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Morgan’s Moment… 
I’ll miss them this year… 

     the Christmas tree workers 

     in the field across our road. 

The field was clear-cut 

     plowed and smoothed 

     planted back to rye-grass. 

The mostly Hispanic workers 

     would come with chainsaws 

     felling trees by the hundreds. 

Trucks lined up in the fields 

     a helicopter came out of the fog 

     lifting trees in bunches to trucks. 

Spanish words and laughter 

     as Christmas was in process 

     to be exported here and abroad. 

Two days at the most 

     and our neighborhood forest 

     is no more. 

Rain today on the plowed field 

     green grass already appearing 

     life replacing life. 

If past anticipates future 

     we should expect sheep and lambs 

     at Easter time.     

   Art Morgan 

      

BOOK CORNER 

  He wanted $12 for his book. I 

seldom carry cash but Jean had a 

10. After some discussion he let me 

have it for $10 on my promise to 

bring the other $2 next week. 

  He was the author and is seen at 

the Saturday Market with several 

books spread before him. As one 

who has written and distributed 

many, many booklets, I have feelings 

for authors. 

  It turns out that he is one of our  

“street people” who has first-hand 

knowledge of life in the homeless 

shelters, hospital, jail and sleeping 

bag-ready door-fronts. I know every 

place he writes about.  

  He made national news at age 82 

by advertising for a wife. He was 

wearing a sign. So far, no wife. 

  His book is “The Streets of 

Corvallis,” by Sandy McCulloch. He 

writes clearly and thoughtfully. 47 

pages. You can check him out on 

Google. 

  

    

WHEN HOSPICE SAYS “IT WON’T BE LONG” 

 More and more people are experiencing Hospice. It is usually a blessing in 

a dark time. People are admitted to Hospice care only when they are in 

later stages of life, diagnosed with less than six months to live. 

    Many I know have been Hospice volunteers, offering various helpful 

services to people which often allow them to stay in their own homes. And, 

of course, I have known many who were Hospice patients. 

    And I have been present during last hours and heard the Hospice nurse 

speak those words: “It won’t be long.” They are usually right. Hospice 

nurses, or nurses on crisis floors, are most likely to be present and 

attending at the time death occurs. In all my years of presence at such 

moments I have never seen a doctor present. A doctor has usually offered 

orders for appropriate medication to be applied. Morphine not only 

eliminates pain, but also allows death to come quietly. 

   I have been impressed, especially in recent years. with the caring 

sensitivity of nursing staff. They allow grief to happen, offer caring 

presence, while guiding family through necessary final arrangements. If in 

a hospital setting, there is often a designated social worker nurse who takes 

charge of things.  

   Hospice doesn’t quit when death occurs. They recognize grief as a 

natural consequence of loss. They have helped through that stage. People 

are not aware of the impact of grief both physically and emotionally. It is 

not to be underestimated. One way or another most people eventually live 

beyond their most difficult losses. Hospice is among other services that 

helps people through this time. 

   I’m not writing anything new. This kind of information, and more, is 

readily available.  

   This particular page was triggered by an e-mail from my niece regarding 

the condition of my brother in Florida. We have known the seriousness of 

his prognosis. I have had phone contact only twice. His condition and our 

mutual hearing difficulties prevented meaningful communication. The last 

time was not sure he knew it was me but I think so.  

   His son and daughter are close-by doing things according to his wishes, 

keeping him at home and with his life-long wife, Elizabeth, aided by home 

care nurses…and Hospice. 

   I can think of dozens more on my list who have lived a similar story. 

Many have heard…and will hear the words…”It won’t be long…”  

   While we want life to be long we don’t want dying to be long.  

   While we are afraid of what the next word from Florida will be, we know 

that we are better for knowing what is happening. We can spread the word 

among all my brother’s scattered relatives around the country. We can 

multiply the care and love for that family in Florida. 

    As the only ordained reverend I should probably have a word of 

assurance. I guess that word is that life is a wondrous event in the universe, 

and mysterious. I celebrate the fact that Avery is part of that wonder. The 

time comes for everyone when our lives end.  

   I guess you would say that all of us, from coast to coast, are in a kind of 

vigil moment. My brother’s journey out of this life is on its way.  

   Each has his or her own place in the cloud of witnesses. My view is that 

of the oldest brother. I think of others sharing this time. My brothers, our 

cousins, our children and children’s children, his children, his 

grandchildren and of course his wife of so many years, Elizabeth. 

   I am thankful for Hospice and all who allow him to leave in peace.  

— Art Morgan, November 8, 2015      


