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Morgan’s Moment…

I felt a chill and thump in my gut

     like the kind I’ve felt at news

     of a death.

It was Jean’s response on the phone

     to the insurance adjuster’s call…

    “You mean it can’t be fixed?”

An over-reaction I thought…

     it’s only an object…

     replaceable in ways a life isn’t.

It’s just a car I’m saying…

    not even like a pet 

    and nowhere near a person.

Old wisdom from sermons past 

    tug like ballast on my sailboat

    to restore my even keel.

“Do not lay up treasures on earth…

   for where your treasure is

   there will your heart be also.”

I’m actually relieved to know

   that my treasuring heart is beating

   with ability to feel hurt and loss.



Art Morgan

BOOK CORNER
Two books are on my reading table, both with Kathleen Dean Moore as an editor: “In the Blast Zone – Catastrophe and Renewal on Mount St. Helens,” and “Moral Ground – Ethical Action for a Planet in Peril.”

Just this morning our paper featured her on the front page with a four column picture and article with the headline: Professor Planet.
Both books draw on thoughts of other writers, philosophers and scientists to cause thought and action regarding our precious and threatened planet.

Some may not know that she is also a distinguished Professor at Oregon State University and a colleague of Marcus Borg. 

We reported some time ago about “Wild Comfort – The Solace of Nature.” She is a writer with soul who captures “moments” beautifully.
(For those who get this in time she will be speaking this Monday at 4 at the MU at Oregon State).

Miles of Moments

  Our travel reports of the last three weeks only went to family and local Moment people. They told of a route that included a fly-by of our cabin, wedding on a boat on Lake Union in Seattle, three days in Yakima for the annual Turner Lectures, three nights in Enterprise Oregon, overnight in Moscow Idaho, another night in Yakima followed by our drive home. 

  We travel many miles but not just for the traveling. It seems that we don’t drive without some destination or purpose involving people. We always enjoy the sites along the way and are getting better at stopping at waysides and view points.

  For instance we stopped at the burial place of Chief Joseph overlooking Wallowa Lake. I respect the old chief who tried to make treaties with the US Government but was cheated badly as were most tribes. His monument states that he was once a Christian but renounced Christianity because of the deceitful behavior of Christians. I admired his intelligence.

  Plans change when traveling. Anyone without ability to change better stay home. We planned a visit to Pocatello, but our past passes weren’t good this year. That’s why we ended up in Enterprise. We needed a break anyway. But that changed into an adventurous side trip when Don Whitney from Edmonds WA read that we were in Enterprise. Happenstance put him in the vicinity to contact us and pick us up for a bouncy, winding, climbing, descending one hour ride to his remote fishing cabin. Jean counts her two hours there as a high point of our trip. 

  We drove a rental car for over 1200 miles of this trip. Consumer Reports that little car at the bottom of its list. It deserves better, not because it is better, but because it worked OK and brought us safely home. As you note from my “Moment,” our personal car was declared “totaled” in Yakima in an unspectacular accident that touched off a couple of air-bags and blew out a couple of tires on one side. We were un-injured and back on the road in our “new” rental car in under two hours. I have more comments about this on the “Back Page.”

  Election signs and billboards were everywhere. We have been mostly disconnected from our mail and TV for more than a month, so miss out – or not. What little I hear is mostly a collection of “talking points” that I heard were being fed to candidates for pre-election use. In a cynical moment I thought we don’t need candidates who think but only those that promise to vote with their party. If they can spell “no” or “yes” they’re qualified. That’s my political word for the day.
Thursday Night Moment

The October Potluck for MM

will be this coming Thursday, October 21 
WIDE AWAKE

   I’m going to report an accident. I’m sure this is going to launch several hundred “bigger bear” stories, but I’ll report anyway.

   My version is that I was driving along the freeway in Yakima as we often have, on a sunny Thursday afternoon. Quite alert, I thought, only one off-ramp from the turn toward our motel, driving at speed limit in the inside lane due to traffic coming in from an on-ramp. Suddenly a loud noise and jarring of the car brought me wide awake with the words, “I fell asleep!” Jean’s words at the same moment were “I’m sorry!” She had been napping and felt she had failed to keep me awake. 

  I checked the rear-view mirror and continued in our lane before moving over to the right where I parked to check on damages. It seems we clipped a cable guard rail with the left side of the car that blew out both left tires and damaged the front fender a lot and the door a bit. Both drivers’ side air bags opened but none of the front ones. Neither of us had any hurt other than a bruise that appeared later on my elbow from the airbag.  

  Jean was immediately on her cell phone to AAA for a tow truck, then to our insurance company in Corvallis. A highway patrol car soon arrived to check us out. Everyone asked first whether we had been injured and whether anyone else was involved in the accident. The officer was very kind and efficient in filling out the accident report. A tow truck appeared and arrangements were made with our insurance company to have the car towed to a repair business within sight of where we were parked. The car was soon winched up on the truck, we piled in with the driver as I waved goodbye to the patrol officer.

  A rental car agency was conveniently located in the same building as the body repair company, so we rented a car and transferred our things out of the wounded wagon. It seemed to me that the car would be repaired. I hoped I was leaving it in a hospital, not a morgue. 

  To be alive at all is wonder enough for awe and thanksgiving. To be uninjured and alive after any kind of car accident is another kind of amazement. Even atheists and agnostics are known to have said, “Thank God,” in such times. We were spared the pious remarks people often make at such times about God’s hand in preserving us. That spared me from having to counter that kind of divine favoritist theology. I see all those crosses people put beside the roads to mark where “God took” some unlucky dui victim. 

  Credits are due, however. Those unpopular gas taxes people keep wanting reduced paid for the installation of that guard rail. It was well-designed and did its job. Thank you. Some engineers invented things like traction control and stability control that were in our car, along with airbags. The car did not swerve or lose control in any way, even with those blown out tires. Thank you. Yes, credit and thanks are due. We’d like to thank that police officer, the insurance agent, the tow truck driver, the sympathetic people at the body repair shop and the lady that found a rental car for us. 

  This all happened as those 33 miners were ready to be pulled out of the pit. “An answer to prayers.” Yes, prayers were answered. We have to ask, by whom? Just today I heard of 40 or so Chinese miners who weren’t so lucky. Was it for lack of prayers? 
  Jesus said something interesting when he spoke about loving enemies as well as neighbors. It was about equality in the eyes of the divine, noting that the sun rises on the evil and the good and rain falls on the just and unjust alike. So one must take care when survival strikes. We don’t necessarily deserve it, nor do we deserve a bad outcome any more than we deserve a good. Try some other kind of theology.

  A similar thought is found in Ecclesiastes, a perplexing and interesting writer or preacher, who spun off wise thoughts worthy of consideration. Look him up and hear his words in Ecclesiastes 2:12 about wisdom and madness and folly. “I perceived that one fate comes to all of them.” Any theology worth keeping must deal with his thoughts.

  So we crashed and we walk still. Grateful, yes. Responsible, yes. I should be cited for some form of negligence for allowing it to happen. And I should learn to make sure I’m not in that circumstance again. All life is a risk. There is no safe time or place. Yet, it’s a great day to be alive and rejoice.      For the Moment…









- Art Morgan October 17, 2010 
