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Christmas Eve  
Service  

Please join us at  
7:00 PM on December 
24 for our Christmas 

Eve Service.  

 Looking out of our office 

window at home on this blus-

tery Port Townsend day in No-

vember, it is a challenge to 

conjure up those blurry days in 

late July in Los Angeles. One 

surgeon and separate liver 

transplant teams at two hospi-

tals would determine the out-

comes of surgeries for Mason 

and his father, Keith .  

 Wendell, Keith and I slept a 

fitful night at the Ronald 

McDonald House in East Hol-

lywood near the L.A. Chil-

drenôs Hospital, where mom 

Lisa and grandmother Lynn  

stayed the night with Mason. 

We rose at about 4:30 a.m. on 

that Friday to get ready to take 

Keith to the University of 

Southern California Hospital 

for check in. It was a somber, 

scary time as various medical 

staff passed through his cubi-

cle. Many of them praised him 

for what he was about to do. I 

was able to be with him 

through several prep stages 

until he was finally wheeled 

away. There seemed to be in-

sufficient words for what you 

want to convey to your child at 

such a time, other than ñI love 

you.ò That was certainly a low 

moment for Wendell and me. It 

was also agonizing that we 

could not be at both places. 

 I settled in for Keithôs 4-6 

hour surgery. Wendell left for 

L.A. Childrenôs half an hour 

away to support Lisa and fam-

ily. I felt we were protected by 

a bubble of unceasing prayer 

that morning. It was the usual 

sunny day in L.A. People wan-

dered about. The latte stand 

outside the front entrance was 

busy serving coffees to 

men and women in 

scrubs. The front desk 

continuously issued 

visitor passes. The 

hours wore on. 

 Wendell kept me 

informed of the status 

at L.A. Childrenôs. 

Hungry little Mason 

who was fasting was 

doing the best he could 

as he was held and 

comforted. Late morning, he 

was prepped for surgery and I 

got the word that the liver graft 

from Keith was on its way to 

Mason. We would later learn 

that the surgeon, Dr. Genyk, 

personally transported the liver 

graft from USC Hospital to 

L.A. Childrenôs. 

 Seven hours later, one of the 

surgical team came to tell me 

that Keith was in recovery and 

doing well. The sequence of 

events for the rest of that day is 

foggy. I know that Wendell 

came back when Keith was in 

ICU and we were allowed in. I 

thanked God for the safe return 

of my son, tubes and all. With 

Keith sleeping, we drove to 

L.A. Childrenôs to wait for 

word of Masonôs surgery. We 

were there when Mason came 

out about 8 or 9 p.m. and was 

transported to Pediatric ICU. 

The surgery had gone well and 

now it was wait and see. As 

you can imagine, it is traumatic 

to see such a little body cov-

ered with tape and tubes.  Ma-

son was sedated for about 2 

days before he was  allowed  to 

start waking up. Wendell and I 

were with Mason when an ul-

trasound was taken showing 

Keithôs working liver graft. 

That was momentous!  

 Wendell and I spent much of 

those early days with Keith, 

some of it reading to him at his 

request. I spent one overnight 

with him in the hospital, caring 

for his needs. The week of hos-

pitalization was a difficult time 

for him, not being able to be 

with Mason. 

 After almost a week, Mason 

was transferred to a private 

room on the transplant floor. 

He had endless IV and oral 

meds and constant monitoring. 

Mom, Lisa, kept track of eve-

rything that was going on. She 

stayed at the hospital every 

night. Wendell, Lisaôs mother 

and I spent time with Mason 

during the day so Lisa could 

sleep.  

 The day that Keith was re-

leased from the hospital and 

was able to see Mason for the 

first time after surgery was a 

teary, poignant time as you can 

imagine. I think it also helped 

Mason to know that his world 

was regaining some of its 

safety. 
      (cont. on page 3) 
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Treasurerôs Report  
By Sara Davis  
Treasurer and Chair, Finance Committee 

Pastorôs Log  
December 2009 

Board of Trustees Report  
By George Williams  
Chair, Trustee Committee 

PEW REFINISHING: Two pews 

have been stained, finished and in-

stalled in the sanctuary. A third pew 

is in refinishing. We will start refin-

ishing on the next 4 pews in Decem-

ber. Pew restoration will proceed 

only as we have money specified for 

pew restoration. Designated dona-

tions for pew refinishing are appreci-

ated. 

 

LIBRARY: The library restoration is 

complete except for minor molding 

completion. 

PEW CUSHIONS: Pew cushions are 

scheduled to be created in January 

and February. We look forward to 

seeing the design created by Terry 

Reitz. The completion and installa-

tion of the pew cushions is independ-

ent of the pew restoration work. 

 I truly believe that I have an amaz-

ing job as treasurer of this church.  

We were very concerned after Sep-

tember as the Profit and Loss state-

ment showed that we had spent more 

than we had taken in.  Our meager 

savings took another hit and the Ap-

portionment was again paid late.  We 

received a very large pledge in Octo-

ber and, generally speaking, the offer-

ing was up significantly.  Iôm very 

pleased to be able to say that all the 

bills have been paid for October and 

things are going well so far in No-

vember. Your love and financial sup-

port of this church is obvious. 

 We have finalized the budget for 

2010 and have looked at each line 

item.  We have slashed every place 

that seems reasonable. Employees 

have not been given any pay raises 

and we also did away with the small 

end of year bonus that had been given 

in the past.  Our budget for 2009 was 

at $145,000.  The budget for 2010 is 

at $110,750.  This is a significant 

reduction in all areas. 

 One of the things it means is that 

the Trustees will have very little 

money to work with as they continue 

to do restoration work. We would 

love to see the pews restored quickly, 

but we need to have this work done 

when money is available. 

 Thank you for your continued sup-

port of families and projects in our 

community and beyond that need our 

financial support.  I see or hear almost 

daily about families that are facing 

new and continuing struggles due to 

layoffs or other unusual circum-

stances.  I believe it is extremely im-

portant to understand the needs of the 

local food banks and many other 

community programs and to give 

when we can. 

 Please be mindful of the financial 

needs of the church and make sure 

you turn in your Pledge card for 2010 

as soon as you can.  Please put this in 

the offering tray.    

 

 Account balances as of 10/31/2009 

are: 

Operating checking.................$1,915 

Operating savings...................$2,394 

Restoration..............................$2,931 

Designated Funds....................$1,134 

Designated savings..................$1,019 

 The time between Thanksgiving and Christmas 

is a busy magical time of the year. Advent is a 

time for starting over. I love to sing the Christmas 

carols, read the birth story in Lukeôs gospel, as 

once again we make the annual pilgrimage to 

Bethlehem. There is no Jesus dying on a cross 

between two thieves this time of  year. Only gentle 

Jesus meek and mild wrapped in swaddling 

clothes. Mary smiles while Joseph worries, shep-

herds sing and the baby sleeps. All seems well 

with the world. 

 Not all is well in 2009.  There is wide spread 

poverty; food banks are overwhelmed; 25% of 

home mortgages are under water; unemployment 

is in double digits; and military personnel are in 

harmôs way in two wars.  What happened to 

World Peace and Justice? 

 John Wesley wrote a medical book which em-

phasizes the importance of good health as part of 

religion. This and the recent loss of  three good 

friends and my brother  reminds me that I should 

urge all of us to get the proper medical check ups. 

A colonoscopy is an absolute must for everyone, 

no exceptions.  In addition, a mammogram and 

Pap smear for females is essential. For males a 

PSA is a first line check of prostate cancer.  

Maybe these procedures would not have saved 

these friends but it is a way to save many. 

 I have a special Christmas memory. Many have 

heard me tell the story. Laurel and I spent a Christ-

mas near La Paz, Baja, Mexico some time ago. 

We had donations of clothing for the LaPaz Meth-

odiste Iglesia (church). We made a warm connec-

tion with that church family and did a bit of work 

around their building. They informed us that the 

clothing would be donated to their mission church 

in the rural village of El Triunfo. A few members 

took us out there for Christmas Day service, a ser-

vice truly held in a most humble house of worship, 

a converted chicken coop. It was extraordinary. 

 Our Christmas Eve service will be at 7 p.m. We 

will sing carols and light candles as we welcome 

the Christ Child once again into our troubled 

world. We anticipate that a new baby boy will be 

in our altar cradle as we sing Silent Night.  

 Let us prepare to hear once again the angels 

sing, ñGlory to God in the highest heaven, and 

peace on earth to those with whom he is pleased.ò 

Let us pray for goodness and peace anew in the 

world. May you and those precious to you be ex-

cited and blessed at this time of great joy. 
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Mason Climbs a  
Mountain (cont.) 

 We moved to a Ronald McDonald 

House in Pasadena after Keithôs release. 

Keith had discovered it his first night in 

L.A. and liked its homey atmosphere.  

 Wendell and I attended Pasadena First 

UMC one Sunday. It was a warm church 

family in a huge, magnificent old, build-

ing, The pastor put us on his prayer list. 

Too soon, Wendell returned home. I really 

missed him, his calm and physical help. 

 Keithôs recovery was slower than he 

wished. It was two to three weeks before 

he could comfortably hold his son and 

longer before he could lift him. He would 

not be allowed to drive for 6 weeks. 

 Masonôs tubes gradually came out and 

he started to be more active, bouncing his 

helium balloons and often managing to 

acquire the stethoscope that lived on the 

end of his crib. He was not allowed out of 

his room nor were any of the post trans-

plant patients on the floor. No wagon rides 

or out of doors excursions. We were able 

to create a play area in one corner of his 

room. The nurses would transfer him to 

portable machines so that he could kick 

and play on his carpeted little nest of toys. 

His parents had discovered that his favor-

ite teething, chew items were tags. I 

bought some colorful fleece fabric, 

hemmed it and sewed sturdy ribbon tags 

on 2 edges of the blanket, a therapeutic 

activity for me. 

 Gradually we got into a daily hospital 

routine of sharing ñshiftsò. Mason was 

never without a family member present. I 

adapted to driving like a local on L.A. 

freeways, searched out the best latte 

stands, sought parking places in the over-

flowing garage, used the GPS to try differ-

ent routes for the half hour trip from Pasa-

dena to East Hollywood, explored the 

huge Griffith Park near L.A. Childrenôs, 

made runs to Target and Toys R Us on the 

quest for new baby toys and ate endless 

hospital cafeteria meals. I particularly re-

lied on the daily calls home. 

 Days were filled with making up bottles, 

feeding and holding Mason, reading to 

him, washing hands continuously, chang-

ing diapers, looking out the 8th floor win-

dow to assess that dayôs smog level, inter-

action with an ever-changing flow of 

medical staff, visits from the surgeon and 

G.I. team. I always felt the need to sup-

press an urge to hug Dr. Genyk whenever 

he walked into the room. 

 As the weeks wore on and he became 

healthier, we all became eager for Mason 

to be released from the hospital. We 

waited for the day that acceptable levels 

for different tests and guidelines would be 

reached. 

 After almost 4 weeks from the day of 

surgery, Mason was released. What a cele-

bratory day when Keith put on Masonôs 

little mask, wrapped him up and carried 

him to the car! The next level of care 

started: staying in L.A. at Ronald McDon-

ald for at least a month, having weekly 

labs and clinic visits, trying to keep him 

healthy, gaining weight and infection free. 

 A new routine emerged. Mason needed 

12 medications in the morning, a few in 

the afternoon and 8 at night. There was a 

good deal of washing and sanitizing oral 

medicine syringes, bottles, baby toys and 

clothing. 

 A Ronald McDonald House is a beauti-

ful gift to families enduring the worst pos-

sible crisis, grave illness of a child. The 

beautiful Pasadena Arts and Crafts Ronald 

McDonald house we stayed in allowed us 

the ability to cook, do laundry, sleep 4 

people plus Mason in 2 bedrooms all for 

$15 a night. There were grassy areas, 

swings, porches, lime trees and a bench 

occupied by Ronald McDonald. Local 

groups brought in meals at least twice a 

week. A bakery donated huge amounts of 

bread for the 2 houses that could house up 

to 10 families. I performed a little repair 

work around the house, especially utilizing  

my WD-40.  

 The caring, accommodating staff at 

Ronald McDonald House delivered the 

endless stream of cards from Trinity and 

family. Your well wishes, prayers and fi-

nancial support overwhelmed Keith and 

Lisa. They were stunned and grateful be-

yond words. I was not surprised, just 

thankful to be blessed with such a loving 

church family. 

 During the following weeks, labs were 

drawn, medications adjusted and Mason 

started to thrive. What fun times we grand-

mothers had with that little guy. Each day 

brought something new. He regained lost 

ground. I particularly enjoyed taking him 

outside where he seemed to study things as 

if with new eye: watching leaves, birds 

and clouds. Sadly, the heat and then forest 

fires limited our time outside. 

 Grandmother Lynn left for home mid-

September. It was painful for me to leave 

that little family a few days later and start 

my drive north. I had mightily bonded 

with that little guy and his family. 

 There are a number of remarkable things 

I consider as I look back.  I am proud that 

Keith had the gumption to persevere, go 

against the flow of a powerful medical 

entity and find the L.A. surgery option that 

most likely saved his sonôs life.  I am still 

in awe to think that such an amazing set of 

surgeries could be performed successfully 

on a 6-month old baby. Keith received a 

plaque from the USC Hospital congratulat-

ing him for his gift to his son. Mason no 

longer has the Alpha One condition that 

damaged his liver. 

    Vivid memories include awareness that 

similar dramas played out all around us at 

L.A. Childrenôs. Hallways teemed with 

jubilant families taking their child home or 

families like us, whose stress wore on our 

faces. Occasionally we shared ñwarò sto-

ries. I recall hearing soft sobs one day as I 

approached the chapel door.  

 I am aware how fortunate we are to have 

extraordinary medical options in this coun-

try. I am grateful for charities like Ronald 

McDonald Houses. I celebrate, in a power-

ful personal way, the extraordinary gift of 

prayer generously offered by family, a 

loving church community and strangers all 

across the country who heard about the 

mountain faced by Mason and his parents.  

 Bless you all. 
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In Her Shoes  

 Spending a day in the life of a 

homeless woman would cer-

tainly be eye-opening, but fol-

lowing her footsteps would be 

ñsole-awakening.ò  Imagine 

spending all day walking or 

standing.  Homeless individuals 

arenôt allowed to just sit around; 

they are constantly being told 

to, ñJust keep moving.ò  Many 

walk anywhere from five to ten 

miles a day.  It isnôt just a mat-

ter of not being able to afford 

bus fare, which many cannot; 

their feet are the only depend-

able mode of transportation 

these women have.  Walking is 

how they often get to doctorôs 

visits, to the shelters they stay 

in at night, to church and ap-

pointments.  Linda explains, ñI 

hate sitting around the shelter.   

I just canôt do it.  So I go out 

and walk.  Nowhere.  Every-

where.  I just walk.  I guess that 

is part of not having a home, 

there is nowhere to just be, so 

you just walk instead.ò 

 With the cold and rainy sea-

son upon us, good shoes be-

come more than just important, 

they become vital to the 

womenôs well being.  ñWhen 

your feet get cold, youôre miser-

able.  Shoes that donôt fit arenôt 

just awkward; they can cause 

painful blisters, are difficult to 

walk long distances in, and even  

can be dangerous if you are 

diabetic. 

 When asked where they get 

their shoes, a few of the women 

from Maryôs Place answered 

other service centers, donation 

tables, shelters, even wearing 

what they find on the streets.  

ñSometimes, you have to use 

what you can find,ò Kim says.  

But imagine the difference you 

would feel wearing someone 

elseôs used and donated shoes 

versus using a voucher to go 

find a pair that fits your feet as 

they should.  To have the 

chance to break in our own 

shoes, rather than fill in some-

one elseôs mold, can be empow-

ering.  Kim says that when she 

first came to Seattle, the first 

time she got a brand new pair of 

shoes was through the shoe 

voucher program at the Church 

of Mary Magdalene. 

 Here is an opportunity for 

Trinity to fill an important need 

for homeless women and chil-

dren.  If you can provide a $15 

voucher for a pair of shoes, 

please make out a check to 

Mary Magdalene Day Center 

and give it to Marlene Colvin.  

There will be a basket for this 

purpose in the Fellowship Hall.  

Thank you!                                  

 Mary Magdalene Day Center 

is a ministry of the Pacific 

Northwest United Methodist 

Church.                

Christmas Memories  
By Molly Jacobson  

Don Campbell: I am the youngest of five children and I 

remember my folks giving us each five dollars before 

Christmas and we would drive to Port Angles to shop at the 

88-cent store. Our mission was to purchase a present for 

each brother and sister. The Lifesaver sampler pack was a 

very sweet gift to give and to receive. For years I wanted a 

train set, but it never came. I finally asked my mom and dad 

ñwhy no train set?ò  My fatherôs reply was: ñlast year you 

were too young for a train and this year you are too oldò.  

What? This became a family joke! When I was 40 years old 

my mom and stepfather gave me a train set for Christmas. 

This proves to me that your wishes and dreams can always 

come to pass with enough time.  Merry Christmas to my 

church family. We are truly a blessed church. Pray for 

peace. 

 

Donna and Dan Purnell: Because Dan and I didn't live 

around our families when our children were born, we  

started our own traditions to celebrate the holidays.  But 

one year we were treated to a very different Christmas for 

our family! Dan's brother, Dave, took us all to Maui for 

seven days over Christmas.  Our oldest son, Doug, was 5 

and our youngest son, Danny, was 3 at the time.  Dave 

owned a house on the Kehai coast across the street from the 

beach.  Our Christmas tree was a monkey tree we decorated 

outside and that's where we opened our gifts.  Danny was 

afraid Santa wouldn't know where we were since we  

weren't at home, but we assured him Christmas would come 

regardless!  What a wonderful day we had with coffee out-

side while nieces and nephews opened their presents and 

brothers and sister-in-laws spent time together.  

 

Anne Burns:  The Christmas I was 5 my dad made me a 

doll house and carved the furniture.  It was not a finely 

crafted house, but very primitive...also very special because 

he made it for me.  I loved it and I will always remember 

that Christmas. My parents, because of their love, were able 

to make a simple Christmas, feel extraordinary! 

 

Scott Rosekrans:  I moved to Huntsville, Texas, in January 

of 1973 to go to college.  After a semester, my roommate (a 

true Texan) and I decided to get an apartment together and 

try our hand at a bachelor life unrestricted by dormitory 

rules and regulations.  As Christmas approached, we real-

ized that we didn't have a tree so Harold and I went out to 

the National Forest outside of town to cut down our own 

tree as we couldn't afford one of the dead ones at the tree 

lot.  As poor college students we also didn't have an axe but 

we did have the next best thing.  Harold had a 45 caliber 

revolver and with two well placed shots we downed our 

tree, tied it to the fender like an 8 point buck and headed 

back to the apartment. 
United Methodist Men sponsored Methodist Movie Night recently.  
Those who attended enjoyed a soup dinner, popcorn and the 
movie ñLilies of the Fieldò.   
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 A.S.K. Bible Study  
  By Scott Rosekrans  

    My favorite poem is ñIn 

Blackwater Woodsò from 

Mary Oliverôs ñAmerican 

Primitiveò(1978).  I first 

heard the poem at a poetry 

reading at John Carroll Uni-

versity in 1983 where Mary Oliver read the 

poem. For some reason the poem just reso-

nated with my soul. 

 Mary Oliver begins her poem by describ-

ing how in the fall trees become ñpillars of 

lightò as the fall claims their leafy gar-

ments.  In the forest the rich earthy fra-

grances of fulfillment fills oneôs olfactory 

senses.  Cattails are bursting over the 

ponds.  Ponds become nameless as the 

pondsô identifying landscapes become a 

barren winter scene. 

 The autumn ñchange of lifeò in the world 

around us causes one to pause and reflect 

on oneôs own life.  Mary Oliver reflects: 

Every year 

everything 

I have ever learned 

in my lifetime 

leads back to this: the fires 

and the black river of loss 

whose other side 

is salvation, 

whose meaning 

none of us will ever know. 

 What are the fires and the black river of 

loss?  For me, I feel that they are our pas-

sions ï the people and things we hold most 

tightly and the losses we experience in life, 

especially the death of loved ones.  How is 

it that this time of year causes one to reflect 

on what is most important in oneôs life?  

Perhaps, the autumnal death in anticipation 

of springôs burst of new life makes us re-

flective. 

 Mary Oliver states that on the other side 

of this ñblack river of lossò is salvation; yet, 

we are unable to know what that salvation 

is, at least, on this side of the river.  Perhaps 

I am making a ñleap of faithò in my inter-

pretation, but for me these words seem to 

be hinting that it is in faith only that one 

finds any hope for salvation.  In the mean-

time, she states: 

 

To live in this world 

you must be able 

to do three things:  

to love what is mortal; 

to hold it 

against your bones knowing 

your own life depends on it; 

and, when the time comes to let it go, 

to let it go. 

 

 

 

 In 1979 I asked a man dying of cancer if 

he would like to pray.  As I began to pray 

with him I took his hand in mine.  I will 

never forget his hand tightening around my 

hand as I mentioned the names of his fam-

ily.  I learned a lesson that day.  The fires 

(our loves and passions) and the black river 

of loss (death and other losses) are so en-

twined that the most difficult thing for us as 

human beings is ñto let go.ò 

 In 2003 I quoted this poem in the homily 

I gave at my motherôs funeral Mass.  My 

mother died during holy week and I wrote 

the homily near the gravesite of my father 

where my mom would soon be buried.  The 

cemetery was bursting with life from 

Springôs new buds as well as Palm Sunday 

palms and early Easter flowers that were 

being placed on the graves of loved ones.  

The contrast of death and new life could not 

be escaped -- the pain of loss and faithôs 

hope of salvation.  Perhaps this is the rea-

son why ñIn Blackwater Woodsò resonates 

in my soul.   

 The poem in its entirety is viewable on 

the internet, here is one of many sites: 

http://www.panhala.net/Archive/

In_Blackwater_Woods.html. 

 Faith  
  By Tim Janning  

   We are into 

our fourth 

week in the 

Book of 

Psalms and I 

must say it has 

been a good 

study.  I was a little hesitant 

to do Psalms because in 

most of my lessons I rely on 

the back story which you 

almost always have in the 

Old and New Testa-

ments.  I've already realized 

that one of two things hap-

pen when I am preparing the 

lesson.  The Psalm is so 

powerful you don't need a 

back story to illustrate your 

point or there really is a 

back story if you look hard 

enough. 

 Our fourth lesson was on 

the 23rd Psalm which many 

of us memorized as children 

in Sunday School.  Though 

only six short verses, it 

packs a powerful mes-

sage.  The message in itself 

is a great lesson but there is 

a back story.  The 23rd was 

written by King David and 

when we read it we identify 

the author in his position as 

King of Israel.  But what 

was David before he was a 

king?  He was a lowly shep-

herd in his fatherôs house. 

He was tending the flocks 

when he went to the front to 

check on his brothers who 

were battling the Philis-

tines.  He used his shep-

herd's weapon to defeat Go-

liath. David related his ex-

periences as a shepherd to 

his task of shepherding 

God's flock in his role as 

king. When Jesus reinstated 

Peter he told him three 

times to: "Feed my lambs, 

take care of my sheep and 

feed my sheep."  (John 

21:15-17) 

 Because the Lord is my 

Shepherd, I shall not want. 

In Memoriam  
  By Laurel Ankeny  

Trinity member, Leona 

Coleman, lost her battle 

with pancreatic cancer 

November 6 in Topeka, 

Kansas. Leona had 

moved back home 3 years ago to be near 

her family. She worked in Port Townsend 

as a Licensed Funeral Director and as a 

respiratory therapist. She was also the 

Board Chair at Trinity prior to her move. 

Leona was a friend to almost everyone 

she met and a friend cherished by many. 

 We especially remember her smile that 

would light a room, can-do generous 

spirit and her love of travel and adven-

ture. Celebrations of her life were held in 

Topeka and at Trinity. Memorial gifts 

may be dedicated to Leona at Trinity with 

a purpose to be decided later. 
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