
MM Blue Sheet on Wheels — Travel Report 

WELCOME TO TRAVEL REPORTS…FALL 2012 #1 

We have sent these out for years, usually to a limited list. This goes to our larger list.  

 You know or suspect by now that Moment Ministries is a sort of front for my activities 
which blend life with my passion and career for a version and vision of ministry. The idea is that 
much, if not most, of ministry happens by happenstance rather than intention. Note Jesus and 
the numerous reports of his activities and “wonders” along the road. Forgettable contacts with 
unforgettable memories. One way of following the gospels is to think of them as travel reports. 

 My years in retail ministry in which I was faithful to the mission of upbuilding the church, 
taught me that more meaningful memories resulted from things I didn’t intend than to all those 
things I did intentionally. 

 No wonder I eventually left to take to the road. 

 So we left our cabin on Puget Sound…with a summer full of memorable times…at least 
a month after our usual departure time. We had an agenda and a whole lot of space for things 
we hadn’t planned.  

 For instance, we left Sunday the 14th to head for Yakima to attend the Turner Memorial 
Lectures, which we have attended for decades. We stopped for a few minutes in Bellevue to 
visit our current eldest blue sheet reader and longtime friend from early beach days, Marjorie 
Mitchell. She offered tea, we provided crumpets. An hour full of memories and banter and 
checking in with her care-taker left her beaming and us on our way.  

 It was happenstance that an early life friend from youth, Mort Wahlin, was being 
memorialized right on schedule for us to drop by to hug his wife, Lois, and attend his service. 
They were both in our wedding. A moment for all of us. 

 On to Yakima and the lectureship. We reconnected with duffers (collegues) from another 
era and also with those who have taken over the roles we once held running summer camps, 
state committes, pastoring churches, trying to figure how to keep a sagging institution alive. 
They marvel at how we survived so long. We marvel that they take on the task. I make a point of 
meeting the new leaders and checking up on them. 

 Imagine a lecture series based on the theme of “the prosperity Gospel.” It’s an ancient 
idea that is flourishing among some churches…that God offers special rewards to those that are 
favored. So, goes the thinking, if you are prospering God must favor you. I hear the lecture and 
go back to the motel room to hear a debate in which a candidate seems to claim that prosperity 
is God’s gift to the deserving. We are left to presume that the rest are not deserving? 

 Lectures make me think, but don’t answer all questions. 

 An evening drew us together with some Hispanics in the Yakima valley discussing the 
immigration problem. Growers and attorneys discussed. Some prosper while others live in the 
balance. “Prosperity gospel” in there someplace? 

 Anyway, three days of that and a notebook full of thoughts, we laid over in Yakima for a 
day of letting our bodies recoup before leaving for Spokane to visit longtime friends, Teddy and 
Clara Fern Turner. 

 It’s an easy five hour drive across the east portion of Washington, over the Columbia 
River, through flourishing agricultural lands that were mostly desert and sagebrush before the 
Grand Coulee Dam, and through the rolling hills of Adams County where my dad was born and 
worked the wheat. It seems that agriculture is flourishing, although we know they would like 
more rain. The highways seem full of laden semi’s and scurrying pick-ups and SUV’s that defy 
the notion that the economy is in the tank. Even the Casino’s we pass seem to have full parking 
lots. Maybe people trying to claim their portion of the prosperity Gospel promise? 

 More next time from wherever we are next.    — Art Morgan 


