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| know that there is a Place where you walked

A Place where love falls from the trees

—A con’cemPorarg Psalmist

if 1 could, | wouldjus’c love you, soul-level &eep, for the rest of my
life. 1f1could, Twould...and 1 can. So, Iwill. There is a love
that holds us in this way.

Wa”dng south on Telegral:)h Avenue out of Berkeleg,
walking from seminary to my home in Oakland, California...in
front of the old movie store and in broad olagliglﬂt, | was
accosted. was beset. I was sudden put upon and who”g
consumed bg the spirit of the holg, I'm sure that it was. SPirit
had taken form and come down to earth in the form of two,
older, African American women on that dag. Theg sprung

from their car that was Parked near the corner of Alcatraz, in
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front of what used to a Blockbuster Video. 1t's a big, health
food store.

Thegjumpecl out of their car. Tlﬂeg knew of this love
and theg wanted to share what tlﬂezv,; knew. And theg were so
very hal:)lag to see me. Overjogecl and clelightecl. And theg
showered me with spiri’cual affection. Holg love. And 1 didn’t
even know them! It was intense. It was a torrent. | was
flooded. 1was deluged.  was delightecl mgsehc. It felt so
goool. Familiar, even thougln it had never hal:)l:)eneol to me
before.

Theg wanted me tojoin their church. So, told them that
I was on my way home from seminary.. .and t]ﬁeg were
imPressed bg that. As we Par‘ted ways, | knew I’d miss them.

[ knew I'd miss that Par‘ticular spot, that Particular
intersection of Telegraph and Alcatraz.. that Place where |
walked...where love fell from the trees that dag. ..that Place

where the poetrg became real for a while, real enouglﬂ to
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touch and to live and to breathe. 1t was a beautiful poem
that we’d shared. 1 memorized all the words.

“I know that there is a Place where you walked where
love falls from the trees...” These are the words of a
contemporary Psalmist—living now, in modern times. The
Psalmists of old, of course, were the ones whose words
Populatc& the Book of Psalms in the Bible. The Book of
Psalms is the Bible’s Iargest collection of poetry. It’s the
holg compendium. The Book of Psalms is sPectacular. ..and
it hasn't gotten old. Its verses still inform our world toclag.
We are led b9 these verses—and | am led bg them. We are
also led bg, drawn to, compe”ecl bg the wisdom here and
now, the li\/ing word that descends upon us as we're wa”dng
down the street. We are guicle& bg the wisdom of Ralplﬂ
Waldo Emerson. He imPlored us, ‘Experience life directlg.
See beautg with your own eyes and not onlg tl')rough the

eyes of others. He asked us.. .Plainlg,
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Whg should not we.. .enjog an original relation to the universe?
...whg should we grope among the clrg bones of the Pas‘c. Rt

Tl"lC sun ShiﬂCS to—dag 8150.

Emerson saw the beauhj of the world with his own eyes.
Shall we do the same? ...or do we Prefer the drg bones?
What do you think? 1t's up to you. It’s an honest question.
It’s not a trick. And your honest answer will inform the
qualitg of your life. So, consider the ques’cion. Think about
it. will you choose an original relation to the universe? The

ancient Psalmists wrote,

The LORD is my sheplﬂercl, | shall not want. He makes me lie
down in green Pastures; He leads me beside quiet waters. He

restores my soul...

These are the words of the Psalmists of olcl, reaching us

from the ages. The more conteml:)orarg Psalmist writes,

| know that there is a Place where you walked
A Place where love falls from the trees

In your hancls, I am a broken cup

J onlg feel riglﬁt on my knees

In prayer, I know slﬁatter) | stray

Yet, | still receive your kiss

Lesson in Survival—4



How shall I live this life

After knowing such a love as this?

Such a love is like a lesson, a lesson in survival.

Back in co”ege, [ learned a lesson. It weighs on me a little. We
Plageol ajoke on one of our Prof:essors. | don’t remember
his name but | remember what we did. | remember that he was
anice enough person. He didn’t deserve our malarkeg but
that didn’t stop us from gving it to him. It was pretty
harmless. So, 'ma little bit surl:)rised. Something about
what we did still bothers me.. .{:ortg years on.

It was in a Psgchologg class—~Psgc]1 101, ’'m sure it was,
the onlg Psgch course that | took in co”ege. When | signed
up forit, | thought that | miglﬂt gointo Psgchologlj. [like
thinking about how People think. We started with neurons
and synapses. It was s’craight up science at first, straight up
biologlj. In the beginning, [ wasn’t rea”9 that into it. | warmed

to it after a while. It liked it more once we started ta”dng
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about behavior and conditioning, how we deal with triumplﬂ
and also with tragedij.

Our teacher Paced incessantlg. His mind seemed to
work better that way. We took aclvan’cage of that. We
Plaged a little trick on him one dag. We were testing our
theories about conclitioning. We came up with an exl:)eriment
that was designecl to influence our ProFessor’s behavior.

Like I said, he was a pacer. He walked and walked and
walked.. .seeminglg for miles each week, back and forth
across the desert of our young, attention spans.. in front of
the blackboard...at the front of the class. Our Plan was
pretty simple. ..and Probablgjust a little bit cruel. Not mean-
sPirited, but cruel in a way that, PernaPs, we didn’t
understand. Mai:)be more callow than cruel. l’mjust grate%l
that he put up with us.

Our Plan was to pay close attention.. .selec’ci\/elg. When

our Proi:essor had Pacecl to the far side of the room, the
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side farthest from the door that led to the ha”wag, we were
all suPPosed to tune in and heat up and ask questions and
take coPious notes. We were to express our fascination and
our interest (wlﬁiclﬁ was genuine). And when our Professor
had Paced to the near side of the room, the side nearest the
door to the ha”wag, we were all sul:)l:)osecl to do the
oPPosite—-to tune out and cool omCF, to become distracted
and unfocused. We wanted to find out if our chosen
behaviors could affect our Pro{:essor. We wanted to know if
we had the Psgchological power to keep our progessor on
the far side of the room.

| don’t remember i we were successful or not. The
story has faded from my memory. | switched out of that
major. S0, my life soon lacked the social circle that could
have Preservecl the detail. I never Par‘ticipatecl in that kind of
thing again. | didr’t feel right. Like I said, it was a lesson in

survival.
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 was discovering Joni Mitchell in those c]ags. Lesson in
Survival was the name OF one OF the songs tl'mat she recorcls

on an album called For the Roses.

Lesson in Survival

SPinning out on turns, that gets you ’couglﬁ

Guru books-the Bible

Onlg a reminder that gou‘rejus’c not goocl enouglﬁ
You need to believe in sometlﬁing

Once | could in our love

I was Plaging Piano at that Point but I didn’t have skills
enough to Figure that songout.. .and I didn’t have voice
enough to sing it.

The song has three, odd~shape<ﬂ verses—each one,
designecl to touch the sPirit in a different way. My favorite is
the third and final verse, even though it breaks my heart a bit

and leaves for Feelinglonelg. Joni Mitchell sings,

| went to see a friend toniglﬁt
Was very late when 1 walked in
My talking as it rambled
Revealed suspicious reasoning
The visit seemed to darken him
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| came in as briglﬁt as a neon Iight

And I burned out rig]'\t there before him
I told him these things I'm te”inggou now
Watched them buckle up in his brow
When you clig down cleep

You lose goocl sleep

And it makes you heavg company

[ will alwags love you

Hands are like magnet and iron the souls

Shcjust breaks me wide open. Sometimes, I like her and
sometimes, | don’t like her for the same reason...but | alwags
love her for it.

It was odd, beinga young black kid, a bog-dﬂilcl in
mos’clg white, suburban New Jersey and Ioving Joni Mitchell
as much as 1 did.. for lgrical and musical reasons. So much
of me was i”egible back then. 1was well enough acﬁus’ceol but
I hidalot of things. There were those who could see through
my Facacles, to be sure. Plent9 saw througln, but few would
call me out onit. “Few would call me out...” Asif my soul and

I didn’t alreadlj belong to the music. It's a Poweﬁcul thing, to
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be held bg an artist...to be held }39 a creative soul-force that
gets you free...that sets you free...

That's the way | feel it. That's the way | feel a holg love.
So,'m Probablg not going to lag in wait like those two black
women did in California, on Telegraph Avenue. I’'m Probablg
not going to sit in a parked car on the street with my guitar at
the reaclg, Prel:)arecl to leap out and accost people with Joni
Mitchell songs. | will, however, sit 139 Silver Lake in the
mornings. It’s warm enough now. Ill sing to the sunrise, my
many lessons in survival.

For the Roses was recorded in 1972. It has a number of
Power{:ul songs on it. Lesson in Survival is one of them, for
sure. But You Turn Me On, I’'m a Radio is also on the

recordi ng.

l{:gou’re clriving into town with a dark cloud above you
Dial in the station that’s bound to love you

Oh, honeg, you turn me on me on

'm a radio

'ma countrg station

Lesson in Survival—10



Pm a little bit corny

It’s easy to get into that one. That one was the hit.
And then, there’s Elcctricitg!! Oh, my Lord!!l Sheis so

creative. She was wri’cing about the science of that form of

energg.

The Minus is loveless, he talks to the land

And the leaves fall and the Poncl over-ices

She don't know the sgs’cem, Plus, she dont understand
She's got all the wrong fuses and splices

The Minus, the male of winter and the Plus, the woman of the
warmer months... The negative charge and the Positive
one...and how theg chase each another around the
PluggecLin world in which we live. 1t’s a technical song, in a
sense. It was written with a toolbox near at hand, it seems to

me. She sings,

The masking ’caPe tangles, it's stickg and black

And the copper, Proud~headed Queen Lizzie,

It conducts little charges that don't get chargecl back
And the technical manual's busg
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She sings,

We once Iovecl—togetlﬁer and we floodlit that time
lnPut~outPut~electricit9
But the lines overloaded and the sParks started Flging

And the loose wires were lashing out at me

We've all known those times...when the bottom falls out a
little bit (or when the bottom falls out much more than a little
bit) and we are burned and burned out...and burned down
and broken bg the power that surges and overwhelms us
sometimes...and we are shocked and isolated bg the
blackouts that Fo”ow, the losses of power that come when
power IS Preciselg what we need.

Those songs touched me deep|9 back then but the one
that touches me still toclag is called Juclgment of the Moon
and Stars (or Luclwig’s Tune). It was named after Ludwig
von Beethoven, the German art music composer of the 19th

centu ry.
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love this song but it’s iml:)enetrable. It wears a husk. It
doesn’tlet us in right away. It doesn’tlet us injust because
we Iong to enter and it doesn’t let us injust because we
knock. It doesn’t answer sometimes. This song Pretencls
that it isn’t home. 1t doesn’t lag down its armor without a
{:ight.

Are any of you like that? 1know that | can be that way
sometimes...because of the excellence of my defenses...and
because of the del:)th of the sorrows that course around me
selﬁl:)rotectivelg like a mote surrounding this stony castle of
mine. | can be impenetrable, even though what | rea”9 want
inside is to be free.

Good morning and goocl Sun&ag. | hope this new clag
finds you well. Tod39 IS Sunclag, May 7th and the title of this
morning’s reflection is A Lesson in Survival. DesPite the fact
that we've been ta”dng so much of Joni Mitchell, this

reflection was insl:)ired bﬂ a different artist, a different
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contemporary Psalmist—Pete Townshend, a man who knows
the art of sugering.

In 1978, we was distraught. He tried to hold the ligh’ming
and couldn’t. He was bac”g burned. Devastated and angry,
he went to a local bar and tried his best to drink away his
sorrows. He didn’t make it home that night. On his way
home, he leaned against an apartment builcling and he
Passecl out in the cloorwag. In the morning, he was
recognizccl bg a Police officer who took Pitfj and led him
home. Reﬂec’ting on this exl:)erience, he had ques’cions that

on|9 God could answer. And he sang about it. He sang,

f woke up ina Soho cloorwa9

A Policeman knew my name

He said, "You can 2@ sleep at home toniglﬁt
leou can get up and walk away"

J s’caggered back to the unc]erground

And the breeze blew back my hair

| remember throwin' Punches around

And Preachin‘ from my chair
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“Who are 9ou?” he asked of the holg. ..with rage and power.
And this what it sounded like when he did.

Pete Townshend found a way through his sea of
sorrow...and so can we. He learned a lesson in survival...and
SO can we.

I was Pro{:ounc”g sad this week to learn about the state
of integrity in our Supreme Court—Justice Gorsuch, who
sold property to the head of a major law firm with business
before the court; the wife of Chief Justice Roberts, who
acce]:)tecl a $10 million commission for the Placement Iawgers
at elite firms and Justice Thomas, who has accel:)ted lavish
gi&s without &isclosing them...it has come out that Leonard
Leo had been using Ke”garme Conwa9 to funnel $80,000
worth of consulting money to Ginni Thomas, wife of Justice
Thomas,jus’c as the landmark case Shelbg Countg v. Holder
was before the SuPreme Court. Justice Thomas cast the

deci&ing vote in a 5-4 ruling that guttecl the Voting Rights
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Act of 1965. | was Pro{:ounc“g sad and then | remembered the

Psalmist’s Poetrg. ..

| know that there is a Place where you walked
A Place where love falls from the trees

In your hancls, | am a broken cup

J onlg feel riglﬁt onmy knees

In prayer, I know slﬁat‘cer) | stray

Yet, | still receive your kiss

How shall 1 live this life

After lmowing such a love as this?

Pete Townshend is the contemporary Psalmist. This is the
third verse of the song that wejust heard.

Thereis a Power{:ul Picture on the cover of your Orders
of Service. Sixty years ago this week, there was Peacegul,
children’s march for freedom in Birmingham, Alabama. 1t was
the decision of the Birminglﬁam Fire Department (BFD) to
clisrupt this march with fire hoses. Sixty years ago, the
Birmingham Fire Department sPraged Peace¥u| children with
fire hoses. The fire that burns within them won’t be

extingu ished.
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Those are children in that Picture. That was us. We
were those children. We still are those children. We are the
men of the Birmingham Fire Department as well. Both of
those energjes reside within us. Both of those clﬂarges
reside in us—the negative charge and the Positive one. Theg
chase each another around this Precious world in which we
live. As receivers of a holg love, a grace, and as stewards of
its sPrit, how shall we live our lives?

I may know...and you may know as well...if we have
learned our lesson in survival. 1think that the third verse of
the Joni Mitchell song that | love describes this lesson quite
well. 1don’t know. You will have to tell me what you think.
She sings,

You've got to shake your fists at liglﬁtning now

You've got to roar like forest fire

You've got to spread your Iight like blazes all across the skg
Theg‘re going to aim the hoses on you

Show them youwon't expire

Not till you burn up every Passion, not even when you die
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Come on now, you've gotto trg

l{:you‘re Feeling contcmpt, well then you tell it

l{:you‘re tired of the silent niglﬁt, Jesus, well then you 96” it
Condemned to wires and hammers

Strike every chord that you feel

That broken trees and elephant ivories conceal

| close this morning with the words of RePresentative Zooey

Zephgr from Montana, Montana’s first and onlg transgencler

lawmaker. Inbold defense of the LGBTQA communitg of

Montana, Zooeg broke decorum and state clearlg that those

who voted against the |<:gis|ative needs of the transgen&er

communitg “have blood on their hands.” Powerful words.
Ever since, many in Montana have been aimingthe

hoses at her. ) .ancl sti” she burns. Her worcls are thCSC:

Todag I rise in defense of those constituents, of my community
and of clemocracg itself. Last week) | spoke on the govemor’s
amendments to Senate Bill 99, which banned genclen%a%rming
care. This was a bill that was targetingthe LGBTQ community in
Montana. This Legislature has sgstematica”g attacked that
community. We have seen bills targeting our art forms, our books,
our historg and our healthcare. And I rose up in defense of my
community that clagJ speaking to harms that these bills bring and
that I have firsthand exPerience knowing about. I have had
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friends who have taken their lives because of these bills. 1 have
fielded calls from families in Montana, including one Familg whose
trans teenager attemptecl to take her life while watclﬁinga hearing
on one of the anti-trans bills. ...

So, when | rose up and saicl, “There is blood on your
hands,” I was not being hgperbolic. was speaking to the real
consequences of the votes that we, as legislators, take in this
boclg. And when the sPeaker asks me to apologize on behalf of
decorum, what he is rea”g asking me to do is be silent when my
community is Facing bills that getus killed. He is asking me to be
complicit in this Legislature’s eradication of our community. And |

refuse to do S0, and I will alwags refuse to do so.

Beautigu”g within us is the power and the freedom of life, the
lessons in survival that see us tlﬂrough. Mag we cherish these
in these Warming, greening dags.

Mag it bC SO. BICSSCCl bC ancl amen.
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