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MORGAN’S MOMENT…
“It’s a scam…”

      I said to Jean holding her phone

      wearing a worried look.

I had overheard her saying 
      “New York” and “has troubles”
       “needs money.”

The caller wanted to talk to me…

      “Who’s this?” I said…

      “It’s me grandpa, your grandson.”

The guy really blew it…

       did not know that my grandson

       has always called me “Art.”

“You don’t sound like my grandson…”

        silence…click…buzz

        the scammer was gone.

We senile citizens are prospects

       soft toward grandkids

      trigger ready to rescue.

Jean called our real grandson…

      the eldest of our grandchildren

      who answered his cell immediately.

He wasn’t in New York

      he was walking to class

      at Southern Oregon University.

I told Jean to send him $100

   for being where he belonged…

   and because grandpa’s are a soft touch.


─ Art Morgan

BOOK CORNER
STRENGTH IN WHAT REMAINS

A Journey of Remembrance and Forgiveness by Tracy Kidder

Many will never forget reading Kidder’s “Mountains Beyond Mountains,” the remarkable story of Paul Farmer. This latest book will be hard to forget as well.
This is the amazing story of a young man named Deogratias, (Deo) from Rwanda to New York and back to Africa to build and establish a medical clinic. Read it.
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APRIL NEGLECT

I felt guilty ─ just a little bit ─ when I realized I didn’t send out a complete “blue sheet” in April. First month I haven’t done that in over 30 years I think. Not that I was flooded with complaints! But I do try to keep faith with those who have grown to expect something. 
We did get out a well-received back page with comments about Kathleen Moore’s Wild Comfort – The Solace of Nature. I usually hear back from about 5% of my mailing list, but virtually everyone who responded commented about that page. I think 8 or 10 have purchased the book. I am putting together comments received to send to the author. If you have a comment or have purchased the book, send me an email. (a-morgan@peak.org) I will forward all responses to the author. 

Personal e-mail writing stayed alive. I responded to over 120 emails in April, not counting my Blackberry responses while we were traveling. I wonder how many clergy types are finding increased personal communication with people since e-mail and cell phone technology has come along. I feel that I am involved in more “pastoral type” communications now than I used to have when working in retail religion. And I don’t even have a church or get paid for it.  Maybe everyone is doing it. I’ve even done an occasional entry on Facebook. It must be quite different doing church ministry these days.
MINISTRY MOMENTS

Paul has his own Moment Ministries going on, in addition to the things we do together. He was in concert again with the Corvallis Repertory Singers, lending his voice and spirit to that excellent group. This Friday he sang mightily, along with Mary, and several soloists he recruited in an ecumenical fund-raiser for the Mennonites. His part in making that event work was more than lending his voice. A packed house appreciated the event. The music, while good, lasted 2 and ½ hours! Paul gets used sometimes, but he is of good cheer. The next morning he was off to help with a Memorial Service in still another church. He also does a whole lot of “whatever comes next. 
NEXT THURSDAY NIGHT MOMENT MAY 6
A Cinco de Mayo theme, a colorful potluck event
Gather anytime after 5:30 ─ Eat at 6:30
THE LAST WORD ON EARTH WEEK 

Spoken by Planet Earth

       It’s May already. It’s OK for me to begin thinking ─ and writing ─ about sailing. It’s OK for my eyes to get a far off look as I think of my sailboat, safely under cover over the winter ─ I hope. I can give more than a glance to the screen-saver on my computer with its picture of blue water and blue sky on Puget Sound, with the snow capped Olympics spanning from one edge to the other.

      Meanwhile, back at the ranch our grass is out of control. Everything is coming up and a lot of it is blooming beautifully. I especially like the delicate wild iris at the edge of the woods.

      It’s also the end of Earth Week that followed a very nice highway trip through green, sunny, oak-covered hills in much of California. The fruit trees were in blossom and workers were harvesting more strawberries than anyone could eat.

     We have a nice little planet here. It’s worth a week of appreciation and celebration. Everyone sing a verse of “This land is your land, this land is my land…”

      Several things happened on Earth Week to raise question of the hymn verse that says:


…And to my listening ears, all nature sings and round me rings, the music of the spheres.

      I remember having a group of YMCA campers sing that very verse from a hillside looking across Spirit Lake toward then-pristine Mount St Helen’s. That verse was blasted from my hymn choices when the whole top blew off that mountain a few years later.

      Our planet earth has not had a happy week.

      Mining coal, and burning it, has not been healthy for centuries. Granted, if fueled the industrial revolution and the electrification of America. What would West Virginia do without it? It kills underground. It kills in the air. And it killed on Earth Week.

      Meanwhile Haiti is still digging out from an earthquake on Earth Week as another earthquake was claiming victims in China. Humans are reminded that Earth has always been busy and sometimes dangerous. We came on this scene late. It’s not in our control.

      Then there’s that unpronounceable volcano spewing itself from Iceland into the skies above the north Atlantic and most of Europe. Thousands of stranded travelers demand that something be done. What can anyone do about a volcano except get out of its way and wait?
      Earth received its hardest blow on Earth Week. It wasn’t the earth’s fault that one of the thousands of drills punching holes in it had a big problem. All that oil that earth has been creating for millions of years is running wild and filling the Gulf of Mexico. I’m sure it’s the last thing the earth wanted to happen. It’s not something we humans wanted, but we thought we could do this without a problem. 

     Cynics are saying that the coal problem and oil problem have more to do with profit and human hunger for fuel than with nature.

      Ancient people often thought God was behind thunder, earthquakes, wind, fire and all natural disasters. A lot of Americans think that tornados are sent by God, as are other disasters, in some kind of payback for human failures. For others, this sounds more like superstition.

      But I can understand how we might think nature, if not God, is reminding us that humans cannot expect nature to be green pastures and still waters. There is a moral interaction required between humans and the good earth, just as is required between humans and one another.

      So, before this month is out I hope to be testing the waters in my sailboat, “Say Yay!” I hope for gentle wind and warm sun and friendly waters. I also hope I’ll have sense enough to know when nature is telling me to leave the boat on its moorage and let any storm do its thing. 

      And I will prayerfully long for my species to cease all activities that threaten any life anywhere on this amazing planet. 









─ Art Morgan, May 1, 2010
NOTE:  For those new to our e-mail list, we have a website with information about Moment Ministries and collections of many past writings. I call your attention to a collection of Memorial Day writings that is gradually becoming a classic, “8 MOMENTS FOR MEMORY DAYS”. You can check it out by connecting to http://www.97330.com/Moment-Ministries/booklets/memory_12.htm      (Thanks to Bill Gilbert our MM Webmaster)




