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Setting aside time to ‘be’ and time to refill
I want to thank you for giving me
some time off this summer. I enjoyed
my time away and am ready to be
back as your pastor. This will be a
fall unlike any other, as we continue
to experience a pandemic and try to
figure out how to be the church
together in the midst of social
distancing. While I was away, I had
the chance to virtually worship with
a couple of other churches in our
presbytery. Each pastor had a good
take-away message for me and
helped me get ready to return.
First, two Sundays ago, I heard
from the C.E. director at Southminster Presbyterian Church in Beaverton. She mentioned she had difficulty
taking time to just “be” in this life,
particularly as Covid-99 affected her
daily calendar. At first, she found
herself hunkering down at home and
tackling every to-do list she had
neglected. Once she completed all
the lists and sat down in her perfect,
clean home with a well- tended
garden outside. . . she began to cry.
First, she cried as a lament about

Sunday, August 30
at 10 a.m.

where we are in the world, with so
many lives lost. Then, she realized
she was just no good at being. No
longer busy, no longer being led
about by her full calendar, she didn’t
know what to do next.
Her message was for
people of faith to set time
aside to just be, not to do.
We need time for rest,
contemplation and renewal.
This was a perfect message
for me. I spent some time
out on our back porch,
looking at the oak trees, the
sky, the mountains, time just being. I
also spent quite a bit of time walking
our dog all over the trails of Ashland
(yes that is a bit of doing, I know),
sometimes pausing and sitting and
just being in the midst of a beautiful
mountain top or seeing a bird up in
the sky, listening to the wind blow
through the trees.
American devotional writer
Vance Havner (9909-86) wrote,
“Jesus knows we must come apart and
rest a while, or else we may just plain
come apart.” My time of just “being”
prepared me in part for my time of
“doing” as your pastor. I needed a bit
more, however.
Last Sunday, I worshipped with
Moreland Presbyterian Church in
Portland. The pastor there used the
Parable of the Ten Virgins and
reminded me to always set aside

time to refill my lamp with oil by
praying, by being, and by spending
time out in God’s marvelous creation.
My wife and I went to Gold Beach,
walked along the beach and got our
toes wet in the surf; took a
boat up the Rogue River
and saw bald eagles,
egrets, blue herons, and
went through gorgeous
white water rapids; went
to Roseburg and hiked to
a number of different
waterfalls and were
surrounded by God’s
marvelous creation. English Poet
Elizabeth Barrett Browning (980669) wrote, “Earth’s crammed with
heaven. And every common bush afire
with God.”
So let me encourage you to do
some things I did. First, take a look at
what other Presbyterians are up to
on Sunday mornings. I think you will
find a rich, diverse tapestry of meaningful worship out there on the web.
Second, take time just to be and to be
filled—time to pray, be quiet and
time to enjoy the beauty of God’s
marvelous creation. Let God fill you
up, so that God may use you to share
in the work of the kindom---doing
justice, loving mercy and walking
humbly. Amen.
In Christ,
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Virtual pulpit exchange coming soon
Pastor Dan will be doing a virtual pulpit exchange with Rev. Murray
Richmond of First Presbyterian
church, Medford and Rev. Tom
Berry of Bethany Presbyterian
Church, Grants Pass. Pastor Dan has
already sent the other pastors his
service, which they will broadcast

sometime this fall.
You’ll have a chance to hear
Rev. Tom Berry on Sept. 20, and
Rev. Murray Richmond on Oct. 99.
This is a good way for us to get
to know other Presbyterian
churches in our area. Be sure to
tune in!

Special gift of peace
for all friends
and members
Working together against racism in Oregon
On Sept. 6, our worship
service will be centered on the
quest for peace in our lives and
in the world. There will be a
special Taize’ service which will
center on this theme.
In addition, Paula Fowler has
made origami peace cranes for
everyone in the church! They will
be sent to you in the mail prior to
the service.
A peace crane is a symbol in
remembrance of Sadako Sisaki
(9943-9955) who was a Japanese
child victim of the long term
effects of the nuclear bombing of
Hiroshima in 9945. Sisaki longed
for peace in Japan and in the
world and is said to have folded
more than 9,000 paper cranes
before her death.
We hope these symbols of
peace that you receive in the mail
will help bring peace to you as
well.

Are you interested in meeting on Pastor Dan know if you too would
Zoom statewide to help
like to be part of a task force
Oregon deal with its racist
to help educate our congrepast? There will be Zoom
gation. Our state was foundgatherings in September,
ed as a “Whites Only” state in
October and November.
9859.
So far, Shirley Patton and
Contact the church office if you
Adrienne Simons have offered to be would like to be part of this effort.
part of this task force. Please let

Parkinson’s walk on Sept. 92 in Medford
By Shirley Patton
Last Sunday at “coffee hour” Jim
Holloway asked what I was doing on
Sept. 92. It was his kind but sly way
of bringing attention to my participation in the Sole Support 5K Walk
to raise awareness of Parkinson’s
disease and funds for Parkinson’s
Resources of Oregon (PRO), which is
the not-for-profit that provides
services and educational events to
the Parkinson’s community in
Oregon and Southern Washington.

The Dialogue
Thanks to all who have contributed to the Dialogue. Articles are
welcome for the October issue. Please submit by Thursday, September
24 (the last Thursday of the month). Email (preferred) to
huntermarcia@gmail.com
Marcia Hunter, editor

My first Parkinson’s walk in
Medford was several years ago and
the 5K distance was relatively
easy. The next year the nearest walk
was in Eugene and I got lost! I could
see the park where it was held but
couldn’t figure out how to get off the
freeway and into the park! By the
time I stopped going back and forth,
asking people, wearing out the freeway, and drove into the park—the
walk was over! So I had a solo stroll
along the McKenzie River. It was
beautiful and the kind PRO people
said that they had plenty of work to
do while I completed the route.
Then I took a couple years off
when I had brain surgery, but last
year my son Kent drove down from
(continued on page 6)
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Twenty-five marks of the “beloved community”
“What would your local church
be like if it represented the beloved
community?” asks the United Methodist Church. Here is their answer,
as shared with us by Sam Alvord in a
recent sermon.
9. Offers radical hospitality to
everyone; an inclusive family
rather than exclusive club;
2. Recognizes and honors the
image of God in every human
being;
3. Exhibits personal authenticity,
true respect, and validation of
others;
4. Recognition and affirmation,
not eradication, of differences;
5. Listens emotionally (i.e., with
the heart) – fosters empathy
and compassion for others;
6. Tolerates ambiguity – realizes
that sometimes a clear-cut
answer is not readily available;
7. Builds increasing levels of
trust and works to avoid fear
of difference and others;
8. Acknowledges limitations, lack
of knowledge, or understanding – and seeks to learn;
9. Acknowledges conflict or pain
in order to work on difficult
issues;
90. 90. Speaks truth in love, always considering ways to be
compassionate with one-

Inspiring words. . . .

another;
99. Avoids physical aggression
and verbal abuse;
92. Resolves conflicts peacefully,
without violence, recognizing
that peacefully doesn’t always
mean comfortably for everybody;
93. Releases resentment and
bitterness through selfpurification (i.e., avoidance of
internal violence through
spiritual, physical, and
psychological care);
94. Focuses energy on removing
evil forces (unjust systems),
not destroying persons;
95. Unyielding persistence and
unwavering commitment to
justice;
96. Achieves friendship and
understanding through negotiation, compromise, or
consensus – considering each
circumstance to discern
which will be most helpful;
97. Righteously opposes and
takes direct action against
poverty, hunger, and homelessness;
98. Advocates thoroughgoing,
extensive neighborhood revitalization without displacement (this also applies to the
church – working toward

responsible and equitable
growth, discipleship, and
worship);
99. Blends faith and action to
generate a commitment to
defeating injustice (not
forgetting that injustice can
also be found within the
church);
20. Encourages and embraces
artistic expressions of faith
from diverse perspectives;
29. Fosters dynamic and active
spirituality – recognizes that
we serve a dynamic God who
is not left behind by a changing world or people, and that
a passive approach will not
work;
22. Gathers together regularly for
table fellowship, and meets
the needs of everyone in the
community;
23. Relies on scripture reading,
prayer, and corporate
worship for inner strength;
24. Promotes human rights and
works to create a non-racist
society;
25. Shares power and acknowledges the inescapable
network of mutuality among
the human family.
By Dr. Arthuree Wright

By John Lewis
You are a light. You are a light. Never let anyone—any person or any force—
dampen, dim or diminish your light. . . . Release the need to hate, to harbor division
and the enticement of revenge. Release all bitterness. Hold only love, only peace in
your heart, knowing that the battle of good to overcome evil is already won.
Submitted by Carol Horton
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Haiku of the Month
Dry days, dribbling hose.
Birds cluster in the puddle.
Such dirty water.
By Poet Robb Grover

Please fill out this form for the church office
By Jill Turner
Susan, our office administrator, is in the process of updating our church
database and wants to verify that your name, address, phone number and
email are current and correct.
This year we are also asking several additional questions that will be
helpful when we send our annual report to the presbytery. Please fill in the
questionnaire below and return it to the office.
We are asking the question about veterans because we have connected
with a very active chapter of the National Quilts of Valor Foundation in
Ashland, whose mission is to cover service members and veterans touched
by war with comforting and healing quilts.
Since 2004 they have given away 252,000 quilts nationwide. This
organization has been very busy recently, as quilting is a perfect stay-athome activity during this pandemic. They are reaching out to our local veterans, and we know many of our members have served. Once we know who
you are, we hope to have a small presentation to honor you.
Thanks for being willing to complete the information.

SEPTEMBER BIRTHDAYS
1 – Wendy McAninch
4 – Sharon Laskos
5 – Raoul Maddox
6 – John Wren
7 – Carolyn Johnson
8 – Paula Fowler
12 – Christie McQuade
16 – Jocelyn Henderson
16 – Robb Grover
18 – Adele Hiles
19 – Beckie Pinnock
22 – Sam Alvord
22 – Rick Herst
25 – Jane Ann Henderson
26 – Judy Sockman
27 – Nona Hoadley
27 – Kathryn Slyt
SEPTEMBER ANNIVERSARIES
1 – Lawrence and Virginia King
1 – Bill and Judi Quiett
3 – Ed and Sharon Laskos
8 – Barbie and John Breneiser
11 – Cathy and Kirk Gerbracht
12 – Susan and Jim Coghill
94 – David and Laurel Dryland
22 – Glenn and Barb Street

Name:

Address: ____________________________________________________________

Email:

Email second person:______________________________________________

Cell phone number:

Cell phone second person:_________________________________________

Home phone:___________________________________________ Race/ethnicity: _____________________________________________________
Military service (branch and years of service):______________________________________________________________________________
Check any that apply:
_______Vision impairment (corrective lenses needed or other?)
_______Physical/mobility impairment

_______Hearing impairment (hearing aids?)

_______Other impairment
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Let’s See

Election resolutions
Election Day will arrive finally in
about ten weeks. Do not look down
the tunnel of those two and a half
months to see the light at the end—
you will scorch your eyes! Frankly,
these next 70 days could do serious
damage to each of us. I have plans
for how to get from today until Nov.
4 in good health physically, mentally
and spiritually.
I just had a bunch of heart tests
and found out my pulmonary/
coronary organs look just fine for a
guy who first dealt with the possible
side effects of a blood pressuresurging presidential campaign right
out of the womb in September 9948.
What a mess that one was:
Thomas Dewey, my state’s governor;
Strom Thurmond, a South Carolina
racist; the sitting president Harry
Truman, whom most voters seemed
to dislike; and my candidate, former
vice president, Henry Wallace, the
Bernie of that campaign.
I, however, had more important
fish to fry during those months, since
I would only be six weeks old on
election day. I decided it would be
best for my physical development to
never let any election radio, newspa-

by Sam Alvord

per or conversation occur near my
cradle. I just wailed when threatened by Edward R. Murrow or the
headlines on the newspapers in
which my dad wrapped our watermelon rinds. He soon turned off the
news and took out the garbage. And
I slept. Happily, I gained the requisite ounces, avoiding the dreaded
diagnosis, “failure to thrive.” I will
follow that example this year and
never sit down in front of a TV if
there is any possibility I have to
witness a political message. Taped
football games and “Call the
Midwife.” That’s all.
Mentally, the trick is to have
something else to think about. I do
that with quotes I collect and chew
on for days. Since I do lots of manual
labor, I maintain the sanctanimity of
my mind with compelling questions
like this one I pondered last week:
Where did this ugly proverb, “Spare
the rod and spoil the child,” come
from when Psalm 23 says, “Thy rod
and thy staff, they comfort me”? Only
a sadist would find comfort in a child
-rearing approach with that as the
motto. If I learned anything in a lifetime of Sunday School, Christian

College and
seminary, it’s
that the Good
Shepherd
rescues a
sheep in a ditch or drowning in the
creek with his staff. Shepherds don’t
batter lambs with rods of yew wood.
Such thoughts are so much more
interesting and mind-expanding
than listening to grownups calling
each other names.
When I think of my spiritual
health and elections, I fear my
tendency to feel anger and to
express hate. I do not want to have
the devil and God fighting a battle in
my healthy heart over which party
belongs to whom. I will avoid that by
repeating this mantra: “We are all
sinners, but God loves us anyway.” I
hope that affirmation will help
center my energy on making the
most of each day with the people
and places I have been given. I
expect to be busy and grateful
throughout the ordeal, not only if the
vote pleases me.
I know.
Lots a luck with that, Sam!
Hey, don’t forget to vote.

Women’s Book Club reading How to Be an Antiracist
By Marcia Hunter
The September selection is Ibram
X. Kendi’s new bestseller, How to Be
an Antiracist, what the New York
Times calls “the most courageous
book to date on the problem of race
in the Western mind.”
Amazon tells us that How to Be
an Antiracist “takes readers through
a widening circle of antiracist ideas
—from the most basic concepts to

visionary possibilities—that will help
readers see all forms of racism clearly, understand their poisonous
consequences, and work to oppose
them in our systems and in
ourselves.
NPR says, “Ibram X. Kendi’s new
book, How to Be an Antiracist,
couldn’t come at a better time. . . .
Kendi has gifted us with a book that
is not only an essential instruction

manual but also a memoir of the author’s own path. . . . How to Be an Antiracist gives us a clear and compelling way to approach ‘the basic struggle we’re all in, the struggle to be fully human and to see that others are
fully human.’ ”
The book club has been enjoying
our outdoor meetings, with masks
and distancing. See you at 7 p.m. on
Monday, Sept. 28.

Regular Sunday Schedule
10am Streaming Worship
11:15am Zoom Fellowship

SUNDAY

MONDAY

TUESDAY
1

WEDNESDAY
2

THURSDAY
3

FRIDAY
4

SATURDAY
5

6

7 Labor Day
Office Closed

8

9

10

11

12
9am Workday

13

14

2:30pm Finance on Zoom
5pm B & G on Back Porch

5pm Deacons on Zoom

15

16

17

Parkinsons Walk-Medford

18

19

25

26

5:30 Session on Back Porch
20
Pulpit Exchange

27

21 International Day of Peace 22

28
7pm Women's Book Club

Dan off
29

23

30

Susan Vacation

24 Dialogue Entries Due
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Leavetaking
By Anne Porter
Nearing the start of that mysterious last season
Which brings us to the close of the other four,
I’m somewhat afraid and don’t know how to prepare,
So I will praise you.
I will praise you for the glaze on buttercups
And for the pearly scent of wild fresh water
And the great crossbow shapes of swans flying over
With that strong silken threshing sound of wings
Which you gave them when you made them without
voices.
And I will praise you for crickets.
On starry autumn nights
When the earth is cooling
Their rusty diminutive music
Repeated over and over
Is the very marrow of peace.
And I praise you for crows calling from treetops
The speech of my first village,
And for the sparrow’s flash of song
Flinging me in an instant
The joy of a child who woke
Each morning to the freedom
Of her mother’s unclouded love
And lived in it like a country.
And I praise you that from vacant lots
From only broken glass and candy wrappers
You raise up the blue chicory flowers.
I thank you for that secret praise
Which burns in every creature,
And I ask you to bring us to life
Out of every sort of death
And teach us mercy.
This poem appears in Living Things: Collected
Poems (Hanover, NH: Zoland Books/Steerforth Press,
2006) and is used here by permission of the publisher.
Submitted by Carol Horton

Parkinson’s walk (continued from page 2)
Tigard and an Ashland friend who used to live in
Eugene and knew the park offered to drive me
north. What could be better? It was a great day, but
5K had definitely become more daunting.
This year the walk has returned to Bear Creek
Park in Medford, so a long car ride won’t be part of the
day. Yay! People raise money through walking and/or
making contributions. This is the part of this story
that makes me feel squirmy. What I really would like
from you on that day is prayers for the health and
safety of all the walkers and a successful walk for
PRO. Although their offices are in the Portland area,
they are a phone call away and have our interests at
heart. Weather on the cool side would be nice as well.
So Jim Holloway, that is what I’ll be doing on Sept.
92, from noon until it’s over. And if any of you have
people with PD in your lives, please give me their
names and they will be in my thoughts and prayers as
I walk.
More information is at:
https://www.facebook.comdonate/778735212900500/
or https://parkinsonsresources.donordrive.com/
participant/Shirley-Patton
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Bible verses for September
Romans 4:93-25
When God promised Abraham
and his descendants that the
world would belong to him, he did
so, not because Abraham obeyed
the Law, but because he believed
and was accepted as righteous by
God. For if what God promises is to
be given to those who obey the Law,
then faith means nothing and God's
promise is worthless. The Law
brings down God's anger; but
where there is no law, there is no
disobeying of the law.
And so the promise was based
on faith, in order that the promise
should be guaranteed as God's free
gift to all of Abraham's descendants
— not just to those who obey the

Law, but also to those who believe
as Abraham did. For Abraham is
the spiritual father of us all; as the
scripture says, “I have made you
father of many nations.”
So the promise is good in the
sight of God, in whom Abraham
believed — the God who brings the
dead to life and whose command
brings into being what did not
exist. Abraham believed and hoped,
even when there was no reason for
hoping, and so became “the father
of many nations.” Just as the scripture says, “Your descendants will be
as many as the stars.”
He was then almost 900 years
old; but his faith did not weaken
when he thought of his body, which
was already practically dead, or of
the fact that Sarah could not have

children. His faith did not leave him,
and he did not doubt God's promise; his faith filled him with power,
and he gave praise to God. He was
absolutely sure that God would be
able to do what he had promised.
That is why Abraham, through faith,
“was accepted as righteous by God.”
The words “he was accepted as
righteous” were not written for him
alone. They were written also for us
who are to be accepted as righteous, who believe in him who
raised Jesus our Lord from
death. Because of our sins he was
handed over to die, and he was
raised to life in order to put us right
with God.
Submitted by Debbie Miller

OLLI invites you to sign up for fall-term
In these perilous times, those
in faith communities benefit from a
source of comfort that is absent in
many adults. Even so, isolation
from stimulation pursuits and social connections can pose an insidious impact on well-being.
Osher Lifelong Learning Institute (OLLI) at Southern Oregon
University is a 26-year-old organization that provides peer-taught
courses for adults of all ages and
education levels who have a flexible daytime schedule. Members
can make unlimited selections
from among hundreds of courses
during three terms each year for a

single annual fee of $925. There is
no additional tuition per course.
Scholarships are available to those
with limited means.
OLLI at SOU is presenting the
entire fall curriculum of 907 courses online. This OLLI 2U format allows convenient access from anywhere. What distinguishes the
OLLI program from other digitally
delivered content are the rewarding face-to-face interactions with
other curious adults through Zoom
class discussions, shared interest
groups, and activities. Support for
the successful use of Zoom and
other digital options is available.

The
OLLI Fall
2020
Catalog
has subjects
that range from academic to general interest. With no academic
prerequisites, tests, or grades, OLLI
courses are stress-free for both
students and instructors.
For information please visit
inside.sou.edu/olli, email the OLLI
office at olli@sou.edu, or phone
549-552-6048.
Now, more than ever, spirit,
mind, and relationships with others matter.
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How I became a Karen . . . . .
As printed in the Aug. 5, 2020
Columbus Dispatch
My given name Karen is now
linked to an overly anxious, entitled
and even dangerous white woman.
A Karen is suspicious about Black
people gathered in the park. A Karen
doesn’t have to keep her dog on a
leash. She calls the cops. She represents the unchecked racism in white
culture. I know. I was raised to be a
Karen in an all-white community
around Columbus, mockingly called,
“Upper Snobbington.”
In 9953 my parents built a new
house close to my father’s work at
Ohio State University. They were
liberals. My father — a gay man in
the closet — was vocal about diversity. He was so “hip” that he wore
peace sandals, agreed with anti-war
protestors on campus and left his
Protestant church when it failed to
embrace gays and lesbians.
We had a “colored” maid named
Bea who came to town on the bus
from the Near East Side. I liked Bea,
but I only talked to her when she
was sitting down polishing mother’s
silverware. I could tell her about
school, but I was not permitted to
ask her questions. Mother often
scolded, “Go on upstairs now and do
your homework— Bea has work to
do.” Bea would lower her head and
scrub even harder.
Throughout my life, alongside
Black colleagues, I have felt the push
and pull of wanting to get closer, yet
fearing my mother’s judgment if I
do. Mother charitably gave Bea’s
family our old clothes and discarded
household items, which still inclines
me to instinctively pity Black people.

By Rev. Dr. Karen McClintock

I didn’t grow up around Black
families. A 9950 town ordinance
forbade property owners from selling or renting to persons of any race
other than Caucasian. Lying, our
teachers said Black people didn’t
want to live in our town. During my
senior year a lawsuit lifted those
restrictions, and a Black family
moved in. The oldest boy joined my
graduating class. I saw him, but I
never spoke to him. There was a
tension around him, an invisible
shield. Like the one around Bea.
In 9967, the city of Columbus
completed an outerbelt from the
northwest to the airport. This meant
that we no longer drove through run
-down neighborhoods. As a kid I had
peered out our car windows in fascination as we passed brick row
houses with people chatting on their
porches alongside old boarded up
buildings. But when father saw a
Black man on the street, he would
sternly say, “Lock your doors.” This
warning transferred his fear into my
young body. I’ve had to reverse my
adrenal response, so that I don’t get
as crazy as a Karen who pulls out a
handgun and aims it at Black protestors.
Our Sunday school teachers
taught us racial superiority by justifying racial and economic stratification. They interpreted Jesus’ saying,
(Matthew 26:99), “For you always
have the poor with you” as “Oh, well
— shrug — there’s not much you
can do about it.” In my teen years
the church hired a brash white male
seminarian who shocked them by
taking the gospel seriously. After
school he took us to the inner-city
with sharpened pencils, extra paper

and a desire to walk as Jesus walked.
In the basement of a lovely, old,
brick African American church we
paired up with elementary kids with
hair like none we’d seen, a street
language we didn’t understand and
infectious laughs. I don’t remember
what I helped them with. I do
remember what they helped me
with — my fear, my judgment, my
learned tendency to see Blacks as
totally “other.”
But no one dug any deeper or
considered the inequities. These
kids were struggling because their
schools had a lot less money than
our school had. They often lived
without dads, because their dads
had been targeted, arrested and
incarcerated. No one told us that
these kids’ parents and grandparents were enslaved, denied educational advancement and politically
disempowered by our white ancestors. Nope. We went to church on
Sunday in our ignorance, feeling
proud to be helping those inner-city
kids. We studied our Bibles and
looked lovingly at pictures of white
Jesus and felt good about ourselves.
This is how I became a Karen.
And it is clearly long overdue that I
change my ignorance, my church,
my behaviors and my name.

Rev. Dr. Karen McClintock is a
psychologist, clergywoman and
author. She has written five books
including a memoir, My Father’s Closet, about growing up in Columbus
with a family secret. She lives in
Ashland, Oregon.
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