I preached my first public sermon in a holiness denomination church when I was 25.  (1982)  They still had a Sunday evening preaching service, and a young pastor (30’s) who liked to share the pulpit.  I was a young mother with plans to go to law school as soon as I weaned the baby and I had no intention of being involved with ministry. Then one Wednesday afternoon while the baby was napping, I impulsively grabbed paper and pencil and scratched out some ideas that were floating in my head. When I was finished, I look at it and said, “Yikes! That looks like a sermon.” I hid it in a drawer and told no one.  We walked out of Wednesday evening prayer meeting (yes, we were three services plus Sunday School attenders in our 20’s,  I was making up for time lost in a 10 year apostasy)  and  the pastor came running out into the parking lot. “You are going to think this is really weird, but by any chance, do you want to preach the sermon on Sunday night?”  I checked to make sure that he was not talking to my theologically opinionated husband, no?, me. Crud.  OK. I will.  It was never my idea.  I preached in that church several times.
A year or so after that, law school on hold again, I  met Laura Cammack Trachsel, a Quaker ex-missionary and minister.  I took one look at her and imprinted like a duckling. I thought that any church that would not only allow, but empower, such a strong woman was very interesting.  I started meeting with her one on one. When my husband got mad that our church and insisted that we leave, I wanted to check out these Quakers.  Hubert and Vivian Thornburg were pastoring South Salem Friends, andafter one visit I knew I was home. I liked the Quaker testimonies, but I loved Hubert and Vivian, and they loved me.  I took membership in the church (1986) I was given chances to preach and teach almost immediately. 
Law School was put off even further when a second baby arrived.  I was waiting tables at the time and after almost every evening shift I was sought out by my younger co-workers for a conversation time about their lives, emotional, romantic and spiritual. I started to think about counseling.
Hubert and Vivian led a lay pastors’ meeting that met in my home each week.  We prayed for the church and talked about spiritual nurture.
In 1988 I decided to go to seminary at what was then Western Evangelical Seminary. (Now George Fox).  
My Quaker mentors were old school enough to hold the belief that formal education was not required, and maybe not desired for a person doing ministry. Laura Cammack Trachsel was concerned about the effects on my family as my daughters were 3 and 8 at the time.  She wrote me a letter gently but firmly telling that she thought that seminary was a bad idea, and that I could do ministry without it.  Receiving this letter was fairly crushing to me, although I did not give up the idea, I did decide to pray about it a while and talk to Laura and Vivian some more. When I got to church on Sunday, Laura Trachsel was there, and it was not her home church. She walked up to me and said 
“Peggy did you get my letter?”  
“Yes, Laura I did, I am thinking and praying about it.” 
“Well, don’t. rip it up please.” 
“What?”  
“I put that in the mail and that night I was visited in my dreams by an angel who told me that I should not discourage you, that The Lord has plans for you and that you were in the center of His will.  I am sorry, I wrote out of my human concerns, I want you to listen to God.”
I had not finished my St. John’s undergraduate Degree, but at WES, Dr Jim Field suggested that if I took a few psychology classes that they would admit me under degree equivalency.  So I took all the psychology classes that the community college offered, and enrolled in the Seminary in the fall of 1989 with the intention of combining an M. Div with a Christian Counseling degree.  I put an extra year in the program and took enough classes to be licensed as a counselor and took all the core classes of an M. Div. 
The first I ever heard of recording was at the registration table at WES my first semester. It was staffed by Mary Kate Morse, professor and recorded minister.  She looked at my papers and said, “’You’re a Quaker?” (we had never met) “Are you in the recording process?, No?, well something should be done about that.” It had never occurred to me before then.
During those seminary years with the younger daughter in tow, and the older in grade school, I somehow managed to become associate pastor of South Salem Friends.  Vivian and Hubert had retired.  But I remember an elder in the church, George Smith, a recorded minister, walking up to me after I brought the message one Sunday. He said “Peggy, I sure enjoy your preaching, I don’t suppose we will keep you very long, they will record you and with preaching like that some church will make you a good offer.” I believe Friend Smith first suggested my name for recording at Elders meeting  at South Salem, but I do not know for sure since I was not there when they discussed it.
At Yearly Meeting time in 1992, South Salem Elders recommended to the board of ministry at the YM that I be entered into the recording process.  It was usually a two year process.  By this time I felt that I would be in public ministry, although I tended to think of it as being on staff as a counselor in a Friends Church. I was at peace and probably excited about the recording process.
The first step was an interview with the general Board of Ministry.  There were probably a dozen, maybe more members. It met at Yearly Meeting time.  I was asked to give my testimony (story of my convincement) and then they would question me. I had a really good convincement story with child apostasy, prodigal years, and an encounter with Jesus that brought me back to faith, and two separate sanctification experiences, and a profound attachment to Quakerism. I remember several of the board members shedding tears. There were not many questions.
Next I was assigned a mentor, Carole Spencer, who was to meet with me monthly for the next two years. I was also asked to write a comprehensive statement of Faith for the next board meeting. At the time I was very clear to sprinkle my statement with the term Holy Living. It was orthodoxly Christian and Quaker.
There was a reading list to be completed. At the time it was a collection of favorites of past and present board members. Many of the books very seriously out of date.  As I was in seminary at the time, it was also seriously redundant, coals to Newcastle redundant. I have good reason to believe that “The List” was the cause of many a good ministers’ integrity taking a hit, as they affirmed that they had read these books. Skimmed. Maybe slept with them under their pillow.
I continued seminary and ministry at South Salem during this time. My aged father also moved into my household during those years.
The final interview happened during the spring of 1994.   It was all Q and A and I remember it as being each board member making sure that I was not on the wrong side of their individual pet peeve.  It did not feel terribly gathered. It felt like they were each taking seriously a gate keeping against heresy, rather than discerning together any question, or the larger question of my recording.  I wasn’t very heretical at the time, and the pet peeves du jour were not my problem areas. I remember being asked if I spoke in tongues. Afterwards I was able to walk over to the Manor where Laura Trachsel was dying in the health care unit and report to her that it had gone well.  She told me that she didn’t think that she’d be able to be there in the flesh to see me recorded, but that she’d be sitting in the balcony in Spirit if it was allowed.
I believe my mentor was required to report on me, and a board member had been sent to speak to my husband. After that the board of ministry recommended to the YM elders that I be recorded. At a Yearly Meeting business session I was introduced and gave a shorter version of my testimony, and the YM approved my recording.  On Thursday night there was a ceremony. Carole introduced me and prayed for me. My father sat on the platform with me and my daughters were in the audience.
Many people who have been through NWYM’s process feel that it is a bit harrowing.  I know that some years and for some people the pet peeves were frustrating. I know that it has been modified in the years since to be more formative and nurturing.  For me, the mentoring was good, being asked to articulate my faith and tell my story was good. The rest of it felt like jumping through hoops, but the process was not difficult or hard for me.  It was very clear that if I was not persistent in the process that the recording would have stalled.  If my home meeting had not supported me, it would not have happened. By the time that I was in the process, I was clear about my call, if I had been unclear, or conflicted, I think it easily could have stalled or stopped.  I had a gift of preaching, the most recordable gift in NWYM. If I had been gifted in some other way, I am not sure that I would have been recorded.  I did not ever feel that my gender was a barrier. There had been some very hard work done in the decade before me in that area, and I know that I benefitted from that work.

I went on to be an interim pastor at Marion Friends Church (a summer)   and pastor of Scotts Mills Friends Church.(2.5 years).  For one year, at the request of Scotts Mills I presented the Scotts Mills Family Violence Project in most of the churches in the Yearly Meeting.  I helped found a women’s shelter in Scotts Mills.  After that I did itinerant ministries for the Board of Evangelism from 1998 until 2002.  At Yearly meeting 2001 I was awarded the Yearly Meeting Peace Prize for work in Peace and Justice.  In 2003  I worked for three months in Burundi Yearly Meeting, teaching at the Great Lakes School of Theology, an EFI pastoral training school. 
In 2003 I came under the conviction that Jesus wanted all of His children active in the church including his GLBT children.  After much consultation with many Friends, a clearness committee representing three Yearly Meetings, and an elders meeting with Reedwood Friends who then held my membership, It became clear that I should lay down my recording with NWYM.  A group of us were ready to form Freedom Friends Church, and it was to be Christ-centered, Quaker and Inclusive and that this would not fit within the Faith and Practice of NWYM.  I could have made them put me out, but I did not feel a leading to spend time on that when there was good work to do at hand. I surrendered my recording in the Spring of 2004.
Freedom Friends Church was incorporated about a month later. We started approving our own faith and practice by sections that summer. When we had in place a section on recording, the meeting issued me a fresh recording based on my previous service, and that fact that I surrendered that recording to be part of Freedom Friends.  I was pastor of Freedom Friends at the time. I have continued that work, along with two more trips to Burundi and numerous speaking opportunities amongst the wider world of Friends until the time of this writing in the summer of 2011.
