“Charlie Sheen’s Sobriety Coach”
This Week At Judson Sunday School

(1/28/11)

Ever wonder if a Grand Poobah takes his work home with him?  Wonder no more.

Yesterday evening, around 6:45 pm, I was standing on the darkened corner of 87th and Lexington, preparing to cross the street.  As I stepped onto what I thought was solid ground only to watch my right foot plunge through the softened slush and feel the frigid water fill up my waterproof snow boot, I couldn’t help but think back to a December lesson in our preschool “Images of God” curriculum entitled, “God Is Like Snow.”  So after I pulled my dripping leg out of the icy mire, uttered a few choice words that were definitely not a part of that preschool lesson, and squish-limped my way home, I asked myself, how again are God and snow alike?

Well, here in New York City, in the midst of the winter of 2011, the answer is obvious:  Snow, like God, is omnipresent.  It is everywhere.  56.1 inches recorded in Central Park so far this winter, and we’re still in January!  In fact, even as I type this, a friend of mine has e-mailed me the following headline from the online edition of today’s Staten Island Advance:
Groundhog Day storm may be biggest yet this year, may affect 100 million people across nation.

Oh, joy.

Look, people, there is a reason we go to Judson:  we are not religious fanatics. We may believe, but a little bit of church goes a long way with us.  I think we can all agree, 56.1 inches of anything – snow, God, or anything else – is way too much.

Now for some of you, all of this snow may not only be a bit overwhelming, but you might find yourself suffering from actual bouts of depression as well.  Long cold winters can have that effect on the best of us.  Not to worry, because this is where I, as your Grand Poobah, can help.

A few Sundays ago, I was teaching a lesson on Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. to Judson’s elementary Sunday School class.  I began by asking the class to name the greatest gift they had ever received.  After hearing various children tell me about their piano, guitar, or some kind of new computer game, I asked them to name the greatest gift they had ever given to someone else.  I followed this with a story about Dr. King and how he gave his life for the civil rights movement.  It was a very moving story and I could tell the children were really into it as we read about the Montgomery bus boycott, the many marches, imprisonment, speeches, Dr. King’s dream, and lastly, his assassination.  Finally, when I was sure that I had driven my point home, I asked the children to name the greatest gift a person could give, hoping I might hear something along the lines of “your life,” “your time,” “your heart,” etc.  A classroom full of hands shot up.  Sure of herself, the first child replied:  “an American Girl Doll!”  Um, not the answer I was looking for.  The next child’s hand shot up:  “Wii!”  And on it went until finally one child unsurely offered, “your heart?”

Needless to say, I left the class muttering to myself, Andrew, you are the worst teacher ever!   And maybe it’s my teaching, or maybe it’s all this snow, but I must admit I have been a little down in the dumps lately – that is until today, when I picked up a copy of The Daily News with its cover of Charlie Sheen’s “5-ALARM SEX ROMP.”  I read about how Mr. Sheen, the highest paid actor on television, who lives in an $8 million dollar mansion in Beverly Hills, began partying on Tuesday with five women and a briefcase full of cocaine, and then had to be ambulanced to a hospital.  I went on to read that Mr. Sheen’s “latest troubles come three months after a reported booze-and-cocaine fueled rampage at The Plaza Hotel landed him in a Manhattan hospital.”  And “since then, Sheen has spent $26,000 on hookers and cocaine during a Las Vegas getaway two weeks ago.”  And then I read the following:  Charlie Sheen has “a live-in sobriety coach.”  Say what?!!!  I read it again:  Charlie Sheen has a live-in sobriety coach!
My fellow Judsonites, I’m here to tell you, there is hope!  Well, maybe not for Charlie Sheen, but for the rest of us.  Apparently, I am not the world’s worst teacher!  Outside of New York City’s Schools Chancellor Cathie “Couldn’t we just have some birth control?” Black’s stand-up comedy instructor, that title belongs to Charlie Sheen’s sobriety coach.

And so as “SNOWPOCALYPSE 2011” continues, just keep telling yourself, it’s only snow.  Let’s keep our collective chin up, watch out for those icy puddles, and somehow we’ll get through this long winter together.  We hope you will continue to brave the weather and keep schlepping your kids to Judson Sunday School, and me and the Poohbettes will do our best to teach your children well.

But only once a week, okay?  There is a limit.

Andy

Grand Poobah

