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Morgan’s Moment… 
“Aren’t you tired of all this rain?” 

I paused in my gym routine…          
 “It’s winter…” I said…  
 “It’s supposed to rain.” 

Winter…          
 an unavoidable season 
 in nature—and life.   
Days of dark and chill and gloom… 
 moon and sun and stars
 out of sight. 

Rain drops down window panes 
 like tears   
 that won’t dry. 

Aren’t you tired of all this rain?... 
 I don’t know…   
 but is winter a choice? 

I’ve shared a year’s worth of winters 
 with dear friends this past year
 and I guess I’m tired too. 

I treat my memories   
 to warm fires and hot soup 
 reading and afternoon naps. 

I’ve learned to believe that finally 
 with time and faith  
 winter’s season passes.  

There are times   
 when you just have to  
 believe it.    
  — Art Morgan 

 

BOOK CORNER 

I recently pulled a half dozen of Paul 
Tillich’s books out of my bookcase. 
Two were easiest to read again: 

“The Shaking of the Foundations” 
and “The New Being.” They are 
collections of sermons preached 
mostly to students at Union 
Theological Seminary. I have heard 
him speak, and have read his 
theological writings. His sermons 
are much easier to understand. 
Tillich taught and wrote for a lot of 
us who needed an alternative to the 
“God language” to which our ears 
and minds had grown numb. Terms 
like “Ground of Being” and “Ultimate 
Concern” took on life. I found a 
scribbled note about Jesus’ ministry 
as “holy loitering.” Did I get the idea 
for Moment Ministries from that? I 
paid $1.25 each for those books—
new! They are worn, marked and still 
treasured. Interesting to read again. 

DENTON ROBERTS  

  Someone wrote that they didn’t know any of the people I 
wrote about last time. Doesn’t really matter. You know people 
like them. 

  But I doubt you knew anyone quite like Denton, an activist 
pastor colleague during my Los Angeles era ministry. When I 
write about that era I have to remember that most people alive 
today have no first hand memory of the assassination of 
President Kennedy, or the murder of his brother Bobby on a 
campaign stop in Los Angeles, or the Watts Riots, or the 
assassination of Martin Luther King, or the Vietnam War and 
ensuing protests, and the whole Civil Rights movement. This 
all happened during Denton’s tenure as Pastor of All People’s 
Christian Church. All People’s is in the heart of South Central 
Los Angeles. I’m sure this is ancient history, but for some of 
us the memories are still vivid and our companionship in 
attempting to do a Christian ministry bonding. 

  Denton was a “brother” to his constituents, “red and yellow 
black and white, all precious in his sight.” I could say much 
more about Denton and his wife, Jerri, whose far-too-early 
death still stings. His name may not be known to most on my 
list, but it was to guys like him that civil society owes a 
pause. His memorial will be held at All People’s February 12. 

 

PAUL DURELLI 

  I often mention our gym. We’ve been going there about 10 
years. I hate to think what shape we would be in without it. 
We owe our involvement to Paul Durelli.  

  Most of us have a person or maybe several persons who 
have been instrumental in starting us doing something we 
value for a life-time. We sometimes don’t realize their gift to 
us until years after. Many who say a word or give a push 
don’t even realize how important it was to us. I told him a 
number of times how often I’ve appreciated him. 

  I’m hopeful that most of us have done something similar for 
others, whether we are aware of it or not. 

  He was a teacher in his working life. History. He was an 
encouraging teacher at the gym, and patient. He, along with 
his wife, Grace, guided us through all the machines until we 
were launched on our own. We continued in the gym long 
after he “retired” from that role. We were there this morning. 

  I always think of Paul when I work out on the squat machine 
to strengthen knees and legs. He told us that it was the most 
important exercise. “When you can’t get off the pot, you’re 
done.” He loved a joke, enjoyed bantering. We talked about 
his being an atheist. I think he was befuddled or bemused by 
my insistence that the God he didn’t believe in, I didn’t 
believe in either. 

  We are thankful we picked up that brochure Paul had placed 
in the fish market.  

  Paul didn’t want a memorial service. No matter. There are 
some people in our lives we always remember anyway. 

 


