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Amos was the farmer from outside of town who railed against the immense gap between the wealthy and the poor. It’s good reading, unless you are on his hit list, which most of us are. 


I take a pretty good hit in his third chapter when he declares God’s strong opinion against people in my position:


I will smite the winter house and the summer house…

It happens that I am among the fortunate few who own a summer house. I don’t quite feel guilty, but Amos makes me feel embarrassed. He probably lived in a goat skin tent somewhere. It probably would make no difference if I told him that it was family property that came into my hands after originally being purchased by my grandfather in times long before a “cabin” was not particularly fashionable.

In fact, the first cabin on this property was the surveyor’s shelter for men who laid out the boundaries in this area. It was originally logged off land that could be had for a little down and so much a month. 


We started using it early in our marriage because it was free. It was only a slight step above camping but not equal to the National Park campgrounds of my youth. No electricity, running water, shower or flush toilet. 


But we loved it as we love it still.


Not for any buildings, but primarily for three things: views of the Olympic Mountains and the waters of Puget Sound, the 165 feet of beach tidelands with ever changing attraction, and the water for swimming and boating. 


These treasures are too good to keep for ourselves. From the beginning we have opened our camp to friends and relatives. We have created bunk houses that were originally tent decks that offer a dry place to roll out a sleeping bag on a mattress. We have outdoor eating decks with large tables, open to guests. We have 70 to 90 people visit each summer.

Who knows how many learned to row or sail here? Or eat their first oyster off the beach ─  or mussel? 


We have celebrated birthdays, engagements, anniversaries and even a wedding. A number of memorial events and scattering of ashes at sea took place here.


Does Amos really think some fussy God is going to smite this place for our excesses?


I must confess that I wondered why giant, icy-weighted limbs bombarded one of our bunk houses in the winter requiring a major repair. Or why a fir uprooted itself to crush the shelter covering our outdoor living room fire pit. Or why a giant Madrone fell across the back of our main cabin, pushing it from its foundations. Little things like that reminded me that we occupy a corner of this planet where nature is in charge and we are temporary guests.


We have often said that it is good for us to “return to the earth” for a period of time every year. To live outdoors, feel the weather, be among the squirrels, the birds, and the animals who claim this property as their own, keeps us more in balance. I’ve restrained myself from claiming this as a center for theological formation and spirituality. It has been a great seminary for me.


Back to Amos whose words hit me. His certainty of God’s judgment ultimately falling on those who take wealth and prosperity for granted is sobering. I don’t take it for granted.








─ Art Morgan June 14, 2010


