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My Daughter Linda, with her Grand-Niece 
and my Great-Granddaughter, Annika, age 
1 month. 

 

Morgan’s Moment… 
We were breathless as old folks sometimes are     

 sitting by our view window 

 as visitors drove out the drive. 

Not a worn out kind of breathlessness 

 but the kind born of wonder 

 life sometimes showers. 

Visitors can bring it on by their coming 

 especially with babes in arms… 

 our first great grandchildren. 

We had our turns holding and nuzzling 

 speaking silly sounding words 

 and being very gentle. 

So we sat together congratulating ourselves 

 for getting old enough   

 to meet our grandchildren’s children. 

There are moments sometimes 

 that leave us… 

 breathless.   

    —Art Morgan 

 

BOOK CORNER 
Rare is the soul that reads the Book of Job 

in the Bible with much interest. Here’s a 

translation that works: “The Book of JOB.. 

THE MESSAGE” by Eugene Peterson. It 

reads like a drama as “comforters” appear 

to try to explain away Job’s misery.  

If you can find the book anywhere (I found 

it a year ago in a bookstore in Yakima) buy 

it! It costs only $2.49 new! It’s published 

by NavPress. Try www.navpress.com  

It would be a great book for a short term 

study group, or even a book club read. 

 

LILACS OUT MY WINDOW 
   We moved to Corvallis 43 years ago. It was a new house a few miles out 

of town. I saw a lilac bush blooming in a friend’s yard and commented that 

it was my favorite. It wasn’t long before one was planted next to our house 

as well. I bless their kindness every May. 

   I never imagined that one day it would grow tall enough to fill the view 

of my office window. I watch it bud and blossom every springtime.  

   The yellow jackets and bumblebees compete for nectar from the fragrant 

blossoms. A birds nest appeared a year or so ago that gave me a perfect 

overview of emerging family life. The family moved on but the nest 

remains. 

   My eye has turned to that bush for several decades now. Countless words 

have gone into print, sermons evolved, blue sheets written and printed, 

funerals and weddings planned, letters written and email answered. I sense 

some lilac spirit in my thoughts and prose sometimes.  

   I don’t know much about God, or whether there is anything one can be 

sure of. I can sometimes believe that Spirit speaks its own language and is 

heard without sound or even conscious thought. A depth within me 

responds to the very presence of those lilacs that I can neither understand 

nor resist.  

BLOSSOMS ON THE STREET 
  Pink blossoms scatter themselves on the sidewalks by the Post Office. A 

young man plays a guitar with an open suitcase. Another sits with a sign at  

a sidewalk spot next to the entrance. I greet both as I pass by. 

  Then someone calls my name. It’s another blossom of the street, a lady 

known to every one of the current street residents of our town. She has 

been an advocate for the economically challenged and their various needs 

for many years. We greet with a hug and pause for conversation. 

  We speak about some of the current challenges on town. Mental health is 

a continual problem, with addictions of all kinds following. I try to speak 

an encouraging word. Blossoms like her deserve nourishment and 

watering. I am hoping that most of my Corvallis readers already know that 

I am talking about Aleita Hass Holcombe. Talk about someone who does 

moment ministries! Some of us do such things occasionally while Aleita is 

at it more like 24/7. As she says, they all know my name and most of them 

have my phone number.  

WORKING IN DARK PLACES 
  The dental hygienist took a break from peering into my mouth. I 

mentioned that it must be discouraging looking into people’s mouths all 

day. She laughed and said, “Actually it’s not bad at all. In fact, I don’t 

think of my patients as dark open mouths, but as bright faces.” 

   Her tools went back to work on my teeth and my mind went to my career 

that occasionally took me into the dark places of people’s lives and 

circumstances. Pastoral work, counseling and walking with people into the 

midst of death and dying is like peering into dark places. You do it 

because it is what you do. But I rarely think of the darkness. 

   People like first responders, physicians of all kinds and other serving 

professions, work in the dark places. It’s good to know that they do not 

judge, condemn or turn away from us by what they see. It’s a kind of 

amazing grace, isn’t it? 
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