
Dear Friends, 

 

Something “big” happened to me when I was a twenty-four year old living in Manhattan. At that 

time I had already started seminary – but without a clue as to what my future would be. I had 

simply begun my studies knowing that God was calling me to something and I had better start 

preparing for whatever that something might be. While I was in seminary (in Pasadena, 

California) I stepped into the Episcopal Church for the first time, and although I immediately fell 

in love with TEC, I still had no idea that women could be ordained to the deaconate or to the 

priesthood. That opening up of the church had started just a few years earlier, and I had yet to see 

(or even hear of) female clergy.  

 

Back to the beginning of my story. I found myself in Manhattan (another story for another day) 

working at NYU Medical Center and picking up a course at Union Theological Seminary. I also 

began to attend Grace Church on 9th and Broadway. I was minding my own business at church 

one Sunday morning, when a quite shocking thing happened. A woman climbed up into the 

pulpit and delivered a sermon. She then proceeded to the altar and presided over Eucharist. I was 

absolutely floored. 

 

Now, you would think that I would be rejoicing at the discovery of a woman priest. Believe me, I 

was not rejoicing. Instead, my hands turning clammy, the sweat beading up on my forehead, and 

my stomach began churning with anxiety. For as I listened and watched, the horrible, horrible 

realization hit me: that is the something God is calling me to do! I suddenly had a name for that 

which I could never think or imagine until I saw it right in front of me, up close and personal. It 

was horribly frightening because I am such an introverted, shy person (which I know, may come 

as a surprise to some of you but it is true). I’m the kid who passed out in English class when I 

had to give an oral report. I’m the girl who broke out in hives every time I had to speak publicly. 

I was ready to do “anything” that God called me to do – but how in the world could it be that? 

 

I obviously got over my fears and anxieties (well, mostly). But I never forgot that singular 

moment, sitting in the pew when the scales fell off my eyes and I simply knew what God had in 

store for me. And so it was with great delight and anticipation that I heard the news that the 

Reverend Fleming Rutledge would be the speaker at our Diocesan Clergy Conference last 

month. For you see, Fleming was the woman who had preached and stood at the table. She was 

the instrument of the Holy Spirit that clarified the trajectory of my life.  

 

For the year that I lived in Manhattan I attended Fleming’s Bible Study every week. It was life-

changing. There is nothing like seeing the Christian life practiced right in front of you. I took full 

advantage of what she could model for me. And I never forgot it. Fleming is a serious scholar. 

She has written several books and speaks around the country and the world. She has the kind of 

life we “ordinary” priests working in the trenches of parish ministry secretly admire: Oh, for the 

time to simply study and research the depths of the Christian Faith!  

 

But here is the surprising part of the story. As Fleming and I reconnected (it had been over thirty-

five years since we had seen each other) and were catching up, she asked me where I was 

serving, and how long I had been in my parish. I told her about you. And that I am in my twenty-

third year here. I told her a little about what Christ Church is like: that it is a smallish church, but 



vibrant and healthy, and how I have loved these current years of ministry when I am marrying 

people who grew up at Christ Church and baptizing their children. 

 

She then said something I will never, ever forget. She told me how she envied me.  

 

She said that the longest she served as Rector in a parish was for one, single year (and that as an 

Interim Rector). She told me how she longed to be able to be in one place to experience ministry 

over the long haul, to see babies grow up and go off to college and to welcome them back as 

adults. I was stunned by her words. I had been thinking of how average and humdrum is my life 

compared with hers. I think Fleming was taken a bit by surprise, too. During one of her lectures 

she mentioned me and the joy that priests have when they are blessed to have long pastorates.  

 

She is right. You know, sometimes I wonder what else is out there in life. I am sure you do as 

well. I wonder if I have stayed too long, if I have missed the call of God to minister in another 

way, have I made the right decisions. But Fleming is right. The blessings of spending so much of 

my adult life with you, my parishioners and friends, is beyond measure. I know this. But 

sometimes it is good to be reminded. I need that reminder. 

 

I want to remind you of it, as well. We are blessed to be members of this particular community 

of faith. We are blessed to have dear and trusted friends to share our joys and our sorrows and to 

stand by one another through thick and through thin. I cannot imagine any other place I would 

like to be. So thank you, Fleming Rutledge. Thank you, Christ Church. And thank you, Lord 

Jesus, for this wonderful life you have given so freely to us all. 

 
 

 

Peace, 

Mother Lisa+ 

 


