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Bio Clip 7 - I Wanted to Preach
I wanted to preach a sermon about God’s faithfulness. I am not a pastor, nor do I have a 

degree in theology, not even a minor in religion. Also, Miami Temple Seventh-Day Adventist 
Church has an overabundance of members who are pastors, given that the Inter-American 
Division is nearby. The prospect for any of them to preach was good while an opportunity for 
me was nil. Nonetheless, on a Sabbath afternoon in 1987 after the church service I stood in 
the parking lot and looked up and prayed. “Lord, I want to preach a sermon from this pulpit 
and would like You to open doors for me to do that. If You don’t I’ll be okay with it. But in case 
You do I want to be ready.” Thereupon I went home and began to write my sermon. I had 
years to edit and re-edit it while keeping it all in my heart. I titled it, “God Fulfills His 
Promises.”

In 1990 I got a call from Pr. Ralph Ringer, our senior pastor. He told me that from the 
General Conference word had come down that churches were to now have a Women 
Ministries Department, and that the Board of our church had met and they had elected me to 
be its director. He asked, “Do you accept?” I listened with my eyes closed, a nurse had 
handed me the telephone, for I was in the hospital in the Intensive Care Unit. I was very weak 
after a major surgery and needed four pints of blood; but due to the AIDS scare of those days 
and reports of tainted blood, I had already refused transfusions for three days. I whispered, “It 
would be an honor.” After the call I told the nurse, “I’ll take the blood.” Immediately in walks Pr. 
Scott DeHart, our youth pastor, with flowers for me sent by the church. I took it as a sign that 
the blood would be okay and it was.

In my mind Women Ministries was just that, women in ministry for the Lord. I never thought 
of it as a ladies’ social club, nor as limiting women to reach out only to other women. And 
what the Women Ministries Department did those first two years was meet once a month on a 
Sabbath afternoon to study salvation. Both men and women were invited and attended, and 
the speakers I scheduled were not necessarily women. The other gatherings sponsored by 
Women Ministries were prayer vigils commencing at the top of the hour after sundown on 
Sabbath and lasting five hours. There was always a good turn out of men and women, and 
again I did not restrict the speakers to be women only. And we saw miracles happen and were 
blessed indeed. Here’s a Bible promise God fulfilled for us:

“Behold, bless the Lord, All you servants of the Lord, Who by night stand in the 
house of the Lord! Lift up your hands in the sanctuary, And bless the Lord. The 
Lord who made heaven and earth Bless you from Zion!” (Psalm 134, NKJV)

During one vigil when the theme was our sons and daughters, one of our sisters, Mrs. 
Forrest, stood and requested a special prayer for her son, and upon mentioning his name, 
Nelson, she started to cry and couldn’t speak anymore. The next morning Nelson called his 
mother and told her that he wanted to start coming to church with her. He said the night 
before he was at a nightclub and suddenly thought about what he would say to Jesus if Jesus 
happened to come right then. Then he didn’t feel comfortable there anymore and left. The 
following Sabbath he started attending Miami Temple and has done so ever since. Nelson 
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Forrest is one of our deacons. Recently we spoke about that night in the early 1990’s and his 
eyes swelled with tears reminiscing on the Lord’s miracle, for as we were praying for our 
children God answered his mother’s plea.

Another vigil’s theme was prayer for those who were sick. I had gone to visit one of our 
teens, George Fox, at the children’s hospital. While we were chatting a food delivery man 
from a local restaurant came to his room with a large pizza pie for George. On my way out I 
stopped by the nurses’ station and commented that I didn’t know they allowed special delivery 
of food. They told me, “For patients who are terminally ill we get whatever they want.” That 
broke my heart and it was what moved me to organize a prayer vigil for those who were sick. 
The name George Fox took the first spot on our list of names. His subsequent bone marrow 
transplant was a success. George Fox is still alive today.

The third year I asked Pr. Ringer if I could preach a sermon. He brought my request before 
the Board and it was approved. Though Pr. Ringer didn’t ask me for a copy of my sermon 
beforehand, out of respect for his position and the responsibility it bears, I took it to him and 
asked him if he would kindly give me advice on it. His only input was that one sentence was 
not necessary. It was a good suggestion and I deleted it. Days before preaching I felt that I 
should end the sermon with an altar call. I did. Pr. Leslie McMillan from the Inter-American 
Division approached me after the service and asked me if I could give him a copy of my 
sermon. He was scheduled to preach in one of the Caribbean Islands and wanted to use part 
of it. I gave it to him. That year Miami Temple had grown so much that it had two worship 
services on Sabbath, one complete service at 8:00 A.M. before Sabbath School, and the 
second service at the traditional time. So I preached twice that day. And visitors from other 
churches who were present then told their pastors who in turn invited me to preach at their 
church. It was as if God had answered my petition to preach one sermon by saying, “I can do 
better than that.” God Fulfills His Promises is posted in my website.

When I became director of Women Ministries, a man who was a Sabbath school teacher 
told me with despotism, “Sister, if you want to learn anything, ask an elder [male elder].” 
When he found out that the Board had approved a woman to preach on Women Ministries 
day, he commented to me, “A woman preaching! Something evil is coming into the church 
and this might as well be it.” He did not know yet that I was the woman who would preach. All 
I could say was, “We tried to book Mrs. White, but she wasn’t available.” Yet, to his credit, he 
came to church that Sabbath and months later he approached me and quietly said, “Your 
sermon was one of the best I’ve heard from our pulpit.”

Since then a few men have mocked me imputing me with being involved in the women’s 
literation movement. This has not wounded me because I know their claim is but a futile 
attempt to make women ride only in the back seats of the Gospel bus. However, one charge 
did crush me, not because of what was said, but because of who said it. A man whom I’ve 
known since I moved to Miami, falsely accused me to my face saying, with the intent of 
insulting me, that I’m involved in the lesbian movement. Little did he know that decades prior I 
had been told that he was a gay person who had started attending church and had left that 
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lifestyle. For his sake, back then when he was but a young man, I said to the person who told 
me not to repeat it. The saints that have never been caught would have a feeding frenzy. I 
had defended him then and he had never known about it. But now here he was, of all people, 
picking right out of the blue a lie comparable to the very same charge I had defended him 
from. It broke me. I understand that his accusation was but a desperate attempt to stop me 
from believing that as far as men and women are concerned, God is no respecter of persons. 
But nonetheless his words launched me into such depression that for over a year I cried just 
about every day realizing that the serpent’s enmity for women since the beginning (Genesis 
3:15) is alive and well, and close to home.

I know that from stones, God can raise up children unto Abraham. (Matthew 3:9) I know 
God can cause a donkey to speak intelligently. (Numbers 22:21-35) And I know that God will 
place a woman in the forefront of His work if He so chooses, for example, Ellen White. 
Therefore, I thought that having women preach salvation and labor in God’s vineyard at the 
eleventh hour would be deemed like a breath of fresh air, that it would be a welcomed long-
awaited reinforcement of forces to the soldiers already battling in the field. I was so naive.

~*~
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