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Dedication

TO MY PRECIOUS FAMILY:

Michael

Michael, Sarah, Avery, Elena

Charlotte, Henry, Etta

Audrey, Dan





Epigraph

God sets the lonely in families . . .

PSALM 68:6a
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Introduction

Proverbs 16:24 says, “Gracious words are a honeycomb, sweet to the soul and healing to the bones.”

This book is intended to be an encouragement to each reader specifically. This is not a memoir, not a book about Karen Pence, but rather a story about how God used me in a mighty way and how He gently and patiently showed me how to wear the mantle He was placing on my shoulders. The purpose is not to shine a light on my life, but rather to highlight some of the initiatives in which I was privileged to be involved, to show the journey I traveled and the investments I made.

Each of us, on our own journey, will be offered opportunities that, difficult though they may be, we can embrace, or reject for the easy road. Everyone makes their own choices, and I do not suggest any specific path for the reader. Instead I gently toss out some breadcrumbs to take you with me as I reflect on the paths I journeyed with God.

As a child, I loved to memorize poetry. My favorite poet of all time is Robert Frost. When I was in the fifth grade, Robert Frost’s daughter, Leslie, visited the school I attended. After her presentation, she gave me a copy of a collection of Robert Frost’s poetry, inscribed, “For Karen . . . because you memorize poetry.” I cherished that gift, and it encouraged me to continue memorizing his poems. My favorite is “The Road Not Taken.”

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,

And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could

To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim,

Because it was grassy and wanted wear;

Though as for that the passing there

Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.

Oh, I kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,

I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh

Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—

I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

I see my life as a blessing. But there have been struggles. My parents divorced when I was four. And I, myself, divorced my first husband. The life of a political wife, too, is far from glamorous or easy, however it may seem. There have been times when I, like you, just simply had to call up a girlfriend and vent. Times where I got on my knees as the song, “The Warrior Is a Child,” by Twila Paris describes: “I drop my sword and cry for just a while ’cause deep inside this armor the warrior is a child.”

Throughout my childhood and early adult years, as I would experience the struggles we all go through, my faith grew deeper and deeper. The Lord was the One who was constant. Through it all, I’ve tried to take the road less traveled and head the way that may look uncertain, especially if I feel it is where God is ultimately calling me to serve Him and others. And no matter what, He has always gotten me through and never abandoned me.

He was always there. He still is. He is the reason I was able then and now to focus on the positives in my life, the blessings, and to take risks without fear. When It’s Your Turn to Serve is meant to guide you, the reader, toward wearing the mantle, toward accepting the challenge, toward leading where you are called, to illustrate how, on my own journey, I was blessed by letting go of the safe and secure and embracing the risky and unknown.

I learned the truth behind Psalm 19:9b–10, “The decrees of the Lord are firm, and all of them are righteous. They are more precious than gold, than much pure gold; they are sweeter than honey, than honey from the honeycomb.”





Chapter One

Bees

Foraging honeybees have to fly around 55,000 miles to make a pound of honey, traveling to about 2 million flowers.

I was running barefoot and free as a kid across a large field of grass and clover at a playground and I remember it vividly: I stepped smack-dab on a bee. It’s not the kind of experience that makes a kid love bees, and I was no different. Like most children, I was wary of bees, knowing how much that sting can hurt.

But in February 2013, I found myself sitting in a room full of other spouses of governors at the National Governors Association’s annual meeting. Governors and their spouses convene at a bipartisan meeting once a year in Washington, D.C., to share ideas, although each party also has their own separate sessions during the four-day weekend. I looked forward to this gathering each year while I was the first lady of Indiana. Since the tenure of a governor is four years, discussing ideas and offering examples of what other spouses had done meant the spouses didn’t have to reinvent the wheel. Once the election is over, the job of a “first spouse” begins in full force. It can be a confusing and stressful time. Everything is new. All of a sudden, you are expected to fill a role you’ve likely never been in before, all while getting your family adjusted to this new lifestyle. This organization comes alongside the spouses, providing advice and suggestions for maneuvering through this strange new reality. I welcomed how these experienced spouses took the newcomers under their wing, sharing the wisdom they had gleaned as they served. I had a lot to learn. Even though I had been a congressional spouse, I knew I wanted to use my time as first lady of Indiana to make a difference. But where to start?

This particular year, Ginger Beebe, the first lady of Arkansas, delivered a fascinating presentation. She gave an entire demonstration sharing how she had bees at the Arkansas Governor’s Mansion. Of course, we all technically had bees buzzing around our gardens, but she had a beehive. This was extraordinary to me. I had heard of colony collapse disorder—when most of the worker bees in a colony desert a hive, leaving the queen behind with food and some nurse bees to care for the young ones. I had heard about how we needed to come alongside our bees because some argue they are endangered. Not being a scientist, I didn’t have the authority to weigh in on this issue. I just knew I could help honeybees, even if they aren’t in danger of becoming extinct. I didn’t want to wade into all of the political rhetoric and debates around what was affecting the bee population, but starting a hive seemed like an obvious way that I could do something to help. But it had never occurred to me before to have a hive. It had never occurred to me that I could support bees in my neighborhood, in my state. The Indiana Governor’s Residence sits on six acres, which was perfect for a beehive. I knew nothing about bees, but I knew enough to know that I could help. I’ve found that God has a way of placing opportunities in my path. And this was one I wanted to investigate.

Ginger’s presentation was riveting. I learned how she used the hive to teach constituents in her state about bees and then gave little bottles of honey as gifts from the Governor’s Mansion. Suddenly I found myself not feeling an aversion to bees, but rather a camaraderie with these creatures. My curiosity was piqued. And so began my fascination with bees.

Years later, I was standing alongside a beekeeper in Montana, watching the myriad of bees flying all around his hive, as he told me that he could distinguish which bees were the ones returning to the hive as opposed to those heading out. Intrigued, I asked him how. He explained it was because the returning bees flew low to the ground and their sacs were full of pollen. I looked closer and I could see it for myself—the little pollen sacs on their tiny legs were full of yellow pollen. As they buzzed around, I could see how they flew lower as they carried more pollen.

I thought of that conversation many times in the future, as I reflected on what experiences I would bring back to my own hive, what lessons I could share. Having ventured far and wide like the bees in the roles in which God had placed me, I wanted to take what I had learned and apply it to my own life—and help people along the way.

As Romans 12:7a and 8 says, “We have different gifts, . . . if it is to encourage, then give encouragement; if it is giving, then give generously; if it is to lead, do it diligently; if it is to show mercy, do it cheerfully.”

I knew that if God placed me in a leadership role, in a role where He wanted me to be an encourager, then He would give me the grace to lead, as He will you when He calls you to different times of leadership or service. The bees’ work isn’t easy or quick. They don’t immediately see the fruits of their labor. They travel far and wide and work diligently. Like the bees’ journey, mine was going to require diligence and patience and trust, and I would end up traveling quite far and wide, too.

Since then, the bees have been a constant in my life, teaching me not only about myself, but about God’s creation and His plan for me. Whenever life takes an unexpected turn, I have thought about the bees and how God perfectly designed them for the task at hand, and how He has done the same for me and will help me along the way.





Chapter Two

Surprises

Honeycomb cells have many uses other than storing honey. They are also used to store nectar, pollen, and water, as well as a nursery for larvae.

It was 1984. I walked out of the church with my guitar in my left hand, headed to my little Honda Civic, parked under a big tree by the side door. It had been a great service, and I loved being part of the worship team. This was my home turf, near the neighborhood where I grew up, went to college, and then lived as I taught at a private school nearby. I was reaching into my purse to grab my keys when I was approached by a guy saying he was interested in joining the guitar group. I told him he needed to talk to the man with the beard, and he stuck out his hand instead and said, “Mike Pence.” I realized then that he wasn’t really interested in joining the group (although he does play guitar, and he could have backed it up), but that he was interested in meeting me.

We had a nice conversation. I shared with him where I taught (he had thought I was a college student); he said he was in law school, and I told him my sister was also at the same law school. The conversation ended without him asking me for my number, so I didn’t think much else about it. Interestingly, that church is right across the street from the Indiana Governor’s Residence, where we would serve thirty years later.

The next week, I was babysitting my sister’s kids, and their phone rang. A man’s voice asked for my sister. I explained that she and her husband were out of town. “Who is this?” he asked. I told him, and he promptly hung up on me. I think I shocked him. A few minutes later Mike Pence called back after his buddy had teased him about hanging up on me. I told him I had thought it was him. He had been trying to call my sister to get the scoop on me. He had approached the registrar at the law school they both attended, but the woman was reluctant to give out personal information. He explained the situation to her, that he was interested in finding out information about me from my sister. Amazingly, she agreed to give him my sister’s number, then asked him to be sure to invite her to the wedding . . . and we did! During the course of our conversation, I invited him to join us for dinner and ice skating that next weekend. And that was that. We started dating.

If something needs to get done, I don’t really procrastinate. Mike likes to share a story about me from that time that might give you some insight into how I operate. He was driving a very beat-up yellow Chevy Impala at the time that had a huge rust spot on the top of the trunk, around two feet by two feet. As a surprise, I borrowed his car for the day, rented a power sander for the trunk, and then spray-painted it the same yellow. The car wasn’t worth enough to take it into a body shop to have it painted, but at least it looked better after I used the matching spray paint. I don’t think he expected his girlfriend to power-sand and paint his car, but it did show him that I’m someone who gets things done. He was a good sport about it, too, and joked that he was knitting me a sweater. His family and friends teased him, but it didn’t bother him at all. We still laugh about that car, and it was one of the first times he saw my determination.

When we met, I was teaching elementary shop class, part of the school’s art curriculum. Ever since I was little, I had always wanted to be a teacher. I never really considered doing anything else. I loved the creativity of figuring out new ways to teach something, and I loved seeing kids’ eyes light up the moment they grasped a difficult concept. I also loved getting close to my students and really getting to know them. My degree from Butler University was in elementary education with a teaching endorsement in elementary art, which meant I could be a classroom teacher for any grade level from kindergarten to 8, and I also could be an art teacher. I had gotten the art endorsement on a whim, thinking it would be fun, without realizing how God was preparing me even then for the future to which He was calling me—half of my teaching career would be as an art teacher. I also learned during college that I have an affinity for painting, something I had never tried before. I love it when God shows us new gifts we possess or presents us with new interests later in life.

The role of being a teacher, being responsible for my own classroom and everything that entails, helped prepare me in other ways for the roles later in my life when I would be first lady of Indiana and second lady of the United States. A teacher needs to prepare, implement a plan, and be flexible. Those qualities certainly were needed in full measure.

* * *

When I used the shop room in the evenings, I enjoyed experimenting with stained-glass projects and creating designs out of my own pieces of wood. Once, I made Mike a stained-glass cross with a heart in the center, which was a symbol that had become one of our “things.” That cross hung in our kitchen for years. We had decided early on to dedicate our relationship to Jesus Christ. On one of our early dates, I had said to Mike, “You’re my number one.” He stopped short and looked at me and explained that he didn’t want to be number one—not above the Lord . . . that he knew there would be times when he would let me down. So we decided to put Christ at the center, and the cross with a heart in the middle became very special to us: our faith was at the center of our relationship. This was a new concept for both of us. Mike shared with me that he had prayed the night before he met me that if God would bring him the “one,” he would dedicate that relationship to Him. That same symbol was on our wedding invitations and was the symbol on top of our wedding cake.

When we first started dating, I remember Mike’s friends questioning him a lot about whether or not I was a Christian. Their concerns really bothered me a lot; I felt judged by them. My faith has always been an important part of my life. One night I mentioned it to Mike, and he explained that they were basically asking if I had given my whole life to God. I told him I didn’t know that was what God asked for. I had been taught to not bother God with the little things, that He was too busy for me. But I told Mike that if he could show me in the Bible where it said that, I was happy to give Him everything . . . I just didn’t know that was what He wanted.

I was someone who had always had a deep faith; not much Bible knowledge, but a very deep faith. I always had the conviction that God was in control, and that no matter what, He wanted the best for me. I remember asking to be dropped off at my middle school, a Catholic school, to go into the sanctuary and pray before school. I even wondered if I might want to be a nun when I grew up, but I knew I wanted a family someday, so I didn’t pursue that. Mike, however, had a deep biblical knowledge, and not as much faith as I did. We made a good team right from the beginning, complementing each other’s weaknesses. I hadn’t really listened to contemporary Christian music before I met Mike. But he introduced me to some of the popular Christian artists at the time. These Christian musicians seemed to understand me completely. Their music sent me digging deeper into God’s word. And my understanding of the Bible began to grow.

* * *

Teaching elementary shop class was a lot of fun. The kids made little turtle stools, Christmas trees out of wood with painted nails as the ornaments, and other projects. They had a fine arts teacher, as well, so I taught a lot of the projects that were similar to crafts.

While I loved teaching shop to all of the first- through fifth-grade students, I missed having my own self-contained class of twenty-five students instead of more than 125 students that I only saw for forty minutes a week. Before I took the shop position, I had taught second and third grade and enjoyed having my own little group of students that I could really get to know over the course of a year. The private school where I was teaching wasn’t interested in giving me my own classroom, so I applied to the public school system for a position as a classroom teacher again. That August, I was offered a position teaching second grade in a public school.

The week before school started, Mike and I decided to go out to dinner and celebrate nine months of dating. Mike asked me what I wanted to do, and I suggested we go to dinner and then go feed the ducks on the canal in the Broad Ripple area. It was something we had enjoyed doing before. So after dinner, on August 6, Mike pulled out two big loaves of Italian bread. I tore off the end of one loaf, and out popped a ring box! Mike got down on one knee and asked me to marry him. I said, “One moment.” I think that kind of threw him for a loop, but I had a good reason.

A month before, on July 9, I had decided that if I were the one proposing, I was ready to commit to getting married. I wanted there to actually be a moment where I decided I was ready to accept his proposal. I didn’t want to drift into an engagement. I wanted to be very sure in my heart that I was ready to marry him. I had our symbol—the gold cross with a heart in the middle—engraved with the word Yes. I planned to give him that cross when he asked me. So I dug through my purse (the whole time he was wondering why I didn’t immediately say yes . . .), handed him the cross, and said, “Yes!”

That year of teaching was very fulfilling, and I loved having a classroom again. I became such good friends with my colleagues that they actually would be right outside the delivery room when our son, Michael, was born years later and would serve on my charitable foundation board when I was first lady of Indiana. That school year, I invited each of my students to dinner at my apartment in groups of five. The kids would plan the meal, do the shopping with me, and prepare dinner. After dinner, Mike would draw cartoons of each of them to take home with them. He is quite a caricature artist and had started drawing cartoons when he was in high school.

At the time, Mike was in law school. While there, he created a weekly cartoon, Law School Daze, for his law school paper. Each week, he would do a cartoon featuring “Daze,” a law student who strongly resembled Mike and was kind of goofy. Many of the cartoons were specific to classes or professors, but I remember one cartoon that showed Daze in court, standing at the podium presenting a case for Moot Court, the law school trial competition each year. He was starting his argument in the traditional way, “May it please the court . . .” And Daze and the entire podium were bombarded with arrows. Moot Court can be an intimidating time where law school students are presenting an argument in front of all of their peers and several professors. It is a practice courtroom experience, and they frequently have their whole presentation taken apart piece by piece. The cartoons were a way to poke fun at himself and bring a little levity to law school. At his graduation, I gave him a bound book that included every single one of the cartoons.

We got married in June 1985, nine months after he proposed. We paid for our own wedding, and our budget was limited. We had a buffet meal and wine carafes on the tables and a DJ. We really had a lot of fun. Halfway through the reception, his brothers all threw him in the pool at the venue. I was upset at first because I thought he was going to change out of his wet tuxedo. I mean, what bride wants to dance with her husband at their wedding reception in his shorts? My mom came over to me and told me not to let this ruin the day. She helped me to focus and not dwell on something that could have been a big negative. I went up to Mike and said that I didn’t want him changing out of his tuxedo because it was wet. But, with a twinkle in his eye, he simply put a towel around his neck, and we kept celebrating. The next morning, we headed to the Bahamas for a week.

* * *

For our first year of marriage, we rented a little house that is no longer there, and started our lives together. The next year we purchased our first home, located about a block from where I had attended high school. It was a cute little bungalow with a covered porch and a porch swing.

While we were dating and getting to know each other, we of course had talked about how we saw our futures. I shared with him that I loved teaching, and really wanted a family. I had always wanted to be a mom. He shared with me that he had always had a dream of someday representing his hometown in Congress. He speculated it would be some time in his fifties.

As newlyweds, we decided to get connected to our community. We volunteered as leaders of a small group of teenagers going through Confirmation at our Catholic church. This was a great church that participated in local revivals with the Baptist church across the street. The Baptist church would raise a tent and have an evening of gospel singing and visiting preachers leading altar calls for those attending to come forward and give their life to Jesus Christ. Our Catholic church encouraged each of these teens to make a personal decision to ask Christ into their hearts as their Lord and Savior. We got very close to these kids, and had them all over for dinner to our home.

Our lives were pretty content. We were enjoying a very satisfying time where we each were finally settled, working at our chosen professions, enjoying lots of friends, and establishing our marriage.

In our neighborhood, Mike was precinct committeeman, and I was the vice committeewoman, which meant we went through our neighborhood getting to know our neighbors and helping them register to vote. We would work at the precinct on voting day, which was always one of my favorite days because I got to see all of our neighbors and also have as much coffee and donuts as I wanted! One afternoon, Mike decided to go with a good friend to meet with a township official to see what he recommended Mike should be doing now to prepare to run for Congress in his fifties. The official simply said, “Run now.”

Well, needless to say, that was a complete surprise. But that particular year, there was no Republican yet on the ticket to run against the sitting incumbent. Mike called me at school that afternoon to tell me the news that he thought we should consider following the advice, and I said, “Great, honey. Is that a part-time job?” I was thinking he meant state representative.

At the time, I was not very politically savvy at all. I hadn’t been raised politically; I rarely read a newspaper, and I was very content just teaching and not being involved. But things were about to change.





Chapter Three

Running for Congress and Learning from Our Mistakes

When picking a new colony location, female “scout bees” fly out to search for potential sites, and report back to the colony, with the famous waggle dance. As soon as enough worker bees agree and imitate the waggle dance, a new nest area is decided.

We felt called to join this race. Mike and I had met with several close friends to talk through what running for office would mean, what sacrifices we would need to make. We prayed about it and felt we were supposed to run. At the time, I don’t think we really had any idea what running for Congress would entail. Campaigns require a lot of time and a tremendous amount of money. We were constantly traveling the eleven-county district attending as many events as we could.

To run for Congress, Mike had to quit practicing law after he won the primary. He had been working at a downtown law firm where they didn’t want him to be a candidate while he was working at the firm. The firm let him take a sabbatical and kept him on the payroll and I kept teaching second grade. We were very blessed to have the income to make this first run for Congress.

Our new home we had recently bought was outside of the district that included Mike’s hometown of Columbus. So for him to run, we wanted to physically move into the district. We decided to keep our home outside of the district and let our campaign manager live there and rented a condo in the congressional district near the school where I was teaching. That was a tough move for me since we would be moving out of our first home that we owned and loved.

This would be our third home we would be moving to, the third of eighteen moves over the course of our political career. We adopted a scripture verse for that first campaign that we’ve needed to return to time and again over the years:

THOSE WHO CLING TO WORTHLESS IDOLS FORFEIT THE GRACE THAT COULD BE THEIRS.

(Jonah 2:8)

I didn’t want that house to become an idol for me, to hold us back from whatever God had in store for us. A few months before we had decided to run for Congress, we had put new flooring in the kitchen, and I was impatient with the drying time for the glue for the linoleum. I asked Mike to move the refrigerator back into place. He gently reminded me we were supposed to wait twelve hours. I really wanted to see the whole effect of the new floor with the fridge back against the wall. I urged him to go ahead and move it, and sure enough . . . the linoleum tore. I remember melting to the floor like the Wicked Witch of the West in The Wizard of Oz. I was so disappointed, but it was my own fault. The good thing that came from that was that I had a moment right then where I realized I was really making this home kind of an idol. The kitchen floor had become so important to me, I couldn’t even wait twelve hours for the adhesive to dry.

But I have to be honest, moving out of the first home we owned was going to be a tough move. This required some soul-searching trust. This was going to require me to let go of this house. That little house had a great front porch where we hung a porch swing. We would sit out there in the evenings with our dog, Buddy, lying at our feet and reconnect at the end of the day. We loved our neighbors, and we were within walking distance of my family.

In the end, off we went. We found a place to rent in the district that was close to where I was teaching, and we let our campaign manager stay in that little home. We started campaigning and loving it. Mike ran on the theme “Get Congress Working Again.” I didn’t know a lot of details about politics, which was a concern of mine at first, but one of the things I learned right away was that I didn’t need to know everything about every issue. I just needed to listen to people and take their concerns back to Mike. What I loved about meeting supporters, both financial donors and volunteers, was seeing their enthusiasm and concern for their community, state, and nation. This was a new world to me. And it was humbling to see so many people jump on board our team. Our campaign didn’t have a lot of money, so we decided to bike the entire eleven-county district to get some earned media. This was during a drought in Indiana that summer, so we logged a lot of miles in the scorching heat. But it did earn us some news coverage.

* * *

Tragedy struck during that first campaign and it impacted us more than losing any election. Mike’s dad passed away suddenly in April, right before the primary. It was a total blow that devastated the whole family. Ed had only been fifty-seven years old. He had been a key player in that first campaign, getting his friends on board. He told Mike that if he raised $30,000 all on his own, then Ed would enlist his friends to support Mike. He was a huge part of our lives and losing him was devastating.

I remember Mike going out in the field next to our condo for a long time one evening. When he came back in, he shared with me that he had needed to get mad at God for taking his dad. That was shocking to me. I questioned him about how he could think that he could get mad at God. But he explained that his relationship with the Lord is very honest, and he couldn’t just pretend it was okay for God to let his dad die so suddenly. He had to get his feelings out. It was the first time I had ever heard anything like that. It really helped me to understand that my relationship with Christ is just that . . . a relationship. And like any relationship, it was important not to hold my feelings in, but to express them, even to God.

I was grateful that Mike and his dad had had some special moments going to meet with some of Ed’s friends as we started our first campaign. But we missed him then and still do today. Every election, we think of him and how proud he would be of where his son is now—not just what he accomplished, but how he did it. And that first election is when we learned some key lessons on how not to do it.

We lost our first election, but the county official had been right . . . running is the best way to learn about running. My understanding of politics shifted, too. I now realized that a lot is at stake in every election. Issues matter, and it is important to be involved. This was a mantle I was comfortable wearing. Standing for our beliefs in limited government, faith, family, and freedom was worth it.

We knew we would run again, and we started right away. The second campaign was more difficult. We sold our first home that I had loved so much and bought a home in the congressional district. Campaign finance rules at the time specified the candidate is really the only person who doesn’t get paid by the campaign. That can make it tough to support your family when you quit your job to devote your efforts full-time to campaigning. We had had the benefit of Mike’s sabbatical salary during the first election season, but the law firm did not want Mike to run again while working at the firm. We weren’t sure how we were going to make our finances work this time. We had just purchased a new home. Running for the House of Representatives requires many hours of fundraising because each individual could only give $2,500 per election cycle: $2,500 for the primary and $2,500 for the general. But advertising and running a campaign is very expensive. When Mike quit his job, we researched the campaign finance rules at the time and were informed that we could legally have the campaign pay for a few of our bills and report it on our campaign finance disclosure. We decided to do that to make up for part of Mike’s salary as a lawyer that we would have to forfeit during the campaign. We sent out a press release to inform all of the newspapers in the district. No one wrote anything until the week before the election, and the headline read, “Mike Pence Diverts Campaign Funds for Personal Use.”

The attack was hurtful, both to us personally, since we weren’t trying to
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