with the Minnesota Annual Conference in a very tangential way, first in 
Children's Ministries at Hennepin Avenue United Methodist Church, then as a Diaconal Minister 
and finally as an ordained Deacon, I have over time planted myself deeper and deeper into this 
soil. I have been blessed by the fluidity of it all and have tried to hold all of it with gentleness 
toward myself and others. I have also been blessed to have served in only one appointment for 
nearly three decades, an unusual occurrence and one I hope has been received without too 
much hardship. I have been blessed to have been present to the push and pull of a 
congregation in its many stages of growth and change and watched grace wash over people in 
unimaginable ways. I have been privileged to walk with people in birth, in life and in death and 
through generations. Every day has been different in many ways and I am thankful for the 
creativity that continues to show up in it all. I have tried to hold onto some deep knowing that 
was planted in me early in the Holy’s luring, a knowing that has included the beauty and conflict 
of the church as well as outright disappointment and amazing transformation. 

Throughout the work of ministry I have been blessed to be inspired and to walk beside the 
strong women of the Minnesota Annual Conference...women like Jeanne Audrey Powers, Susan 
Zabel, Kathi Austin Mahle, Ruth Phelps, Verda Aegerter and Pat Toschak...women who have, 
through their words and actions held deeply to their own unique experience as women in 
ministry. I have been blessed by the companionship of those women whose voices have spoken 
truth to power...women like Elizabeth McCaulay, Nancy Victorin-Vangerud, Bishop Sally Dyck, 
Victoria Rebeck, Martha Postlethwaite, Judy Zabel, Leah Rosso…voices often quiet but also 
firm, voices that have helped me remember what is important to 'always do and never abandon.’

As we celebrate this 60 years of the ordination of women, I feel privileged to count myself
among a circle of women whose voices have helped shape what the church has become and
the possibility of what it will be for the future. As we go forward, my prayer is that we may we
always hold to the deep sacrifices and gifts of those that have gone before. May we be sure in
our own authentic call to action for what this body could become. And may we never abandon
the truth of our authentic vision for what it means to be a movement for all God’s people.



So Many Women Paved the Way for Me
Leah D. Rosso

I was blessed to have so many strong and amazing women come before me in ministry. I grew 
up at Woodbury UMC, where there was always a woman pastor (and even though she was 
always the Associate, such distinctions meant nothing to me as a child). I knew that my Catholic 
friends did not have women priests, but other than that, I was naive about people’s views on 
women in ministry. When I began writing to seminaries to ask for information, I was surprised to 
find that some of them were not interested in me pursuing ministry as a pastor/preacher. I began 
collecting “Inclusion Statements” in handbooks that specifically denied women access to an 
MDIV degree! It was a good awakening for me to become aware of how institutionalized sexism 
was/is in ministry. Gratefully all of our United Methodist Seminaries were glad to have my 
application! Interestingly enough, when I started serving a church, it was my age— not the fact 
that I was a woman— that caused people to pause. Ironically it was a clergywoman who 
actually asked me if I was old enough to be a pastor! 

I think there are many obstacles that women still face that my male colleagues do not— 
comments about how I look, what I’m wearing, how I do my hair, how many children I’m going to 
have, and whether I am “pastoral” enough are all fairly commonplace. There is also the 
occasional harassing comments or questioning of my authority. And there are families outside of 
the church who come in for weddings or funerals and feel a need to comment on the fact that 
they weren’t expecting a woman pastor. But for every awful or awkward story I have, I have 
many more welcoming, loving, and kind stories. 

I am so very blessed that so many women paved the way for me. Gail Alexander, Kim Hornung-
Marcy, and Judy Zabel were all pastors to me growing up. Betty Schilling, Pat Toshak, Sally 
Johnson, and Katie Schneider-Bryant, among others, served the churches that I served before 
me. I am so grateful for my mentor, Lynda Ellis, who has been with me from the beginning to cry 
with me during difficult times and laugh with me at the crazy life that we lead. I am grateful for 
other women who kept me sane at the beginning of my ministry— Melanie Homan, Amy Jo Bur 
and Jen Hill among others, along with all of my wonderful friends and colleagues who continue 
to help me in this journey. It’s no secret that many successful women feel that they are just 
faking it. Our society teaches us subconsciously our whole lives that we’d probably be better at 
what we are doing if we were a man. But I am grateful to say that I have always had many 
strong advocates— both men and women— who have helped me to appreciate the gifts I bring, 
celebrate the gifts others bring, and live into God’s amazing grace.

Susan DeVogel
Diane Olson



God has a Sense of Humor and Here I Am and 
it has Been a Holy Gift
Elizabeth Lopez           

Sixty four years ago at my baptism, my godfather, the Rev. Alfredo Nanez, major founder of the 
UMC Rio Grande Conference, saw something in me that he would keep to himself until some 24 
years later when I found myself entering Perkins School of Theology because of him. Brought 
up in a Mexican-American family whose faith foundation has always expressed itself in the 
United Methodist Church, my life’s journey from baptism has taken me through countless life 
experiences in our UMC including 40 years of ordained ministry. 
         
As the first woman to be ordained Deacon and Elder in the early ‘70’s in the New Mexico Annual 
Conference, I found myself among that honored group of pioneering clergywomen, in which 
outstanding clergywomen such as Rev. Jeanne Audrey Powers and Bishop Leontine Kelly 
became not only “mothers of faith” but mentors who early on shaped, taught and formed me in 
ministry. In this time I have been privileged to serve five different local churches, seven years as 
a District Superintendent and have served my General UMC Church as part of three different 
general boards and always countless committees! 
       
But… when it is all said and done it is here in the Minnesota Annual Conference that I have 
found the kind of acceptance, affirmation and ministry I longed for. Though having served 24 
years in the NMAC, it is here in MAC that the fulfillment of active ministry has been best 
expressed in me. Though always reminding Bishop Christopher I would never move to the ice 
cold tundra long before she invited me to Minnesota I found God has a sense of humor and 
here I am and it has been a holy gift.   
       
And…the gifts have been many. My spouse, Fritz Sauer, would say he is by far the most 
important! And… with him are the incredible colleagues that I have come to know, the 
outstanding laity especially from Christ UMC, Rochester and the Twin Cities District and Bishop 
Sally Dyck and the MAC Cabinet.  Thank you!  It has been a ride!
      
It would be hard not to also thank two gifts who have traveled this often challenging road of 
ministry with me the longest…..my children, Andrea and Andrew. I have been truly blessed by 
them!  Fritz and I will stay in Minneapolis. New life is about to begin!!
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What a Blessing to Preach the Gospel of Christ’s Love and Grace 
Mary Hurmence

I always knew that God was calling me to ministry. One of the pastors in my home church was 
Joyce Haberman, and because of her I knew that women could be pastors. So I went forward, 
following God’s calling into the ordained ministry. It wasn’t until the ordination service in 1973 
that I discovered the path I was following was counter cultural. I was standing in the front row -- 
ready to be ordained Deacon as the service began with the Introit, “Rise Up O Men of God.”  
Those words sounded out of harmony with the gospel and my beginning that night in ordained 
ministry. From that moment on, I resolved to work toward an inclusive Church.

When I began my ministry only a handful of clergywomen were present in the annual 
conference. Together, we worked to be a welcoming and inclusive church. It was not easy, for 
we were the first clergywomen to ever serve the churches where we were appointed. All along 
the way, there were many challenges each of us faced because we were women.  

I give thanks for those women (especially Jeanne Audrey Powers) who were my mentors in my 
early days of ministry. They gave me the vision and fortitude to follow God’s call and stay in 
ministry as a local church pastor over these many years.

Many opportunities came to me along the way ~ serving on the General Commission on Status 
and Role of Women, giving the conference sermon in 1982, leading two congregations through 
building programs, and serving the Winona:  Immanuel and Stockton, Lake Harriet (Associate), 
Faribault:  Hope and Prairieville, Minnetonka, Stewartville, Winona Central, and Burnsville 
Grace congregations.  

I give thanks for the honor and privilege of sharing in people’s lives as their pastor.  What a 
blessing it has been to preach the gospel of Christ’s love and grace each Sunday.  

Retirement opens a new chapter of life for me.  I look forward to days of rest and play, learning 
more about my camera and computer, being with family, and discovering what God has in store 
for me next.  

Diane Christianson

Shirley Duncanson



Moment of Clarity Led to Life of Service as Parish Nurse
Nancy Jo Johnson

I was the 6th child born in South Bend, IN to a family that was very active in our United 
Methodist Church. Our home was filled with music, joy, love and discipline. When I was 10, I 
began serving our church, and therefore my Lord. I loved every moment of it whether it was 
attending a service, or helping with communion, or singing in the choir.  

About this time I attended our church camp. One day during this week, we were told to go with 
our Bibles, and have a quiet time reading scripture and listen carefully as we meditated. During 
this time I heard a voice telling me to " care for my people". It was a " Moment of Clarity." I was 
surprised and eager to share with my mother..only ..about this moment.  

After I finished my education, I became a Nursing Educator, then became a Short Term 
Missionary teaching Nursing in one of our hospitals in Pakistan for 2 years. Later I married and 
my husband, children and I moved to Minnesota. I was active in the choir, taught high school 
and adult classes at our White Bear UMC. 

My husband's work sent us to Europe for what became a marvelous religious growth in many 
ways for us. I was active in Bible Studies, led some retreats, etc. When we returned to MN, we 
became members of Centennial UMC. I learned about and became a Diaconal Minister, 
followed by becoming an Ordained Deacon in Full Connection.
   
My main ministry in the church is as a Parish Nurse (or Minister of Health). This ministry allows 
the nurse to teach not only about medical items, but also the vital connection of illness and 
Spiritual options..i.e. Body, Mind and Soul.. or, Holistic Health. It is a very rewarding and needed 
ministry.

I am still active as a Parish Nurse at St. John's UMC in Dover, NH.



Never Thought Being a Woman in Ministry was Unique
Nancy Wheeler Handlon

My journey in ministry began in Duluth. I was the youngest of five children. We grew up in 
Duluth and at our cabin. We learned prayers, worship and service at a young age. I was also 
influenced by growing up in the out of doors. My home church was First UMC. 

After college I returned to Duluth. My older brother David was a student at Yale Divinity School. I 
was offered a part-time job at First UMC as the young adult intern. Kathy Schuler and Tom 
Walker were the pastors at that time. I got to see what they did and try some of the pastoral 
responsibilities such as visiting in the hospital and leading worship. I also got to hear about my 
brother’s studies and ministry experiences. I received support from my family and from the 
congregation. 

My sense of call has always been in stages. My first sense of call came during that year of 
internship at First UMC. At first I felt called to simply attend seminary. I wasn’t just sure what I 
wanted to do afterwards, but I thought I might want to be a hospital chaplain. 
 
During my time at Garrett-Evangelical Theological Seminary it never really occurred to me that 
being a woman in ministry was all that unique. At my home church we had a woman pastor and 
at seminary we had many women who were students and professors. 

One highlight from my seminary years was being ordained as a Deacon in Duluth. The same 
night my brother was ordained an Elder and Corinne Gauger (also from First UMC) was 
consecrated as a diaconal minister.

I did several internships during seminary: first at the Wesley Foundation at the University of 
Michigan, then at Motley UMC with Pat Toschak and at Staples UMC with Dan Hair, followed by 
CPE at Abbott-Northwestern. 

It wasn’t until my first appointment at Albert Lea UMC that I felt different. Not only was I the first 
woman pastor at the church, I was the first woman pastor in town. After one year at Albert Lea I 
was appointed to serve at Centenary UMC in Mankato. Once again I was the first woman 
pastor. What I found was that people who were against the idea of women pastors got to know 
me and then it was ok. 
  
When we became parents I went on a leave of absence. Then when family leave of absence 
was an option, I chose that. We moved to Owatonna where Chuck was teaching and I was 
home full time for two years. In 1993 I was offered a part time job with the Owatonna area 
hospice. I continued in that position as chaplain and bereavement coordinator until my husband 
took a teaching job in Rochester.

My first year in Rochester I took an extended unit of CPE at the Mayo Clinic hospitals. I thought 
I would continue to take extended units to become certified as a chaplain. Then I was 
approached about the possibility of becoming an associate pastor in pastoral care at Christ 
UMC. This sounded like a great opportunity and so I said yes.

We have been at Christ UMC since 1997. I was appointed ¼ time in 1998. My position has 
grown to ½ time. I coordinate congregational care, invite, train and supervise three lay visitor 
groups, and get to have the initial pastoral contact with newcomers. It is an exciting 
combination.  

I have been blessed to be in ministry as a United Methodist Pastor. 



A Dance Beyond my Wildest Dreams
Pam Serdar

When I was commissioned in 2001, I quoted "Daring to Dance" by Kathy Keay:
Lord God, 
Dancer of the Universe,
Take my hand
And dare me
To dance with you
Until I am 
Out of breath
And rejoicing

Little did I know that ministry would be a dance beyond my wildest dreams. There has always 
been something new to learn, stories to hear, lives to accompany, worship to create, joy to be 
had! Sometimes it was painful, but most of the time it has been breathtakingly amazing.

I have been mentored by wonderful people who have been generous with their time and their 
wisdom. I have been blessed to journey with wonderful congregations: Mankato: Centenary and 
Minneapolis: Richfield. Though I ached to be back in a congregation, I spent 3 years as Big 
Waters District Superintendent, a time when my heart broke for our churches and pastors 
across the connection. It has all been gift, and dance, and breathless awe at God’s grace and 
love, healing and hope.

To be invited into the deepest, most intimate, most vulnerable moments of people’s lives; to lead 
in the midst of challenging, angst-filled times; to never know what the day might hold when I get 
up in the morning, but to trust with Julian of Norwich that “all will be well, and all will be well, and 
all manner of things will be well” fills me with passion and joy—“So, God, what are we going to 
do today? Tennis shoes or dress shoes, bowling shoes or hiking boots? Or something so my 
feet won’t stick to the ice?” It’s all good.

To create times and spaces where people might encounter the holy in their midst through word, 
sacrament, sign, music, silence, grief, joy, justice, transition, surprise, familiar, welcome, tears, 
hugs, food. . . Who knew that there was a “job” where I could dance with God all day every day 
until I truly was out of breath and rejoicing?  
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Close Relationships with Trusted Colleagues Gave 
Assurance and Confidence 
Kathleen Zielinski
My call to ordained ministry began early in my life although I didn’t realize it until many years 
later. When I was a youngster of 7 or 8 attending church with my family, a sermon about Jacob’s 
all-night wrestling match with one that “Jacob wouldn’t let go until Jacob was blessed,” caused 
me to sit up and listen. I wasn’t sure what that story meant in my life, I just knew it meant 
something. It wasn’t until I was 32 years old, a college drop-out, married and the stay-at-home 
mom of 3 children that I began to understand that for many years I, too, had been wrestling, 
seeking God’s blessing. Now, as I reflect on my life, I believe that blessing has been realized 
through God’s call to ordained ministry.  

The changing culture was also integral in my call to ministry as more and more women enrolled 
in seminary, as the second wave of feminism began to take hold in the 1970’s and 1980’s 
gender roles were revisited (even in the church). Then, around 1980 I made the wonderful 
discovery that the Rev. Patricia Toschak was Pastor of Motley UMC, Motley, MN. She and her 
husband, the Rev. George Toschak, each served churches in the district where I lived and they 
had become a widely acclaimed clergy couple.  I sought Pat’s counsel and she heard my story 
and encouraged me to pursue my call. Pat became a role model as I worked my way to a 
Bachelor’s Degree, an M. Div and Deacon’s and Elder’s Ordinations. To this day, she remains a 
source of inspiration. Another role model and mentor in my life is the Rev. Richard Harper from 
whom I learned much about being a pastor when I was a student intern. Richard’s ever joyous 
demeanor and the respect he has for all are important attitudes to emulate, especially as difficult 
situations arise in congregations.

Most of the church people I have served responded to me in positive ways; however, there were 
1 or 2 congregations along the way who questioned my calling and authority because of my 
gender.  In 5 of the 7 churches I served I was the first clergywoman and sometimes the roles of 
clergywoman and pastor’s wife seemed to be confusing to the congregation. In one 
appointment I was asked by the chair of the Funeral Committee to furnish a casserole for the 
lunch following the service that I would be officiating.  I replied that I wouldn’t be able to make a 
dish because I’d be busy preparing for the service. She said, “Well Pastor ‘So and So’s wife’ 
always brought a casserole.” I told her to ask my husband. She didn’t ask him and that was the 
last time either he or I would ever be asked to contribute! In the late 1980’s at another 
appointment, one of the questions my spouse was asked at the initial meeting of the SPRC was, 
“Do you know how to make coffee in a 60 cup pot?” At that same meeting I was asked if I knew 
how to drive a car.  As the questions continued and I was asked to defend my role as a 
clergywoman, the superintendent (thankfully)! intervened and chastised the committee for 
asking inappropriate questions.  He also lectured the group on the policies of the UMC 
regarding gender and ordination. I remember him stating emphatically, “That issue has been 
settled since 1956!” The end result was that I did not become the first clergywoman to serve that 
congregation and my spouse has never again attended an initial meeting of the SPRC.  

I would like any woman considering the ministry to know that it is important to build relationships 
with clergy companions. Through my years of ministry, having close relationships with trusted 
colleagues has been invaluable because they have given me assurance and confidence in my 
call and in my gifts for ministry.  I’ve learned to rely on the integrity of my colleagues as I bounce 
ideas and thoughts off them. Now, in retirement, those relationships continue to hold a 
significant place in my life as together we seek encouragement and advice and share laughter 
and tears. The group of which I am a part gets together monthly. We are 5 friends both active 
and retired clergy sisters who have managed to meet for over 20 years no matter what far flung 
part of Minnesota we served. Not only do we pray and share a meal together but we also share 
our lives and times as we “hear” each other into being the person each of us is.



God had Not Called Me to do a Man’s Job 
But as a Woman to Ordained Ministry
Patricia Martin Toschak

On May 4th, 1956 I celebrated my eighth birthday. It was in that year, my grandmother recalls, I 
announced that I wanted to be a Methodist minister just like our pastor, the Rev. Mary 
MacNicholl. (She was the first woman to become a full member of the Minnesota Annual 
Conference and the 11th in the nation.) 

In 1966, when I headed to Westmar College in LeMars, Iowa, the plan was to become an 
elementary teacher and serve as a missionary. In my first year, I failed a key course for a 
degree in elementary ed. The depression that followed brought me into contact with Dr. Linda 
Vogel, Westmar’s Professor of Christian Education. When she heard my understanding of my 
calling, she suggested I change my major to Christian Education. This decision helped me 
discover the depth of my call to be a pastor and/or a missionary.

In my second year of college, my fiancée, George Toschak, recognized his call to ministry as 
well. In the next years, as professors and others began to tell him about going on to seminary 
and how to connect with one’s annual conference, we both followed that advice – he in the Iowa 
conference and I in Minnesota.   
We married in 1969 and together went to United Theological Seminary in Dayton, Ohio, where I 
was one of 6 women students on campus. Often times when we ended up in the same class 
together, the professors would ask George what my final paper would be on, even if I was in the 
classroom. The second time this occurred he began to say, “I have no idea, ask her. She is right 
there.” 

In our third year of seminary, George took an internship in Pennsylvania. I took the year off and 
tried to be the pastor’s wife. I failed at it.
When I returned to Minnesota to meet with the District Committee on Ministry, the men 
interviewing me told me that their wives had all found great pleasure in being the pastor’s wife 
and then asked if I was sure this wasn’t what I really wanted to do with my life. I found the 
courage to tell them I was sure of my calling to pastoral ministry. 
While in seminary I came to an important realization that God had not called me to do a man’s 
job but had called me as a woman to the ordained ministry. This clarified that I didn’t need to be 
afraid to be feminine in my approach to preaching, calling and all the rest. This was part of the 
gift I could bring to ministry.

In 1972, I was ordained a deacon and in 1974 returned to Minnesota and requested an 
appointment of my own. I was appointed to South Haven and Kimball UMCs where for a short 
time my uncle, the Rev. H. Thomas Walker was my District Superintendent. He was always a 
strong supporter of mine and all women in ministry because it was the Rev. Mary MacNicholl 
who encouraged him to go to seminary to answer his call to ministry. In 1975 I was ordained an 
elder and the next year I found myself on the Board of Ordained Ministry.

In 1977, I became pregnant and after telling my husband, I immediately called my 
superintendent, the Rev. Delton Kruger. He congratulated me and said yes to helping work this 
out with my staff parish committee. I was afraid to tell them thinking they would ask me to leave. 
Instead, they were so excited for me that they burst into applause as they had been afraid 
George and I would not have children. They agreed to a maternity leave for three months (newly 
in the Discipline) and began to decide who would handle what while I was on leave. The lay 
leader volunteered to preach the whole three months.
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Seven years later, when Bishop Emerson Colaw call to say he and the cabinet want to meet 
with George and I to discuss something – we thought it might be the NW Dist. Supt 
appointment. So we discussed how we thought we would handle this with our adopted daughter 
due to arrive in May.  We met with the whole cabinet and I was asked to be the NW 
superintendent. Minnesota’s first woman District Superintendent.  But they wondered what 
George would do. Strongly hinting, it seemed to us, that one really good appointment per 
household was all they could do.  There was an audible sigh of relief from the whole cabinet 
when George announced that he would request a leave of absence to be a full time stay at 
home father.  

In general, I felt good about the response of the congregations and district I served.  There were 
at times surprise and confusion – such as at appointment interviews people automatically 
thought George was their new pastor; or other times members of the church I served would say 
to George that it was nice that his wife was so capable of helping him out; or on the district 
SPRCs would tell me, often at great length, why their next pastor could not be a woman – to 
which I’d have to disagree based on how they’d treated me. I found as a pastor and as a DS 
that loving the people for who they were, developing a good relationship with as many as 
possible, then gently encouraging them to think about new ideas and finally caring for all 
whether they approved of me or not – won the day.

For 40 years, I served the Minnesota Annual Conference in six appointments, at one 
Jurisdictional and five General Conferences, for 8 years on the General Commission of 
Christian Unity and Inter-religious Concerns and numerous conference board and committees. 
And I am truly grateful for the ways in which the ministry encouraged me to grow and trust God 
– truly transforming my life.
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Proud of Heritage of Strong Women Who Kept the Faith
Penny Fritze-Tietz

I remember when I was ten years old, my grandmother bemoaning the fact that not one of her 
grandsons seemed interested in or drawn to the ministry (Grandma's husband, father, and son 
were all Methodist clergy). I told her not to worry for I would marry a minister and thus keep a 
clergy in the family. It's laughable now but then it was the closest possible way to have another 
generation of clergy. I often wonder what my grandmother would say to her clergy 
granddaughter and great granddaughter!

There have always been clergy in my family—uncles, cousins, grand & great grandfathers and 
now, daughters. Can I say how proud I am of my heritage of strong women who kept the faith? 
Women who followed their calling to teach, yes, preach, pray, and witness to a steadfast God—
women who survived poverty, widowhood, illness, and, literally, bankruptcy to make their way in 
the world undaunted by what some would say.

Who were my role models? Women of faith in churches I attended and in churches I served. 
Women who did the hard work of hanging on even when things seemed darkest.

Most congregations accepted me and only silently and tactfully questioned "a women pastor." 
Some were hostile, most were welcoming and loving. The biggest obstacle to women in ministry 
was not congregations but rather the conference and clergy members. At the time I was 
ordained (1977), they didn't know what to do with me.

I remember meeting with the Board of Ordained Ministry. My husband, at the time, and I were 
being appointed to our first charge in Minnesota. One of the men (they were all men) on the 
board said, “Well, now, say it’s a rainy sleety, stormy night and your husband is out on a pastoral 
call and you’ve just tucked your children into bed. You get another phone call that someone else 
needs a pastoral call—what do you do?”   My response was “huh?!” and Ken Beck stood up and 
said, “Penny, don’t answer that.  That’s a stupid question. We wouldn’t ask that of anyone else, 
would we?” turning to the other members of the board.

When I was appointed to a church shortly after I was divorced, word on the street was "that 
church is going down the tubes." (Not only was I single but, divorced, a woman, and a single 
parent!). As I drove into the driveway of our new parsonage, we (my daughters, the dog, another 
girl, and myself) got out of the car to look around. About five minutes later a car pulled into the 
driveway behind me and two women got out and walked toward us. They greeted me with warm 
hugs saying, "We're so glad you're here." After introductions and conversation I asked "How in 
the world did you know we were here?"

“Oh, didn’t want to miss you. We've been driving past every fifteen minutes.  We’ve been waiting 
for you.”

As it happened, I had the last laugh, or smile, anyway. I believe that is (sort of) the way it is now 
with my daughter but for many different reasons. She who laughs, lasts. Grace and Peace. 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When God Wants You Somewhere, God Prepares a Way
Shirley Duncanson

My journey into ministry began in my childhood church, when I first sensed a call to ordination. It 
was a time when it was unusual for women to be in ministry and the pastor at the time, did not 
encourage me. I didn’t know how to tell my parents where my heart was leading. I sensed the 
call, but looked ahead as a sixteen year old and calculated the years of school I would need. I 
wanted to get married and have a family, so I put the call aside. The call to ministry never went 
away. At ages sixteen and nineteen, at twenty-four and twenty-eight I considered ministry. It’s 
persistence followed me through a divorce, until I finally said “yes.” When I answered the call, I 
discovered an abundance of grace. I learned that when God wants you somewhere, God 
prepares a way.    

 
Ministry was colored by my life experience. My youngest daughter was born in 1977 with a 
fifteen percent chance of survival. In the harrowing weeks as she battled for life, I began to keep 
a journal. I wrestled with the questions of life and death, grace being sufficient, God’s 
compassion and care.  Watching the people who hovered over my daughter, breathing life into 
her, I realized that God loves each of us with the same intensity I was seeing in her life.   

Again, it was colored by the years of poverty. I would look back on a church that taught me how 
to be a church. One that would help a person in need and support a person struggling to get 
beyond the place they were stuck in.  Before I could go to seminary, I first needed to get an 
undergraduate degree. I completed my BA at Metro State University, two months after I started 
seminary at United Theological Seminary of the Twin Cities. I was ordained as a deacon in 1985 
and an elder in 1989. 

 
I was the first woman pastor in a two point charge in southwest Minnesota. There was some 
hesitation, but I look back at that time as cherished by me and my children. Ecumenical services 
were a part of the culture in my rural churches. I treasured the comments of the Roman 
Catholics at those services, who would tell me how they wished that women could be priests.  

 
As a female in ministry, I learned that women are sought out by con artists, looking for easy 
money when they travel through towns. We were presumed to be a soft touch . . . and 
unfortunately, I was. There were churches where the authority of a female pastor was 
questioned more than a male pastor would experience. Some parishioners  questioned my right 
to be in ministry, simply because I was a woman. Yet, ministry shaped and formed me as a 
human being. It quickly taught me lessons in humility.  At my first church, the choir director told 
me, “Whatever you do, don’t sing with the microphone on.” There were faith stretching places. I 
learned a lot about human nature. I know I am a better person because I answered the call to 
ordination.  

I’ve found meaning being with people in times of crisis. I’ve found joy in lives that are turned 
around:  A couple finds each other, after losing their first spouses to cancer.  An impoverished 
single mom gets a degree and changes the future for her and her children. A family gets past 
old resentments and reconciles. A long awaited child is born. An addiction is overcome. It is a 
blessing to know that you are a part of what God is doing in the world.  

I was often surprised by people who would tell me that they had been praying for me. In each of 
my settings I have found people who encouraged, supported and inspired me. I have seen great 
kindness, courage and faithfulness among the people I’ve served. I have been blessed to hear 
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stories, to share in moments of both great joy and sorrow and be welcomed into the lives of 
those I’ve served. I have seen churches embrace a lost soul and create villages to raise a child. 
I learned that God always has someone who will remind you of your value and worth. In each 
setting there have been people who have humbled me by their devotion, goodness and 
genuineness of their faith.  

I have discovered in retirement, that the call to ministry doesn’t end. It is a life long calling to find 
ways to reach people with the love of God, to care and bless a life in whatever way you can and 
to share the good news.  

Destined for Ministry
Joan Williams Lilja

At times I think my life was destined to include ministry from the day I was born into a Methodist 
parsonage in 1944 to Stanley and Lilly Williams. I was surrounded with God's love, the love and 
care of my family, and of church families.  Of course it included the joys and tribulations of being 
a PK "preacher's kid". My call to ministry was gradual, yet persistent. 

I have vivid memories of attending an all-conference day when General Conference was held in 
Minneapolis, in 1956.  I was 12 years old.  It was the year when GC voted to ordain women for 
ministry.  It made a deep impression upon me.  I also recall attending many worship and 
ordination services as our family came to Annual Conference through my growing years.  I was 
in camps and conferences from preschool on through college, as camper and counsellor.  I 
majored in Religion, and minored in Christian Education at Hamline University in St. Paul.  

Upon graduation, I married the love of my life, Jerry.  We parented two children.  I focused my 
ministry in Christian Education in Austin, Mn,  and with the Minnesota Conference Education 
Field Service staff for many years.  In 1984 I entered United Theological Seminary in New 
Brighton, graduating in 1990 with a Masters Degree in Religious Studies.  I was consecrated as 
a Diaconal Minister.  In 1993 we moved to Roseville, Mn, as I became Minister of Christian 
Education at Centennial UMC.

In 1997, following the re-ordering of ministry by General Conference in 1996, I was ordained a 
Permanent Deacon.  I continued in ministry in Roseville until retiring in 2006.  Upon retiring, we 
moved to Lutsen.  I served as Chaplain to clergy and families of the Big Waters District for three 
years.  

I am forever thankful for the opportunities and experiences I have shared as a child growing up 
in a parsonage, to the present as a retired clergy in the Minnesota Conference of the United 
Methodist Church.
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Ministry Demanding and Yet, Joyful and Hopeful
Judy Zabel

Grace and peace!
It is a joy to celebrate the sixty year anniversary of Full Clergy Rights for women in the United 
Methodist Church. I am deeply grateful for the women who have come before me, blazing the 
trails that have made my journey much easier.  I am very grateful for their courage, their 
persistence and wisdom. Thank you!

My journey began many years ago in the Lutheran church. I began to sense my call to ministry 
as I offered my gifts for music ministry to the church when I was in my teens.  I had intended to 
serve God as a full time musician in the church when I went off to college in Northfield, MN as a 
music major at St. Olaf College. However, God led me on quite the journey to ordained ministry. 
I took a little sidetrack to Minneapolis College of Art and Design and Augsburg College and 
finished my degree in religion. I graduated and worked for a property management firm for 
seven years while going to seminary.  It took me six years to graduate from seminary because I 
had two of my three children while I was in seminary, and worked full time in property 
management. Whew! I was so tired and yet God can do more than we think is possible even 
when we are tired.

When I told my parents that I was considering seminary, neither one was very supportive. They 
believed that pastors are men. Period. But I decided that God’s call was more important than 
pleasing my parents so I enrolled. To soften the blow for my parents who were certain that I 
would lose my faith if I went to a liberal seminary, I went to Bethel Theological Seminary where I 
had an interesting education. There were no women’s bathrooms in the classroom building but 
there were students and faculty who asked me why I was there and one professor told our class 
that if women think they are called by God to ordained ministry, they are mistaken. I pressed on. 
Another said that God might call a woman to ordained ministry if men wouldn’t respond to their 
calls. Not a high view of God’s ability to find workers to harvest the field but nevertheless, I 
pressed on. Not all the people at Bethel discouraged women in ministry. The registrar was a 
woman and she introduced everyone she could to the Christians for Biblical Equality 
organization. Their work helped my parents come to a new understanding of women in ministry 
and they finally did come to accept and celebrate my call. I met many great people who were 
very supportive and forward thinking, including Jeanine Alexander, who has become a close 
friend and colleague.  

When I graduated from Bethel with an MDiv, I was the only woman in the MDiv. class.  I decided 
while I was still a student at Bethel that:

1. You will never convince people you have the chops for ministry if you are an angry woman 
trying to make a point. This is still true.

2. God can change even the most adamant and cantankerous person if you love them first, 
listen to them and show them you are competent and skilled. This transforms hearts on just 
about any issue but in terms of ministry credibility, it works 98% of the time. It isn’t enough to 
change people’s minds. You have to love them so God can change their hearts. This creates 
lasting and hopeful change.

3. I learned without a doubt that I was no longer Lutheran, I would never be Baptist and that I 
was a fully devoted United Methodist. I also learned that you learn more when you dialogue 
with people with whom you disagree and yet respect.  This lesson has served me well over 
the years of ministry. Don’t just hang around people with whom you agree. You have to have 
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multiple perspectives if you are really going make wise moves and stay open to being 
transformed yourself. 

Over the years, I have grown tremendously in my understanding of inclusivity and the 
importance of staying open enough to explore all four parts of the Wesleyan quadrilateral when 
considering difficult issues. What a wonderful, interesting and satisfying journey it has been. And 
I am grateful for all the mentors that have shown me that the grace of God is expansive and 
generous and all does really mean all.  

Ministry has been demanding and yet, also very joyful and hopeful. My husband Lyndy and I are 
both clergy who have worked full time throughout our ministry while raising three wonderful kids, 
one with special needs. It hasn’t been easy and I won’t say that I did it perfectly. I admire our 
younger clergy who seem to be much better at work life balance than I was when I was young.  
I have been blessed to serve four congregations and as a district superintendent.  I have had 
good mentors in each congregation and in the district.  All of my district superintendents and 
bishops have taken the time and the care to teach me how to be a better leader. I have learned 
important lessons over the last 27 years from each one of them. I am grateful. 
 
In my current appointment to Hennepin Avenue UMC, the congregation has joyfully welcomed 
me in every way possible. I am thankful for the great clergy staff, past and present who have 
paved the way for exciting ministry in the city. It is a joy to be a church where they still talk about 
Rev. Verda Aegerter who was a pioneer.  She was one of the first women to be appointed in the 
Minnesota Annual Conference. This congregation embraced her and they still speak fondly 
about her ministry. This is a congregation that has been shaped by many talented pastors and 
many of them were women. Did you know that Rev. Sally Howell Johnson has been here 30 
years? One great appointment!  I am grateful to be in this place of leadership by the grace of 
God. I do not know what the future will hold but I do know that God will lead us there. This is 
Christ’s church.   

Even as we struggle in the United Methodist Church over the many difficult decisions that must 
be made in order for us to move forward together, God is at work transforming hearts so that the 
reign of God can be made evident in our world today. And God is not finished with us yet!  And 
God is still calling women to transform the world! Each one of us must take seriously our call to 
mentor young women and men so they too can know the joy of serving God through the United 
Methodist Church. God will lead us through these exciting and scary times. Therefore, be bold 
and courageous, do not be discouraged. The Lord our God will go with us wherever we go. 
(Joshua 1:10)  I am thankful I journey with you into the future God has for us.  

May God bless you in your work and in your play! 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Being in the Business of Changing the Culture is a Great Privilege

Susan Nienaber

My experience is very different from many women my age and older. I was blessed with strong, 
female role models with my mother, maternal grandmother and great aunt. There was also 
another important blessing. When I was growing up my grandmother ran the medical practice 
for a married couple who were both physicians in this small community in Iowa. The “doctors”, 
as we called them, were working well into retirement age when I was born. I didn’t realize until I 
was an adult that Dr. Faye was one of the first women to attend medical school west of the 
Mississippi. So, I grew up assuming that women could do anything they wanted. 

I experienced my call to ministry at age 16 – three years after my mother died at age 44 of colon 
cancer. As I announced my call to ministry, I only experienced support and encouragement. It 
wasn’t until I went to college that I received the first comments and questions about whether or 
not it was even “correct” or “appropriate” for women to be in ministry. Experiencing such early 
support from my family, local church and hometown kept me from personalizing those 
comments.

When I graduated from seminary at the age of 26 I specifically asked the cabinet in my original 
conference (not Minnesota) to appoint me to a church that had never experienced a 
clergywoman. I felt confident that I could help a congregation make a positive adjustment. It did 
go very well – the congregation grew and thrived. However, I underestimated the toll and after a 
couple years I felt pretty isolated and burned out. I worked very hard in that setting because I 
knew how important it was for this congregation to have a good experience with their first 
clergywoman. What surprised me most was the reaction of the neighboring clergy in both our 
United Methodist denomination and in other traditions. That was where I experienced the 
greatest negativity. I had expected more difficulties with my church and greater support from 
clergy colleagues but that wasn’t what happened.

I learned quickly that a positive attitude, sense of humor, interpersonal skills and fruitfulness 
were my greatest tools in helping people adjust to having their first clergywoman. It’s hard to 
argue with increases in numbers, energy and vitality. However, I was too young to know how to 
really pace myself and became exhausted. Thank God for prayer and therapy!

I was married when I was first appointed and my husband, Jim, was a huge asset. He actually 
loved being in that small rural community (having grown up in large urban areas) and would still 
be there if I hadn’t had other aspirations. We have many, many hilarious stories of our time with 
this church. In fact, we even talk about writing a book or a play about our experiences. Even 
though it was draining, isolating and exhausting I have many fond memories. I felt so alive and 
learned so much in a short period of time. At such a young age it was good for me to be the one 
in charge and to have the experience of knowing that the buck stopped with me.

Finally, the most important thing I’ve learned is that it is not productive to play the role of victim 
when God calls you to be a pioneer. Being in the business of changing the culture around you 
is, in the end, a great privilege. I love this quote by Amber Housely:

You have a choice each and every single day.
I choose to feel blessed./I choose to feel grateful./I choose to be excited.
I choose to be thankful./I choose to be happy. 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Listening To The Voice Within…
Darrilyn “Dandy” Lewis

As I reflect on my calling and my years of ministry my heart is flooded with an overwhelming 
sense of God’s presence through “the still small voice within” but also through the love of many, 
many beautiful people.  My years of ministry allowed me to work in 3 annual conferences, in 8 
different churches, with 16 different senior pastors, and with thousands of wonderful lay people.

In the late 1950’s I was a woman who felt called to ministry but not to the traditional role of 
Ordained Elder (the only choice at the time.)  I wanted to focus primarily on Christian Education. 
I wanted to help children, youth, and adults learn and grow in their faith by providing all kinds of 
tools, resources and experiences that would help them gain skills to become rooted and 
grounded in their faith enabling them to go forth and live their faith in their daily life.

I knew if I followed this unique calling I would not have as secure a road to travel when it came 
to things like appointments, salary and pension benefits.  But I also knew what I felt in my heart 
and I wouldn’t find contentment in doing anything less. 
 
As I lived out this calling, in the United Methodist Church, I had the titles of Children’s Director, 
Youth Director, Christian Educator, Diaconal Minister and Pastor of Nurture and Discipleship.   
Obviously, it was a great joy for me when in 1997 (35 years after I began my ministry) the 
United Methodist Church finally recognized and embraced those of us who were called to 
specialized forms of ministry and allowed us to be ordained.  So I was proud to be a member of 
the first class of ordained Permanent Deacons in the United Methodist Church.  

At the beginning of my career what attracted me to the Methodist church in the first place, as a 
young person living in the south, in the 1950’s, was the stand of the Methodist church related to 
the Civil rights of all people.  The Methodist church was the main church I saw taking a stand of 
faith that was welcoming and inviting to all people.  I was very proud to be a part of that 
movement.

Through the years my greatest joy, has come and continues to come, from all the people with 
whom I walk this journey of faith.   The children, the youth, the adults - together, we pray, 
support, encourage, teach, learn, challenge, cry and love each other as we reach out in service 
to the world.  God is in our midst and I am thankful for the privilege that is mine to travel this 
journey with these kinds of wonderful people.
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I Had Joined that Great Cloud of Witnesses
Victoria Ashley

I didn’t realize when I was learning the Lord’s Prayer in Sunday School, singing songs around 
the campfire at church camp or attending a Disciple Bible Study class that God would one day 
call me to the ministry. I had no inkling what was to come as I became actively involved in the 
ministries at Brooklyn UMC.  

The awareness that something was changing in my life and that I should pay attention came 
during a presentation at a retreat. The topic was “What do you value?”  The speaker said 
“Examine your life. Where do you spend your time and your money. What gives you the greatest 
joy?” My response was immediate; the Church. 

God’s calling to a journey that started at age 6 began to unfold. A journey that would take me to 
seminary and then to Princeton, Spencer Brook, Racine, Sumner Center, Hopkins, Winnebago 
and Delevan. A journey where grace, forgiveness, love of God and love for others was 
embodied in the faithful Christians I was blessed to serve. Traveling with them I learned about 
joy and sorrow, birth and death, righteousness and redemption, justice and mercy. These were 
no longer abstract concepts but a way of life.

It’s been 20 years since I said “Yes” to God’s calling. The path hasn’t always been straight nor 
free of roadblocks and detours. More than once Jesus carried me. 

Now in retirement, I am mindful of the many women in our conference who answered God’s call 
and have faithfully served as ministers. The 50th celebration of full clergy rights for women was 
held in Minneapolis; the site of the 1956 General Conference.  Banners with hanging ribbons 
were carried into the celebration service. The number of ribbons hanging on a banner 
represented each woman who became clergy during a ten year period. On the first banner two 
large ribbons hung. On the last, the ribbons were very narrow so all would fit. I was honored and 
humbled to know my ribbon was on the banner for the 1990’s. I had joined that great cloud of 
witnesses; women in ministry in our conference who have faithfully served God.

My journey continues and I have no idea what’s next but I trust in God’s leading.  

Oh! May the God of green hope fill you up with joy, fill you up with peace, so that your believing 
lives, filled with the life-giving energy of the Holy Spirit, will brim over with hope! 
Romans 15:13 The Message
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Find Balance through Outside Activities and Friendships
Joyce Rosene

I grew up in the 1930’s in a neighborhood church, which was male dominated.  There was no 
feminine word for pastor or ministry that I knew. I admired the church secretary who asked me 
to fold worship bulletins on Saturdays. 

I became a United Methodist and met Verda Augeter.  She was an influence also. I was married 
and had 3 children by that time. Several Sunday school teachers and I attended workshops at 
United Seminary. One day a fellow student said, “Why don’t you become a minister? I think that 
is where you belong.” One professor, the oldest and greatly respected, encouraged me. My 
husband had his own business and worked 40 – 70 hours a week. Two children were in college 
and two were in high school so my time was more available. I completed the master of Religious 
Studies and began the M Div. I began the UMC application for ministry.  

My first appointment came about in a very helpful pattern. Hamline had not had a second Pastor 
for many years. Bruce Buller began conversations in adult Sunday School classes, UMW, choir, 
etc. They discussed the possibility of a pastor of a different race, culture, language or gender.  
Questions were dealt with openly and honestly so I came into an accepting situation. Teaching 
Adult Sunday school classes and attending various meetings were helpful.  The number of 
business and professional women was also a positive factor. 

The pastor and staff were supportive, as were most of the congregation.  I don’t recall any 
negative comments from members, but there was one from a wedding I officiated.  A man called 
me to a space away from the reception and said, “I need to talk to you. I am the bride’s uncle, 
and I want to know if this thing is legal?”  

Having time for family was sometimes difficult.  Church members would sometimes tell me to 
take time for myself and for my family. They meant it!  My family was often present at work and 
special events. Once the Senior Pastor’s wife and my husband poured tea at a special party. 
I would encourage men and women to enter ministry.  I admit time is precious.  I would also 
encourage some outside activities and friendships for a balance in one’s life. Go on retreats!  
Sometimes as a leader sometimes as a participant!  Have fun as you teach and learn. I like to 
create word games, puzzles and searches to introduce new words and terms to become 
familiar. 

I had an interesting experience leading two adult Bible studies. The content and scripture were 
identical, but I found the responses and questions interestingly very different. Both groups were 
well attended and had good participation. The first was a daytime group of women, the second 
an evening with men and women. I am thinking the composition of each group, same gender or 
mixing genders, home during the day or working, shaped their responses. I feel there is a need 
for both same gender groups as well as mixed.  We learned more together and more 
importantly had fun with each other. 

I have a funny true story: Our confirmation youth group was invited to attend a festival at our 
local Reformed Jewish Temple and the staff person said, “We understand the Methodists’ stand 
on alcohol. There will be a special tray with glasses for your youth group with grape juice.  It will 
be clearly labeled for them.” It was a gala evening, and do 9th graders believe in reading signs? 
Of course not!  Our youth exclaimed that it was the best grape juice they had ever tasted.  Not 
one parent called me to complain! 

�52



God Made it Abundantly Clear

Deb Walkes

I grew up a preacher’s kid.  Life revolved around the church and I enjoyed most of it, disliked 
some of it but never considered parish ministry to be something I could or wanted to do.  
I went to Augsburg College, a good Lutheran school and took some religion classes.  I loved 
them.  It met a need in me that adult Sunday school couldn’t meet.  Because I came home and 
talked about these with excitement and other reasons too, my dad asked me if I had considered 
becoming a minister.  I was quite adamant that I had seen the church or ministry from the 
“inside” and wanted no part of it.

It wasn’t until I had more life experience and became an active member of a local church that I 
realized that no matter how much a part of the church I was, there was always a longing for 
something more or different.  Finally God made it abundantly clear that ordained ministry was 
the direction in which I needed to be moving.  I followed, kicking and screaming at times, 
anxious at times, and excited at times.  Ministry has been that way, ever since.

At one parish there was a family.  She had grown up in this particular church.  He had been 
raised Catholic.  She had converted when they married.  By the time I was appointed to this 
church they had become United Methodist.  They had daughters who had been baptized in the 
Catholic Church and now she was pregnant again.  He was the only one in his family who was 
not attending a Catholic Church.  Baptism was going to be a topic of conversation.  They asked 
me to do it and I agreed.  I suggested that they tell his grandmother before church that the 
pastor who would be presiding over the baptism was a woman.  From what I understand, that 
conversation never came up.

As it was told to me they walked into church and sat down.  I came in and the great 
grandmother cried, “It’s a woman!”   A certain amount of shushing went on.  It came time for the 
Scripture reading.  The lectionary Gospel reading for that day differed from the Roman Catholic 
assigned reading.  “She didn’t read it all!”  “SHH.”

The baptism itself went gloriously. At the house after lunch the baby’s grandmother (father’s 
side) turned to me and said in a nice, questioning way, “So, you’re ordained?”  I was an 
ordained deacon working towards elders’ orders.  I decided a simple yes was better than 
explaining the United Methodist process.

Gender whether as clergy or in any vocation or profession still seems to be an issue for many 
people.  That is unfortunate.  Someday I hope all the differences that still seem to matter so 
much today, will be gone, because respect for the child of God that we all are, is foundational 
and all other diversity needs to be celebrated or at least accepted. 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Bishop Sharon Brown Christopher
Bishop Christopher, a native of Corpus Christi, Texas, is a graduate of Southwestern University, 
Georgetown, Texas, and has a Master of Divinity degree from Perkins School of Theology, 
Dallas.

She was ordained an elder in the Wisconsin Conference in 1972, and served as Director of 
Christian Education, then associate pastor, at First United Methodist Church, Appleton; she 
served at Butler and Germantown: Calvary United Methodist Churches; and Aldersgate United 
Methodist Church, Milwaukee, before spending five-and-one-half years as District 
Superintendent of the Eastern District. She became the assistant to Bishop David Lawson in 
January, 1986.

In July 1988, was elected to the episcopacy by the North Central Jurisdictional Conference. Her 
first assignment in that role began in September, 1988, as Resident Bishop of the Minnesota 
Area. In 1996, she was assigned to the Illinois Area, where she 
currently still serves.

Bishop Christopher has written about her experiences in the book: 
“Leading Women: Stories of the First Women Bishops of United 
Methodism” by Judith Craig

Other books about UMC clergy women:

“Breaking Through the Stained Glass Ceiling: Women Pastoring Large Churches,” editors the 
Reverends  HiRho Y. Park and Susan Willhauck - See more at: http://www.gbhem.org/article/
new-e-book-features-women-pastors#sthash.axN3ixwX.dpuf

“Anna Howard Shaw, the Story of a Pioneer” by Anna Howard Shaw 

“Breaking Barriers—An African-American Family and the Methodist Story” Angella Current

“But They Won't Talk with a Woman: The Processing of a Model for Confronting Justice Issues 
Between Female and Male Clergy” edited by Leta Gorham & Thomas W. Waitschies

“Courageous Past-Bold Future: The Journey Toward Full Clergy Rights for Women in the United 
Methodist Church” by Patricia J. Thompson
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Bishop Sally Advises Being Clear about Wanting to Serve
As Interviewed by Carolyn Smith

God blessed Sally Dyck with a Mennonite upbringing through which she experienced a strong 
social system coupled with opportunities for leadership at an early age. She was the youth 
group president and, at only 14, she volunteered for a service project that was eye-opening. 
This began a lifetime of travel, meeting new people and going new places. She vied with the 
pastor’s son, who was one of her best friends, for top of the class for their 8th grade graduation. 
After giving her winning speech, his father said, “You did a really good job. Too bad you’re a girl. 
You’d make a great preacher.” 

Bishop Dyck was a nursing major when a 
Presbyterian chaplain named Sharon Parks 
opened her eyes to feminism and a different role 
for women in the church. “It took me awhile to 
figure out that she was a minister. That was a big 
awareness for me,” said Bishop Dyck. “I call her my 
‘calling made flesh’.” Parks is now a well-known 
writer on leadership and faith development. 

Just knowing women could be ministers opened 
the door for Bishop Dyck to explore the possibility. 
She wanted to be the pastor of a Mennonite Church 
but that was not to be. She became a United Methodist while at Boston University School of 
Theology. “I was also influenced to a certain extent by the fact that my husband—also at BUSTh
—was a United Methodist.” Bishop Judy Craig of the East Ohio Conference nurtured her along. 
When Bishop Dyck was ordained a deacon in 1977 and an elder in 1981, she was not part of 
the first wave of women clergy but women in the pulpit were still new enough that there were 
some challenges. She was appointed to 3 different churches of various sizes in the Cleveland 
area between 1979 and 2004. One church had ever had a female pastor and church members 
thought they would be closed in a matter of months. She was appointed there for five years. “I 
think what was hard for them was that they had Baptist relatives they had to defend me to.”  

Bishop Dyck was a District Superintendent in the East Ohio Conference and was consecrated a 
bishop in 2004. Her first episcopacy was in the Minnesota area, 2004 through 2012, and now 
she is in the Northern Illinois Conference. In her capacity as a bishop, she has especially 
enjoyed meeting interesting people. She once had lunch with Walter Mondale and then a day or 
two later, lunch again with an organic farmer with dredlocks to the middle of his back. “Both 
were fascinating,” she said and she enjoyed the contrast. 
Bishop Dyck has been married to Rev. Kenneth Ehrman who is also a United Methodist elder 
since 1976. For a time they were appointed to neighboring churches. She said, “My husband 
has been incredibly supportive of my ministry throughout the years. We lived in ‘my’ parsonage 
and he did much of the commuting. It prevented a disadvantage for me. We never really wanted 
to serve the same church together. Most of our ministry we both served a local church so we 
were on the same weekly schedule, but both have had ministries beyond the local church and 
that sometimes put us off schedule with each other. One would be gearing up to Sunday and 
the other gearing down for the weekend. Right now he is in field education at Garrett-
Evangelical Theological Seminary in Evanston, IL, but I preach most Sundays.”
Bishop Dyck advises anyone who is thinking of the ministry, female or male, to be really clear 
about wanting to serve. Then it’s just like any professional decision, you consider the 
advantages and the disadvantages. There are still places where the concept of women in 
ministry is questioned, but there are also places where it’s an advantage. 

“No profession is perfect. You will miss some part of Christmas dinner or some vacation or an 
anticipated gathering,” she said. “You just go with the flow and don’t fight against it.” 



The following is excerpted from the 
Archives of Hamline UMC 1957-1960
Casting Long Shadows: 125 Years at Hamline United Methodist 
Church, which was published in 2006.
The question of women attending General Conference had long been resolved, and the issues of 
segregation and granting women clergy full rights were now hotly debated. The latter issue was 
finally resolved at the General Conference held in Minneapolis in May 1956. Later that year, the 
Minnesota Annual Conference celebrated an historic moment at Hamline Church, as the first 
woman in Minnesota to receive full clergy rights was made a trial member of the conference. 
Though other women had preached in Minnesota Methodist churches before her, they did not 
have the benefit of belonging to the conference. Mary MacNicholl  had already a seminary 
degree from Drew University in New Jersey. As Ken Beck recounted:
“She was ready, and so when the time came – it was like Lincoln said, ‘I will study and prepare 
myself, and perhaps the day will come.’ She had done that. Of course Jeanne Audrey Powers 
was working at Boston getting her degree – but when the door opened, [Mary] was already there. 

MacNicholl had been ordained deacon in 1950, and elder in 1952. She was voted into full 
membership in the conference in 1958.
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Bishop Stanley B. Coors and Mary MacNicholl,  
the first woman to receive full clergy rights in 
Minnesota.

This was shared by Mary Hurmence who also reflected 
about Mary: Mary served a number of years in Wykoff, and 
was Pat Toschak's pastor during her growing up years.  



At the 50th Anniversary of Full Clergy Rights a Vision Wall 
was created. Here are the thoughts from the wall:

• Do it!

• Full rights for all people regardless of color, economic status, gender, sexual orientation and 
differing abilities and disabilities. God calls all of us.

• Bless the clergywoman. Ever onward and upward. Keep the faith!

• And NOW for our sisters and brothers who are gay or lesbian, transgendered or bisexual.

• A church fully inclusive, truly catholic.

• Welcome our gay and lesbian and bisexual and transgendered brothers and sisters in full 
partnership in all our ministry.

• My work is to witness to the redeeming love of God in this community and world in the midst 
of God's deconstructing the church and to point to and celebrate the new thing God is doing, 
building in our midst.

• In the world, open to the world of grace, compassion and truth.

• Full clergy rights for gay, lesbian, transgender and bisexual children of God

• Full lay and clergy rights for our gay, lesbian, transgender, and bisexual sisters and brothers

• Standing on the shoulders of the witnesses who have paved the way we peer into the future 
unafraid, a future, a world, colored by resurrection hope and faithful witness.

• All congregations reconciling/full clergy rights for our lgbt friends/sacred blessing of all unions

• May God's love shine; equality for all

• Pastors with the shepherd's heart, with deep concern for people, that all may know love, 
justice, and equality, and that the spirit

• of Jesus Christ might be shared from their own personal friendship with Jesus.

• A church convening courageous companions, committed to creative change, engaging the 
church, the local community, and the world community in the process of creative 
transformation.

• Freedom in Christ/all embraced/truly included as precious children of God

• Deacons, imagined and birthed by God, finally full included

• Full inclusion of all God's children in ministry -- GLBT -- when dear God, when? How will we 
be prophets for justice?

• A vision of a church which gives full rights to all and encourages all to participate fully despite 
race, gender, sexual orientation. A vision of the MN Annual Conference and the entire UMC 
filled with color and diversity.

• Full clergy rights regardless of sexual orientation. Elimination of the "stained glass ceiling" and 
full support of women and men in music ministry, drama ministry, and the arts in our church.

• A church truly of open hearts, open minds, open doors accepting fully our gay and lesbian 
sisters and brothers. Let God break through.
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• It's my vision that some of the young women led by God enter this service and migrate to 
Europe where I read in the morning paper that a great many profess no faith in God. They say 
they are atheists -- God can change that and may some of our women be among those called 
to the mission.

• None shall be left out. None shall be shunned.

• My vision is a church which affirms ministry on the edge -- beyond the institutional walls -- to 
serve the least of our sisters and brothers.

• An authentic voice -- speaking with courage and truth, proclaiming God's justice, resisting 
intolerance, opening doors, loving all.

• A vision of sustenance for all God's people and the earth To love to tell the story of God's love 
for all!

• God is trying hard to help women to be the people they were meant to be! Praise God!

• A table where all are welcome and where all are able to serve

• That the church may function totally out of its connection to God

• God will no longer be thought of as a Santa Claus in the sky awarding healing and comfort to 
some and not others but rather a God that will be accepted as a sacred presence in all of 
creation, giving us through our creation the responsibility of loving wastefully, living as whole 
beings, and sharing care with others and the world

• Female pastors will seem as normal as female educators/sexual orientation will be an 
uninteresting aspect of any person

• A vision of boldness to inspire, encourage and empower God's people to be as Jesus as 
transformers and peacemakers for justice

• I have a vision of a day when all people will see the church as a place of transformation and 
welcome

Compiled by Rev. Michelle Hargrave

So how are we doing? Are some of the visions met? Do some need more work? What can we 
do to continue the vision of  clergy women in the MN Annual Conference of the United Methodist 
Church? 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Thank You
Carolyn and I, along with the entire MN-COSROW would like to thank all the clergy women of 
the United Methodist Church of MN who submitted stories for this publication. We enjoyed 
reading them as we worked on this publication. We would have loved to sit with each one and 
further explore their stories. 
Encapsulating years of ministry into a few short sentences and paragraphs is difficult. Many of 
the women were surprised at how difficult it was to write the stories. And some told us that they 
just weren’t able to do it; not because of time constrains but because they weren’t sure how to 
communicate their story.

These stories, the ones that weren’t shared because women clergy are working long hours and 
couldn’t carve out the time to write ‘one thing more’, the ones that aren’t able to be shared and 
all the experiences they represent is why MN-COSROW continues to serve the MN Annual 
Conference, continues to advocate for full participation of women in the conference, continues 
to partner with the UMW and continues to educate men and women of the conference in the 
reality of life as a woman in the UMC. 

Thank you to Kathy Johnson, archivist for providing us with the chart of clergy women and their 
dates of credentialing.  

If you are interested in joining COSROW—MN contact 
• Faye Christensen (fayechris@frontiernet.net) or 
• Rev. Debra Jene Collum (revdeb54@gmail.com) co-chairs of MN—COSROW  

A similar publication was published by the Commission of Archives and History of the MN 
Annual Conference in 1978. The History and Ministerial Record of the Women Ministers Of 
TheMinnesota Annual Conference of the United Methodist Church—1856-1977; Compiled and 
Written by The Rev. Elsie Hartman. This document is available from the Archives as a PDF.
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The following list of Clergywomen in the MN Annual Conference was provided by Kathy 
Anderson, Conference Archivist.

In the lists, “Hartman” refers to the fact that these clergy women have their stories in the book 
by The Rev. Elsie Hartman that was published in 1978 called The History and Ministerial Record 
of the Women Ministers Of The Minnesota Annual Conference of the United Methodist Church
1856-1977. This publication is available from the archivist. 

How Can I Turn Them Away
Elsie Hartman as told by Beverly Richmond Allin

Here is a delightful and prophetic story about Rev. Hartman that is found on line from Hill City 
UMC, Hill City, MN

My name is Beverly Richmond Allin.  I grew up in Hill City.  When I was nearly six years of 
age, smack dab in the middle of the depression, my family moved to Hill City, and shortly 
after we arrived, the Reverend Elsie Hartman came to call on us.  Only my mother and I 
were home.  She introduced herself.  Welcomed us to Hill City.  Inquired about our family, 
and then she told us about the Hill City Church, the Sunday School, emphasizing the 
importance of Christian education for children.  She assured us we would be most welcome 
at the church any time.  After she left, I said to my mother, “I’d like to try that.”  She said, “I 
don’t care.”  So the next Sunday I walked all the way from the South end of town to the 
church to go to Sunday school.  Every one there smiled a lot.  I liked that; so I decided to 
stay for church too.  I chose a pew near the front and I sat near the aisle, and that became 
my spot Sunday after Sunday.One Sunday something strange happened.  I saw the minister 
dip her hand in a bowl of water and put it on a baby’s head.  She said, “I baptize you.”  I 
knew that was something that had never been done to me, and I wondered if that was 
something that was required if you wanted to belong to the church.  Sometime later I heard 
the minister announce that they would have baptism for infants and children.  So the next 
Sunday I dressed Churl, my four year old brother, in a little white suit that my mother had 
made out of flour sacks.  I told him that we were going to church to get baptized.  So when 
the minister said, “It is time for infants and children to be presented for baptism,” I took my 
little brother’s hand and we walked down the aisle to be baptized.  No parents, no sponsors, 
just two little children wanting to be baptized, and we were.When I was an adult, Rev 
Hartman said to me, “When I saw those two children coming down the aisle,  I prayed, ‘Lord 
I cannot turn them away.” That’s when I first met Elsie Hartman.
http://www.hillcityunitedmethodist.com/node/33
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Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016
Name Deacon Elder UB	licensed

ME	local	
preacher

Local	
Deacon Local	Elder

Aastuen,	
Holly	
Williams

1986 1990

Aegerta,	
Verda 1974

Albers,	
Gay	
Moreland

1993 1995

Alexander,	
Gail 1979 1983

Alexander,	
Jeanine	
Elizabeth

1992 1995

Amaral,	
Joanne 2010

Anderson,	
Jennifer	
(Hill)

2007

Andrus,	
Mabel Hartman 1907

Arnold,	
Kathy	
Schuler

1977

Ashley,	
Victoria	Lee 1996 2003

Ashton,	
Karen 2009

Barbour,	
Pamela 1988 1990

Barker,	
Janet	Kay 1993 1996

Benjamin,	
Audrey 1984 1986

Benjamin,	
Joann	Alma	
Haag

1989 1997

Benson,	
Marilee

1980	
American	
BapPst

Binnie,	
Carrie 2010

Blons,	
Susan	Noble 1977

Boche,	
Laurie	Ann 2014 2005

Bohlke,	
Gwendolyn 2006

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016
Name



Borgeson,	
Lynn	Carol 1994 1997

Bostrom,	
Katherine Hartman

Brandt,	
Kaye	R. 2004

Brown,	
Clara Hartman 1914

Brown,	
Linda	Leigh 2010

Brudevold,	
Anna	E. Hartman

Bruins,	
Karen	Ann	
ChaVield

1989 1997

Bryden,	
Susan	D.	
Smith

1995 1999

Buckley,	
Mary	Lisa 1993 1996

Bull,	
Dorothy 2005

Bur,	Amy	Jo 2008

Burkhart,	
Lois	Andrea	
Omacht

1995 1997

Cain,	Mary	
Elizabeth	
(Mrs.	I.	N.)

Hartman 1895	UB

Cannon,	
Nellie Hartman 1908

Carothers,	
Constance	
O.

Hartman Hartman

Christmas,	
Linda	
Nyholm

Hartman Hartman

Ciesluk,	
Diane 2005 2010

Clark,	Alma 1952 1956

Clark,	Judith 1992 1996

Clausen,	
Debra	Lee 1983 1986

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016

Deacon Elder UB	licensed
ME	local	
preacher

Local	
Deacon Local	Elder

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016
Name
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Coburn,	
Patricia Hartman

Collum,	
Debra	Jene 1996 1998

Colton,	Paul	
Kathleen 2007

Cooper,	
Peggy 1975 1977

Davis,	
Glenna Hartman 1926	UB

Day,	Linda	
Marie 1993 1996

Dempewolf,	
Donna 2008

DeVogel,	
Susan 1975	(New	England	Conf)

Dickerson,	
Rhoda	Jane

1921,	
CongregaPo
nal

Downs,	
Grace 1925 1927 1925	ME 1927	ME

Dreager,	
Donna	Stacy 1998

Duncanson,	
Shirley 1985 1989

Elliot,	Jean	
Mary 2011

Ellis,	Lynda 1987 1991

Englebretse
n,	Alice Hartman 1933	ME 1939	ME

Evans,	
Marilyn	
Hegert

1992 1996

Evans.	Linda 1997

Fish,	Mrs.	G.	
W. Hartman

Fithian,	
Marylee 1988 1990

Fogo,	
Gretchen	
Walby

1977 1980

Foote-Blum,	
F.	Elaine	 1987 1990

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016

Deacon Elder UB	licensed
ME	local	
preacher

Local	
Deacon Local	Elder

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016
Name
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Ford,	Donna	
Lou 1983 1986

Frye,	Alma Hartman 1909	UB 1925

Gesling,	
Linda 1976 1979

Goode,	
Cheryl	
Marie	
(Williams)

1989 1992

Goold,	Be\y	
Jane 1950-51 1950-51

Grays,	Edith
In	England	prior	to	coming	
to	US

Gregorson,	
Cindy 1984 1988

Grounds,	
Linda	Kay 1992 1997

Haberman,	
Joyce	
Maxine

1962

Hamilton,	
Nessie Hartman 1929

Handlon,	
Nancy	
Wheeler

1983 1988

Hargrave,	
Michelle 1990 1993

Hartman,	
Elsie 1920	ME 1928,	ME 1930	ME

Heerwald-
SIner,	
Brooke

2007 2010

Hegele,	
Sharon 1997

Hinker,	
Patricia	
Brink

1985 1988

Hograbe,	
Ruth	Ann 1991 1995

Homan,	
Melanie 2007

Hoover,	
Jennie Hartman 1921

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016

Deacon Elder UB	licensed
ME	local	
preacher

Local	
Deacon Local	Elder

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016
Name
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Horn,	
Katherine	
Sampson

1972 1975

Hoster,	
Terry	
Champion

Hartman

Hurmence,	
May	Elaine 1973 1976

Hutchens,	
Marva	Jean 1979 1981

Jamison,	
Marcia 2010

Jardone,	
Florence	
Resor

Hartman 1924	ME 1926	ME

Johnson,	
Agnes Hartman 1934 1936	ME

Johnson,	
Nancy	Jo	
Titus

1998

Johnson,	
Sally	Howell 1998

Johnson,	
Sharon 1989 1992

Johnson,	
Walborg Hartman

Johnston,	
Nancy	J 1976

Kantonen,	
Laurie 2008

Keen,	Mary 1982 1986

Kennedy,	
Cynthia	
Lynn

2012

Kildow,	
Marnie 1973 1976?

King	Quale,	
Debra	Lynn 1998 2012

King,	
Brenda	Lea	
Kramer

1992 1997

Kitchell,	
Mary 2005

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016

Deacon Elder UB	licensed
ME	local	
preacher

Local	
Deacon Local	Elder

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016
Name

�65



Klason,	
Heather

1999	
American	
BapPst

Koelman,	
Linda	Lee 1996 2001

Koppes.	
ChrisPna 2005 2008

Koser,	Erica	
Jo PD	2015

Kothlow,	
Wanda 2003 2006

Kraus,	Mary 1971 1974

Larsen,	
Amanda 2006 2009

Larson,	
Janet	Eileen	
"Boots"

1997

Lawton,	
Sarah	Anne 2010 2014

Lew,	Helen	
Powell	Fixon Hartman

Lewis,	
Darrilyn	
"Dandy"

1997

Lewis,	
Melba	Sue 1995 2001

Lick,	Carissa	
Anne PD	2015

Lilja,	Joan	
Marie	
Williams

1997

Lindgren,	
Barbara	
Jean

1990 1995

Lisle,	
Margery 1982 1984

Loken,	
Marilyn 1995 2002

Lopez,	
Elizabeth	
Ann

1972 1977

Lum,	Mrs.	E.	
M. Hartman 1892,	withdrew	1893	UB

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016

Deacon Elder UB	licensed
ME	local	
preacher

Local	
Deacon Local	Elder

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016
Name
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Lundeen,	
Be\y 1981 1984

Lunemann,	
Amanda	
Rae

PE2013

Macaulay,	
Elizabeth 1997 2001

MacNichol,	
Mary 1956 1958 1950 1952

Mades,	
Suzanne 1984 1986

Mahle,	
Katherine	
AusPn

1976 1979

Marcy,	Lillie Hartman 1902

MarIneau	-
Dunlop,	
Janice
MarInson,	
Donna	Jean 1996 2001

McDonald,	
Tiffany	Jo 2007

McKee,	
Cynthia 2006

Melin,	
Emma	Jean 1999

Menne,	
Kathleen 2010

Merlin-
Molstad,	
Amanda

1983 1988

Messenbrik,		
Becky	Jo 1995 1997

Mikkelson,	
Kathryn Hartman

Miller,	
Michelle	
Spargo

2007 2011

Mills,	
Sharon 1987 1991

Moore,	
Barbara 2003 2007

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016

Deacon Elder UB	licensed
ME	local	
preacher

Local	
Deacon Local	Elder

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016
Name
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Morey,	
Janet	
Coomer

1982 1986

Morey,	
Rachel	
MacIver

2006Kansas	
West

2009

Morgan,	
Paula		(Mrs.	
Gerald)

Hartman 1945-1947

Mullin,	
Susan	Marie 2015

Musser,	
Susan 1975

Myers,	
Judith	Ellen 1993 1996

Nelson,	
Diane 2000 2003

Nelson,	
Sharon	Jean 1994 1997

Nelson,	
Shirley	Rae 2001 2005

Neuger,	
ChrisPe	
Cozad

1979 1981

Nielsen,	
Delores	
"Lori"

1987 1994

Nielsen,	
Mary	Ellen 1978 1981

Nienaber,	
Susan	
Richey

1986 1989

Noah,	
Nancy	June	
Johnston
Noren,	
Carol 1982 1986

North,	
Brenda 2001 2003

Oliphant,	
Mrs.	J.	T. Hartman 1910

Olson,	
Diane 1997

Olson,	
Michelle PE2010 2016

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016

Deacon Elder UB	licensed
ME	local	
preacher

Local	
Deacon Local	Elder

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016
Name
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Osborn,	
Sharon	
Rigby

1988 1992

OPensman,	
Jean 1990 1994

Ozanne,	
Marianne PE2010 2016

Parks,	Hilda 1985 1987

Perrine,	
Pamela 2001

PeRt,	
Jeane\e 1997

Phelps,	
Ruth 1984 1987

Pieh,	
Barbara	Ann 1976

Pierce,	Fern	
Marjorie Hartman 1959

PiPakin,	Elin Hartman
1929	
(Michigan)

Postlewaite,	
Martha	
Anne

1981 1984

Powers,	
Jean	Audrey 1958 1961

Putzke,	
Susan	Ann PE2015

Ramstad,	
Ruth	Ann 1997 2000

Rasmussen,	
Cindy	Marie 1898 1992

Rebeck,	
Victoria 2000

Redman,	
Janiece 1999 2003

Rohrer,	Ila
never	
ordained

Rollins,	Jean 1987 1989

Rosene,	
Joyce 1974 1978

Rosso,	Leah 2003 2006

Saarf,	Ora Hartman 1907

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016

Deacon Elder UB	licensed
ME	local	
preacher

Local	
Deacon Local	Elder

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016
Name
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Schilling,	
Be\y 1982 1986

Schlabach,	
Inez Hartman 1920	ME

Schneider-
Bryan,	
Katherine

1979 1981

Schroder-
Hacklander,	
Kay

2013

Schuler,	
Kathy 1977 1979

Schuler,	
Loronda 2009

Schultz,	
Anna Hartman 1919

Seavey,	
Karen	Marie 1995 2000

Sechrist,	
Rebecca	
Lynn

1991 1994

Serdar,	
Pamela 2001 2004

Shaw,	Ellen	
Bie\ler 1944 1960-1970s 1944 1946

Shelby,	
Elaine
Shields,	
Marjory	
Janet

1997

Sidner,	Jean	
Johnson 2000 2005

Sims,	Mrs.	
Luverne Hartman 1960-1961 1957

Slostad,	
Joyce 2001 2004

Starkey,	
Whitney 2012 2015

Sturm,	Lora	
Rose PE2015

Suiter,	M.	
Elizabeth 1969 1970

Talbot,	
Anna Hartman 1895	UB

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016

Deacon Elder UB	licensed
ME	local	
preacher

Local	
Deacon Local	Elder

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016
Name
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Tappe,	Mary 1981 1984

Teitz,	Lois	
Penelope	
(Penny)	
Fritze

1974 1978

Thomas,	
Gloria	
Roach

1995 2000

Thompson,	
Frances	
(Mrs.	W.	E.)

1920	ME

Tobler,	Alice	
Virginia 1996 2002

Todd,	Delia Hartman 1899	UB

Tollgaard,	
Mariah	
Furness

2009 2013

Toschak,	
Patricia	
Ellen	MarPn

1972 1975

Townley,	
Cathy 1991

Trana,	Dale	
Carmen	
Eslinger

Hartman

Van	Buren,	
Corinne	
Elisabeth

1997

Victorin-
Vangerud,	
Nancy

1986 1988

Wagner,	
Clara Hartman 1933	ME 1935	ME

Walkes,	
Deborah	
Marie

1990 1993

Walvatne,	
Carol	
Harding

1998 2001

Warner,	
Rachel PE2015

Wehrman,	
ChrisPne	
Kliesen

2011 2014

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016

Deacon Elder UB	licensed
ME	local	
preacher

Local	
Deacon Local	Elder

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016
Name
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Westlake,	
Carolyn 2001 2003

Westlee,	
Judith 1981 1985

Wilcox,	
Phyllis 1993 1996

Williams,	
Cynthia	
Diane

2010 2015

Wills,	Sally	
Wizik 1997

Witman,	
Cynthia	Ann 1976

Wolfe,	Edith	
Gates Hartman 1896	UB

Wolley,	
Mrs.	
William

Hartman 1921-1922

Woodward,	
Deanne 1982 1985

Yanchury,	
Cynthia	
Joyce

1998

Zaagsma,	
Carol 2007 2010

Zabel,	
Judith	
Kreager

1989 1994

Zielinski,	
Kathleen 1986 1989

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016

Deacon Elder UB	licensed
ME	local	
preacher

Local	
Deacon Local	Elder

Clergy	Women	of	the	
MN	Annual	Conference	
1892-2016
Name
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