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Greg Gallaher 
When I answered The Call 

more than 40 years ago, it was 
the community of faith that 
persuaded me to say, “YES.” 
My mother-in-law stepped 
aside and asked me to teach her 
Sunday school class. Another 
person encouraged me to pursue 
lay speaking. Whenever I spoke 
at a church, I was told, “You 
ought to be a preacher.” My 
uncle and his wife discipled 

Connie and me for Christian leadership. All along the way the 
Holy Spirit brought laypersons into our lives who helped us 
discern and fulfill the Lord’s call. They have been my friends, 
mentors and partners in ministry. I have loved them all at Bon 
Air/Burge Memorial; Summerfield; Paint Lick/Wallace Chapel; 
Centenary; the International Christian Fellowship in Phnom 
Penh, Cambodia; Park City and Georgetown First. 

Entering a new season of life to help raise our three 
grandsons in North Carolina, I’m giving up the pulpit and 
joining the laity “in the pews.” I do not want to become a 
frustrated, grumpy old preacher who can’t cope with retirement. 
I want to bless, pray for and help my new pastor succeed 
— without getting in his or her way. One of my seminary 
professors shared the 17th Century Nun’s Prayer with me 30 
years ago. At the time I didn’t quite understand it.

“Lord, thou knowest better than I know myself, that I 
am growing older and will someday be old. Keep me from the 
fatal habit of thinking I must say something on every subject 
and on every occasion. Release me from craving to straighten 
out everybody’s affairs. Make me thoughtful but not moody; 
helpful but not bossy. With my vast store of wisdom, it seems 
a pity not to use it all, but thou knowest Lord that I want 
a few friends at the end. I ask for a growing humility and a 
lessening cocksureness when my memory seems to clash with 
the memories of others. Teach me the glorious lesson that 
occasionally I may be mistaken. Keep me reasonably sweet; I do 
not want to be a Saint—some of them are so hard to live with—
but a sour old person is one of the crowning works of the devil. 
Give me the ability to see good things in unexpected places, and 
talents in unexpected people. And give me, O Lord, the grace to 
tell them so. Amen.”

Finally, THANK YOU to my amazing partner in life and 
ministry, Connie Jared Gallaher. Her love and loyalty have 
never wavered. I wouldn’t have persevered without her. I’m also 
grateful to my two sons, Jared and John, who proved that PKs 
can actually become exceptional human beings. But most of all 
I give glory to God for using the likes of me to build Christ’s 
church and advance his kingdom. 

“My life is worth nothing to me unless I use it for finishing 
the work assigned me by the Lord Jesus — the work of telling 
others the Good News about the wonderful grace of God” – 
Acts 20:24 NLT.

Mark A. Gibbons
I was born in Ashland, 

Kentucky, and was raised under the 
ministry of First UMC, Ashland. 
I was baptized as an infant by 
Frank King, with whom I later was 
privileged to serve on staff together 
at my first appointment, and I was a 
pallbearer at his funeral. 

 Our parents raised my 
brother, sister, and me to practice 
our faith, especially emphasizing 
the importance of weekly worship. 

Late Saturday nights were not an excuse to be absent from Sunday 
morning worship.

I “cut my spiritual teeth” under the preaching of Ed Tullis until 
his election as a bishop between my sophomore and junior years of 
high school. I was also blessed by the ministries of Ralph Wesley and 
Harold Dorsey before going away to school. I was also influenced by 
numerous laity, including Sunday School teachers, youth counselors, 
and choir directors.

In my junior year in high school, Alexander Reid, missionary to 
the Congo, in a Sunday night message, issued an invitation to come 
forward for anyone who would remain open and sensitive to a call 
to full-time ministry (missionary or otherwise). I went forward. I 
continued to be open to a call. Upon graduation from high school, I 
received an appointment to the U.S. Military Academy and entered 
West Point.

During my weeks at West Point, I began to struggle with the 
fact that I had come for the wrong reasons (free education, and good 
resume-builder with an engineering degree to enable me to make 
good money), and God continued to work on my heart. During an 
overnight bivouac in which we were night-qualifying on the rifle 
range (the night President Nixon resigned), I made the decision to 
leave West Point and finally answer my call to ministry. I have never 
regretted that decision and, in fact, God has continually affirmed that 
call.

I received my B.A. at Kentucky Wesleyan, where I was 
privileged to study under Thomas Rogers and Ed Beavin. I received 
my M.Div. from Candler at Emory University. 

My appointments began at Lexington First as Associate with 
Billy Ray Jennings, a wonderful staff, and a congregation that 
prepared me for the rest of my ministry. I also served at Walton/
Big Bone, Lawrenceburg, Shelbyville Centenary, the Owensboro 
District, and the Bluegrass District. Every place has been a place of 
challenges, growing, learning, and of being blessed by laity and clergy 
alike.

My advice to those coming after me is to spend more time 
intentionally building teams that are focused on making new 
disciples of Jesus Christ and developing them into passionate 
spiritual leaders, and not simply running an institution that seeks 
to offer religious activities. Never neglect your own spiritual well-
being, never take yourself too seriously, and remember that not every 
criticism is about you.

Though I am retiring, I am not running and hiding. I intend 
to avail myself  where needed, seeking to be a positive influence in 
uncertain times, and especially spending time mentoring others.




