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O God, who tarriest beyond the time hoped for, but never beyond the 

time appointed by thee, from whom cometh in due season the truth that 

cannot lie, the counsel that cannot fail, Make us to stand upon our 

watchtower and wait, for what thou will say to us, in Jesus’ name. 

Amen. 

Such familiar words. When I read them I can hear my father’s voice. 

Good morning.  Welcome. I would first like to say some thank yous to 

the people who are so involved in this day of thanksgiving for dad. 

To the two Davids,  David Perry and David O’Conner. Thank you for 

sharing your reflections on dad and your friendship with dad, that started 

long ago and will continue on with the Kimsey family. 

To Megan, for her words here today, and even more for her presence 

over the last few months, sharing her time between family needs- in The 

Dalles and in Seattle. Mostly for giving her love to dad and to all of us,    

as only she can. 

To Larry, for coming home often and giving us all the steady support we 

needed and still need. Thank you brother. 

To Mom, for her incredible fortitude. She has been constant in her watch 

over dad and in caring for him at all hours. She has kept a balance in the 

many calls and requests for contact and visitation over these past 

months. She has kept our door open to friends and family, as it always 

has been, as dad would have it. She has kept all our loved ones informed 

and consoled. She has been unceasing in her outreach to our network of 



friends and family, with phone calls and email and thank you cards 

unending. She has spoken and written so well, of the journey we have all 

faced these past months. She did so with courage and with grace. I am 

filled with admiration and appreciation. 

I want to thank our family as a whole for the contact that came in daily 

and the visits from all points north and south, from east and west. I am 

especially appreciative of the efforts made by my Uncle Lloyd, dad’s 

brother, whose two visits from Southern California and daily phone calls 

were such a comfort to dad. Many other visits from cousins and other 

family and friends go uncited here but were also a true blessing for dad. 

I know dad appreciated all of this attention. He never ceased being the 

people person that help to define him. The visits and phone calls are 

representative of how dad lived his life, and it gave him great 

satisfaction to be able to do what he has always done, responding to the 

call. 

A big thank you to all of dad’s peers in church who are here today. 

Thank you for vesting and processing, thank you for the pageantry,                                                                 

Most of all, thank you for the common purpose that you all share with 

dad. 

I would like to single out Edmond Browning, Presiding Bishop of the 

Episcopal Church in the United States, retired, and Desmond Tutu, 

Archbishop of Cape Town, South Africa, retired, both in attendance 

today. They are both dear friends of Dad for so many years. Thank you 

for coming. 

Thank you also to all who helped organize and execute this event today. 

This scale is beyond our experience and it has been made easier with all 

the help we received from friends at St. Pauls and the community at 

large. 



Now it appears I have used up all my allotted time, so…. Not really.  I 

am just getting started. 

To be honest, I have been struggling with what I would say about my 

dad. What can I say that most of you do not already know? 

Because dad WAS known to all of you. To many, he is as familiar as 

any member of your immediate family.                                                     

This is because dad was an open book. There was no hidden agenda with 

dad, you always knew where he stood on an issue, although he often did 

want to hear your opinion before he gave his. He remained clear in his 

beliefs and his opinions to the end.  

Another thing that people to dad was his passion.  He was passionate 

about many things. He was passionate about the church and its role in 

society. He was passionate about how scripture and the teachings of holy 

men are interpreted. He was passionate about the Red Sox. And about 

fishing. 

That is perhaps the most revealing thing about my father, what I would 

characterize as his passion for the truth. He lived life engaging those 

around him, imploring people to speak freely of what was in their heart 

and then sharing with them his enthusiasm for the truth as he saw it. 

How else to describe my father? Well you all have your own 

descriptives that I am sure he would appreciate. And I would love to 

hear them if you ever want to share. Here are some I have come up with. 

Generous, to a fault. Generous with his time, generous with praise. 

Generous with his attention to his friends and those he held dear. But 

also to strangers, people not yet known to him. I describe strangers as 

those not yet known, because strangers did not remain so for long when 

they encountered Rustin Kimsey. He was engaging and disarming and 



attentive. He was a good listener. In fact he loved to listen. He loved 

discourse on a wide range of topics. If it mattered to you, chances are it 

would matter to dad. 

Now this is not always true. He would rather discuss Oregon Ducks 

football than what the Stanford program was doing. Or the Washington 

Huskies or USC.     But ultimately it did all matter, because at some 

point in the season, we had to play them. And win/loss and strength of 

schedule help to differentiate the fine lines between who is in and who is 

not in, but I digress. The point I want to make is that really with nearly 

all topics of conversation, it mattered to him because it mattered to 

somebody. 

This is all leading to the one quality that my father had that made him 

who he was. The quality that made him truly special. Such a simple one 

too. 

He cared. He cared so much that his caring defined him.                          

It is true he was a bishop, but caring was his profession. It was in his 

mind, how achievement and success are measured, in himself and in 

others. 

Dad was special because of this, because people saw and felt this quality 

in him, that he cared. But he would probably say that this was not his 

own quality and that it was not particularly special. He would say this 

because caring is a standard that dad put forward for ALL of us to 

embrace. He would say that caring is what we all do. And he would be 

right, I think. We all do care. The challenge is to care with constancy 

and to care because others care. If we could all be just a little more like 

dad, what a wonderful world this would be. 

 



I would like to close by mentioning a few things that dad loved to do, in 

no particular order: 

Talk about theology and the role of the church in society 

Fly fish 

Bar-b-que anything 

Mow the lawn 

Read books that make you think 

Tinker with his boat  

Go crabbing at the coast 

Wine and dine with friends 

Organize work parties at Ascension School 

Watch Oregon football games 

Sharpen his chainsaw 

Lead Celtic retreats 

Play golf 

Make tamales 

Play the banjo 

Sing folk songs along with the recording 

Get tackle ready for a fish 

Serve on staff at Ascension summer youth camps 

Marry people 



Watch the Red Sox on TV (or at Fenway) 

Baptize people 

Camping at Lost Lake, Anthony Lakes, the Steens Mountain or Paulina 

Go on church visitations 

Read the paper at dawn with cup of hot coffee  

Talk to his friends 

Play bridge with Mom, Megan and myself 

Celebrate Eucharist 

Listen for the heartbeat of God. 

I would also like to read a poem that has come to me in the wake of 

Dad’s passing. I feel a connection with this wrting both because of the 

bell reference and also because of how it speaks to interconnectedness, 

which has always been one of Dad’s favorite themes. 

No man is an island, 

Entire of itself. 

Each is a piece of the continent, 

A part of the main. 

If a clod be washed away by the sea, 

Europe is the less. 

As well as if a promontory were, 

As well as if a manor of thine own, 

Or of thine friend’s were. 

Each man’s death diminishes me, 

For I am involved in mankind. 

Therefore, send not to know, 

For whom the bell tolls, 

It tolls for thee. 

 

John Donne  1624, 17 Meditations 


