
 

MM Moment Ministries Headquarters Returns to Corvallis 

THOUGHTS ON DIA DE LOS MUERTOS — DENYING DENIAL  
    As we approach our place on Puget Sound a sign warns NO OUTLET. Two miles later a sign warns 
ROAD ENDS 500 FEET. Our place is located at the dead end. I’ve thought those signs both ominous and 
realistic. A book I have valued for a half century is Paul Tillich’s “The Eternal Now.” He places the warning 
sign in the first sentence of his chapter: “It is our destiny and the destiny of everything in our world that 
we must come to an end. Every end that we experience in nature and mankind speaks to us with a loud 
voice: you also will come to an end.”  

   Tillich says the common human attitude about the future is “It denies that there is an end.”  

    

    

 
A Year-old Photo… 

   but same old couple 

    finally at home. 

We’ve been away from Corvallis 

    since May 22… 

    166 days! 

Finally flew in from LA… 

    after a 4 hour delay! 

    we landed in Oregon tired. 

More drama than desired… 

    joys with sorrows… 

    hopes and fears. 

Standing in our own kitchen… 

    We toasted togetherness… 

    and memories of the road. 

Then a phone call took Jean away 

    the same from California… 

    that first sent us south. 

A most recent diagnosis 

    confirms our friends’ wisdom 

    to party while she could. 

I do a stir-fry omelet 

    with mixings Jean fixed 

    as we renew ourselves. 

Prayers flow forth as sighs… 

    trusting powers unknown 

    to be present in our place. 

  —Art Morgan 

BOOK CORNER 

I read it again and felt its truth, Paul 

Tillich’s “The Eternal Now“ 

  

 

 

 

     Some must think that to hold a “pre-memorial party” or “A-

Wake as it was called, is a denial. A recent book review by famed 

funeral director-author, Thomas Lynch, and his friend, Thomas Long, 

is called “The Good Funeral: Death, Grief and the Community of 

Care.” (Christian Century, October 30, 2013) 
       They argue in favor of the “traditional funeral” and speak of the 

memorial service without the body present as a “contemporary aberration,” 

a form of denial. 

       My feeling about the recent “A-Wake pre-memorial party” was not a 

denial of dying, but a denial of denial. A therapist among the guests and I 

talked about this. It was a gift from our hostess to face up to a dying that 

was in process. It was going to happen. No outlet. Dead end. No denial 

allowed. It was time to begin saying good-bye. She was showing the way. 

       November 1, 2 and 3 will be variously observed by many as a time to 

pay attention to death and those who have died. All Saints, All Souls and 

Dia de los Muertos are most common. Dia de los Muertos is at the same 

time most primitive and most realistic. It stems from Aztec traditions over 

2000 years old. They bring food and drink to the graveyard. They party and 

dance. Death is a present reality. The veil between the living and dead is 

very thin.  

        Denying denial. 

        The Apostle Paul had a line in one of his mystical moments of talking 

about dying. He said, “I die daily.” This is physical reality. I suspect it was 

Paul’s spiritual reality as well as he sought to give up his personal ego and 

take to himself the spirit of Christ. We lose a bit of our life each day we live. 

Who can be at 40 as at 20? Or who can be at 80 as at 40? We die daily. 

         Dia de los Muertos is a day for singing and dancing and feasting in 

spiritual union with the dead. I find myself thinking of good friends gone, 

even speaking to them and laughing about some of our experiences from 

past days. I do not deny death. I deny denial. 

        On a more positive note I would like to add a text to go along with 

Paul’s. It must be written someplace, but just in case I’ll write my own text: 

“I live daily.”  

         A favorite mantra of many is “This is the day that the Lord has made. 

Let us rejoice and be glad in it.” 

         My Buddhist friends have a simpler mantra. They say “Breathe!” 

          I always say:  

   For the Moment…  

—           Art Morgan, November 1, 2013 


