
MM — Mother’s Day Weekend in Corvallis—May 2017 

 
      Don Jarman 
Don’s son, Mark, wrote… 

     “My father held you 

      in very high esteem.” 

News of Don’s death was fresh… 

     a collage of mental photos 

     of years gone by. 

Memories chased memories: 

—His dad one of my predecessors 

     at Huntington Park Christian… 

     where Don once lived… 

—Doing our post grad doctorates at 

     Claremont Theological Seminary… 

     while we were pastoring churches. 

—  Tumultuous times for both of us… 

 JFK assassination… 

 Watts riots… 

 Civil rights issues… 

 MLK assassinated… 

 Bobby Kennedy too… 

   The John Birch society… 

 White flight… 

 Gangs… 

 Vietnam 

Both of us moved on to Oregon ministries 

    keeping track but regrettably 

    100 miles apart. 

His death at 89 or was it 90 jarred me… 

    then Mark’s report of Don’s esteem… 

    an unexpected gift and blessing. 

We’re not into expecting esteem… 

    or seeking it… 

    or expressing it. 

I hope it’s not too late to say to Don… 

     “The feeling is mutual.”  

   —Art Morgan 

BOOK CORNER 

   “YOUR ATOMIC SELF — The 

invisible elements that connect you 

to Everything Else in the Universe” 

by Curt Stager. Don would like it too. 

My Two Worst Mother’s Day Titles 
 Text: “I am reminded of your sincere faith, a faith that dwelt first in your 

            grandmother Lois and your mother Eunice and now, I am sure, 

           dwells in you.” (II Timothy I:5) 

    Sometimes the “old time religion” of grandma gets passed on. “It was 

good enough for grandma and it’s good enough for me.” 

   One of my grandmas died before I was born. I don’t really know what 

she believed, but she went to Oberlin when most women didn’t go to 

college and married my granddad who was once a Congregationalist 

minister. I never talked religion with him either.  

   My other grandma was more openly religious. It was what seemed like 

“old time religion” to me. I’m not sure how much got passed along. I 

remember one Thanksgiving she wanted us all to say John 3:16 with her. 

She started…not one of the 16 around the table knew John 3:16. 

   Timothy may have received his faith from his mother and grandmother, 

but it’s not a sure thing. 

   As a semi-minister to outsiders for many years I heard stories of people 

trying to get over their grandmother’s religion. What they are mostly 

trying to escape is a rigid literalistic understanding of the Bible and Creeds 

and Doctrines of their inherited religion.  

   There are more and more “nones” who no longer claim a religion. When 

a funeral comes along or wedding or a baby, religious issues may arise. 

Some fall back on what they think is grandma’s religion. And some fall 

back on people like myself, not bound by any system. 

  Mother’s Day sermons are not as easy as you might think. They work best 

when there’s a new baby or a happy family. There are always a number 

who never had children or who had children die. Parenting is not easy. 

Some had troubled or abusive mothers. Mothers are not always loved.  

   On Mother’s Day I tried to affirm women. I thought we were doing that 

the Sunday I preached on the title, “There’s Nothing Like a Dame.” Paul 

even sang the song and most people loved it, it seemed. But some 

apparently couldn’t get beyond South Pacific to hear a pro-women sermon 

which is rarer in Christian churches than you think. The sermon was far 

better than the title. A few never forgave us. 

  I try to affirm the wonder of life and the on-going-ness of life as a universal 

miracle. I was speaking at the Orcas Island Unitarian Church. My sermon 

was called “My Mother Was an Oyster.” I didn’t think Unitarians took 

anything literally but I could tell right away it wasn’t a good title. The man 

who introduced me spent 20 minutes telling everything he learned about 

the connectedness of life before I ever started my sermon. But I had 

“talked to the oysters” on my beach. I “heard them say” that their primary 

purpose in life was to stay alive and pass on the life of their species.  

   Every mother I have known has felt the wonder of being a life-bearer. 

Each one has built-in instincts to nourish and help her new-born life to 

thrive. 

   Anyway, life goes on. Who remembers a preacher’s sermon titles 

anyway? Or the sermons for that matter. So I have explained myself but 

not excused myself.  

   I am grateful for the life and faith in life and spirit of life that first 

appeared in my grandmothers, Anna and Hency, and in my mother, Mary. 

They have blessed me and I bless them for it.    

   Art Morgan— May 14, 2017 


