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Morgan’s Moment…
Guys…at least some…
   are interested in cars…

   so I wasn’t surprised to hear…

“What kind of car did you buy?”

“A used Ego,” I said.

    “Never heard of it.”

    “I’ll bet you’re driving one



      right now” I answered
I knew I had him hooked…

   so played him a bit more.

“Can you remember how you felt

  when you drove that new car home

  the first time?”
A smile as his memory 

  admitted a denied truth…

  he drove an Ego.

My used car was once

  someone’s cherished Ego…

  that served worked for three years.

Ego’s are devious possessions

  that inflame our imaginations

  then gradually lose their fire.


My professed values suppress

  but do not overcome ego…

  so I only buy used Ego’s.

I’ll spare you good reasons

  for the necessity of this car…

  just call it my most recent used Ego.  



Art Morgan

BOOK CORNER
One word, one “talking point” totally absent from political rhetoric is the word “moral.” A book full of profound essays by world-renown scientists, philosophers, writers and poets, lays the word on our minds and hearts in ways that move us beyond the rhetoric used to gain our votes. 
Is there a moral or ethical position that trumps jobs or economy or profit as a value? I would think those in the religion business would be interested.
“Moral Ground – Ethical Action for a Planet in Peril” Kathleen Dean Moore and Michael P Nelson, Editors

THANKSGIVING THOUGHTS

     Our morning walk takes us under the Willamette River overpass. It’s usually dark, but we can see the figures of some of the men who have spent the night beginning to move around. How can I not think about them?

     I’m surprised the police haven’t moved them away. In a few days they will be able to sleep inside one of the churches. 

     I read a notice on the nearby public rest room that said the rest rooms were closed for the winter due to budget problems. Someone scrawled “Thanks!” on the notice.

     There will be some public Thanksgiving meals offered to these fellows (and an occasional lady). But no public rest rooms.

     I wondered as we walked whether people on the Park and Recreation Board, or those on the Budget Committee of the City of Corvallis, had ever been a stranger in a city in urgent need of a bathroom. I suspected they were all too young to know the urgency that afflicts older people as well as many younger people. 
     There is no feeling of thanksgiving greater than that of finding an open rest room when you need it. You won’t find one in downtown Corvallis unless you have access to a willing business or catch the Library when it’s open. 

    The fellows under the overpass have told me how they appreciate the hospitality of a few of the churches for warmth and physical respite, but they’re not open all the time.

    I wondered whether we who pay taxes to city and county governments might think that saving ourselves money by closing rest rooms to the indigent and traveler fits in our idea of Christian – or human – values. Just a Thanksgiving thought.
SPEAKING OF SHELTERING

We were invited to a brunch with Barbara Ross for folks who had been involved in a Corvallis effort to purchase and fund an apartment building for some of our houseless population. In fact I picked up one of the guys who expects to be the first occupant of an apartment. This group of people met and worked and dreamed an impossible dream. Some gathered to celebrate the miracle of raising over a million dollars. An inspirational moment for me and  many, many others. 
THURSDAY NIGHT MOMENT FOR NOVEMBER

November 18   Gather from 5:30  Eat at 6:30


A Thanksgiving Moment
FEELING LIKE ZACCHAEUS

   “Zacchaeus was a wee little man…” or so says the song. Nobody knows for sure. Maybe he felt that he didn’t amount to much so was trying to stay out of the way. Climbing a tree should do it.

    Everyone, especially folks that don’t think they matter very much, knows how it is to stand back, at the edge of the crowd, hoping not to attract notice. And almost everyone knows how warming it is when someone happens to think of you or notice you to the extent of offering some kind of including invitation.

   So the story of Zacchaeus being noticed by a widely known teacher like Jesus was especially warming. Jesus was inviting himself to lunch.

   Preachers think of such stories in situations most would ignore. I thought of this story when a friend invited us to lunch, although we turned it to an invitation to our place for lunch. No matter, the feeling of being thought of and wanted for some moment of companionship felt good.

   Doug Smith does not think of himself as Jesus, looking up trees for a chance for lunch. Actually, he’s on a special mission to raise as much money as he can for an organization that loves the whole world that God so loves. Many of us know that organization as Church World Service. When some disaster happens in the world Church World Service is already there, as it was in Pakistan before and during the recent disastrous floods. 

  Before newly elected leaders of our country even knew where President Obama was visiting in Indonesia, Church World Service was there in the only democratic country in which moderate Muslims live in a progressive society. In fact, more Muslims live there than anyplace in the world. At least the President noticed.

  So Doug goes around reminding people who might spare some share of their over- abundance to help those who suffer, and need immediate help. Haiti comes to mind. He invites himself to lunch on his dime or ours.

  As we talked it became apparent that many of our friends on this mailing list are mutual friends. We probably talked about many of you as friends do. Surprising to know how many share our worldwide concerns. 

  It must have made Zacchaeus feel good to have someone like Jesus inspire him to do a good thing about the funds in his possession. It must have made him feel good that it was an honor to be included among those who want to use resources in a moral, ethical and generous way. 

   I don’t envy Doug traveling up and down the coast, calling to arrange a schedule and contacts. I would find that hard. I wonder whether Jesus felt any hesitancy about intruding himself into people’s complacent lives. If he truly bore the mantle of humanity, he probably didn’t feel any easier about it than you or I…or Doug Smith…would.

   So here’s to those who intrude themselves upon us, to ask us to do what we should probably do anyway. And who, by intruding themselves upon us tell us that we matter in some way we may have forgotten.

   One of the lowest moments in my life came when a grandson invited me to lunch at his kindergarten class on grandparent’s day — and I forgot. I felt small.  Zacchaeus was invited and didn’t forget it. Ever.  Bless Doug Smith and all those who dare to invite.
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