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Wayne Sayre
I am a product of the 

United Methodist Church. 
Shortly after my twin sister, 
Elaine, and I were born, we 
were taken to Settle Memorial 
in Owensboro. 

Sunday school, UMYF, 
and Camp Loucon formed me. 
I received my call to ministry at 
Loucon prior to my junior year 
in high school. I went to college 
at DePaw University, a United 

Methodist college, and seminary at Duke Divinity School, also 
a United Methodist school. I was one of the first to become a 
candidate for ministry in 1976. I was ordained deacon in 1979 
(the structure of that time) and elder in 1982. I have been under 
appointment for 41 years in the United Methodist Church. I am 
ever so grateful for my heritage. 

I have had a rich and varied experience as a United 
Methodist pastor. From sowing and growing a tiny church 
(Eastwood – now Resurrection UMC), to being an associate 
(Memorial UMC in Elizabethtown), to a couple of small towns 
in Western Kentucky (Dawson Springs and St. Charles), to a 
blue collar congregation in Bowling Green (Westside, now Faith 
UMC), to Hardinsburg, then eastward to Prestonsburg First, 
back west to Hopkinsville First, back east to the former Ashland 
District  as District Superintendent, then Frankfort First, and 
finally the United Methodist Temple in Russellville.

I have been blessed in every appointment by the people we 
come to love, by my colleagues in ministry, by our leadership and 
bishops, and most of all by the Lord who continues to inspire to 
this day. 

I would have to say my greatest blessing has been Betty, my 
wife of 35 years. We have laughed, cried and served together. 
I am also incredibly blessed by my upbringing in a Christian 
home by my father, Bruce, and mother, Betty. My older brother, 
Phillip, had a profound impact on my life. And my sister, Elaine, 
who is here as a delegate, has always been a cheerleader. 

Betty and I have decided to journey outside of the 
Bluegrass to begin our retirement. We will be in Murrels Inlet, 
South Carolina. But let me assure you of three things: I will 
always be United Methodist, we bleed Kentucky blue (Yes, 
I said Kentucky), and we will always keep Kentucky in our 
thoughts and prayers. Thank you so much for the opportunity to 
serve. 

Claudia Sexton
I am a native of Kentucky and 

currently reside in Simpsonville. 
A lifelong United Methodist, I 
began my ministry in 1989 as a 
student local pastor of Oxford 
and Boydtown United Methodist 
churches. After my call to ministry 
in 1986, I returned to college and 
graduated with a Bachelor of Arts 
degree from Asbury College in 
Wilmore. I continued my education 
at Asbury Theological Seminary, 
where I received a Master of 

Divinity degree. 
One occasion that stands out in ministry is a simple meal.  
I had been invited back to the home of some church members 

following the funeral of a family member. In my entire life, I don’t 
think I had ever laughed so hard, or so long. All the family had 
wonderful and humorous stories they shared of this family member, 
along with tales of growing up together. It truly was a “Celebration 
of Life” and family. There were also some tears, but they were a 
testimony that “we do not mourn as those who have no hope.”

I grew up in the church, and my father was a local pastor, so I 
have had the opportunity to be a part of many United Methodist 
congregations.  In every one, I look back and remember many 
faithful followers of Christ. Some I remember for their prayers, some 
for their gifts of encouragement, others for their musical abilities, 
some for their gift with children, and many for their cooking 
abilities. I thankfully left each church with new recipes in my 
collection and every time I use one, I fondly remember the church 
member who gave it to me.

At the time I received my call, I knew no women who were in 
ministry, so when God called me, my first response was, “But I’m a 
woman!”  (As if I needed to give the “Creator of the Universe” and 
the One who “knit me together in my mother’s womb” that little bit 
of information.) He assured me that was His problem, not mine. I 
just needed to focus on following Him. He also led me to a woman 
pastor in the very town I lived, Rev. Mallonee Hubbard. She helped 
me work through my call to ministry. I am thankful that whenever I 
needed an encouraging word, she constantly was there to remind me: 
“God didn’t bring you this far to desert you now.” Every Christian 
needs to hear those words from time to time.   

My advice to new pastors: Don’t miss the grace God has given 
you. God’s grace is for you as well as your congregation.  That grace 
will hold on to you no matter what lies ahead.  


