
 

 

 

When I think of Carmen, I think of the story 

about 2 evil brothers: filthy rich – and very 

crooked…went to the same church - looked to be perfect 

Christians…Then their pastor retired, and a new one was 

brought on board who– immediately– saw through the 

brothers' deception.  

The church started to grow – and a campaign 

began to build a bigger building. All of a sudden, one of 

the brothers died. The other brother came to the new 

pastor with a check for exactly enough to finish paying 

for the construction.  "There’s only one condition," he 

hissed. "At his funeral, you have to say that my brother 

was a saint." The pastor agreed, and deposited the 

check. 

The next day, at the funeral, the pastor told it like 

it was: He was an evil man…cheated on his wife and 

abused his family!  But, compared to his brother, he was 

a saint." 

Well, let me tell ya’ something: I wouldn’t say 

Carmen was ‘evil,’ but, she sure did like that free taste of 

wine she’d get every time she’d go to Olive Garden! 

That’s all she’d have – just that itsy-bitsy taste - but, her 

eyes would light up, and a smile broaden her lips: “That’s 

pretty good, isn’t it?,” she’d say. Didn’t matter the brand 

or the type or the vintage… as long as it was white - about 

that little sip, she’d always say: “That’s pretty good, isn’t 

it?” But, she never ordered any. 

Carmen was – admirably – one of the kindest and 

simplest people I ever knew.  Not “simple” as in “not very 

smart,” but “simple” in terms of how she lived her life.  

“Cabins, West Virginia” is where she was born… 

now, maybe because I was born in the “big city” of 

Charleston, I never heard of ‘Cabins, West Virginia.’ But, 

just the sound of it makes me wonder if there could be a 

tinier, more out-of-the way place anywhere else in the 

world than “Cabins, West Virginia.”  

Here’s the sum total of what Wikipedia has to  

say about it: 

“An unincorporated community on the North 

Fork/South Branch of the Potomac River in Grant County, 

West Virginia within the Spruce Knob-Seneca Rocks 

National Recreation Area of the Monongahela National 

Forest. Throughout its history,” Wikipedia continues – 

but not for very long – “Cabins has been known as 

“Cabin,” “Corner,” “Corners,” and “Hyre's Rock.” And, it 

didn’t even officially become “Cabins” until 1965. And 

nobody knows why. 

Talk about a speck on a map!  But, Cabins, West 

Virginia served Carmen well:  she learned manners and 

poise…graciousness and kindness…and – evidently – 

experienced much love. Then, one day, I guess when a 

Lutheran missionary got lost in Cabins on his way to his 

assignment in Africa, the next thing you know: she and 

David were getting married in the Lutheran church in 

Petersburg: June 5, 1954: 62 years this coming Monday. 

Now I say “the” Lutheran Church because there just ain’t 

many of us hanging around in that neck of the woods! 

Carmen, also, had a little “wild” streak about her:  

I heard that back a couple of years ago - after she’d had  

the stroke - the physical therapist stopped by for a check-

up and told her it would be helpful if she had somebody  

to massage her legs.   

Well…she didn’t hear that just right – and wasn’t 

at all sure how she’d handle a young man coming in to 

give her a massage. But, I heard she smiled at the 

thought… 

And, you know, one of the most valuable lessons 

Carmen learned was that “God works in mysterious 

ways.” She may have even learned it from a Lutheran- 

take the story about the gal who lost her mother - who 

was - the girl said, "my dearest friend:" always: the one 

to clap the loudest at school plays, who held a box of 

tissues listening to her first heartbreak, comforting her at 

her father's death, and encouraging her in college. Her 

mother also prayed for her her entire life. The gal was an 

only child, and she counted it an honor to have taken 

care of her in declining health. 

“What now, Lord?," she thought at the funeral: 

“everybody I know has a family…except me.” Her place 
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had been with their mother, preparing her meals, 

helping her walk, taking her to the doctor, seeing to her 

medication…But, now her mother was gone, and she was 

alone. 

Just then, the door of the sanctuary opened and 

shut - and an exasperated young man slid in beside her. 

His eyes were brimming with tears, and he began to 

sniffle.  

After a few eulogies, he leaned over and asked,  

"Why do they keep calling Mary, ''Margaret'?" 

"Because that was her name,” the young girl 

replied:  “Margaret. No one called her ''Mary…" 

 “No,” he insisted, as several people glared at 

them for whispering. "Her name is Mary, Mary Peters." 

Who is this guy, anyway?," she wondered as she  

looked at him with a question written all over her face:  

“That’s not who this is," she replied. 

"Well, isn't this the Lutheran Church?," he asked 

sheepishly. 

"No," she said, "the Lutheran Church is across 

the street!” 

The solemn occasion - mixed with the man's 

mistake –  bubbled up inside her, and came out as a burst 

of laughter. She tried to hide it, but the creaking old pew 

gave her away. The bum-fuddled young man was 

laughing, too. And then, the girl imagined her mother 

laughing. At the final "amen" - both darted out into the 

parking lot. 

Turns out his name was ‘Rick’ - and since it was 

too late for his aunt's funeral at the Lutheran Church 

across the street, he asked her out for a cup of coffee – 

and, it wasn’t long before they were married. 

God works in mysterious ways: and Carmen 

knew the capricious wind of the Holy Spirit: blowing 

where it chooses – always trying to find a way to comfort, 

to heal – or, maybe, even to make someone laugh. It’s 

the Spirit of Pentecost which we’ll celebrate this coming  

Sunday: so appropriate for the blithe, happy, easy going 

spirit that was – and will continue to be – Carmen Smith 

Borror. 

`Michael, Randy… Sean, Daniel, Goldie and Herman: 

we’re all gonna’ miss her – deeply.  and, I know God’s 

tears were the first to fall last Thursday afternoon when 

Carmen died – for each of you, and the sorrow he knew 

you would have to endure. 

But, he didn’t cry for Carmen, because – as the 

Gospel we heard a few minutes ago affirms: “Carmen,” 

Jesus says, “in my Father’s house are many ‘cabins…’ 

And I’ve got one ready…just for you!  Amen. 
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