
“Killing Him Didn’t Make The Love Go Away”

This Week At Judson Sunday School

(2/11/11)

This weekend at Judson Sunday School we are all about the luuurve, as Woody Allen might say.  (“Love is too weak a word for what I feel – I luuurve you.  I loave you, I luff you, two F’s.”  - Annie Hall)  If you and your little groovlings luuurve to shake it, then you’ll want to be sure and drop by the Meeting Room Saturday night from 7:30 until 11:00 for Judson’s Winter Dance and Cabaret.  And Sunday morning we will be fully stocked with all the red, white, pink, lacy doily, Valentine-making accoutrement to the delight of all the little luuurves in your lives.  After all, at Judson Sunday School we are in the business of heart making, not heart breaking.

Hey, speaking of heart breakers, how about a warm Happy Valentine’s Day to former New York State Congressman, Christopher Lee.


Reading about Rep. Lee yesterday brought to mind the title to a novel I read years ago by a favorite southern writer, Mark Dufresne, entitled, Love Warps the Mind a Little.   I don’t know about you, but I think it’s time we officially transferred the monikers “boob tube” and “idiot box” from our television sets and bestowed them on their new home, the internet, because when it comes to that world wide web thingy, there seem to be a lot of warped minds out there these days.  (Perhaps it’s time children started monitoring their parents internet use.)  Not to sound like Peter Prude or anything, but if you find yourself shirtless, standing in front of a mirror while holding up your cell phone camera and thinking to yourself, yeah, this is what the world needs, particularly if you are a male of a certain age, maybe you are not looking in the mirror closely enough. 
But it’s not Rep. Lee I am worried about.  I’m more worried about his wife, for when I think of Mrs. Lee and what might be on her horizon, I am reminded of a song by a young singer-songwriter, Amy LaVere, based upon a true story of a Memphis woman who murdered her husband of some thirty years.  As the police were dragging the woman off to jail, she kept shouting over and over and over the words which would turn out to be the title to Ms. LaVere’s song:  “Killing Him Didn’t Make The Love Go Away!  Killing Him Didn’t Make The Love Go Away!  Killing Him Didn’t Make The Love Go Away!”
Perhaps we should be worried about you after all, Mr. Lee.  Better sleep with one eye open.
Speaking of love, I don’t know if I should share this with you, but I am recently getting over my own broken heart.  Do you know how it is when you are so smitten with someone that from the instant they come into your life you cannot take your eyes off of them?  Everything they do is beyond adorable, leaving you with a warm and fuzzy feeling in the pit of your stomach.  You find yourself totally consumed by them and every waking moment leaves you wondering about their well-being.  And when they are away, oh, when they are away it feels as if your heart has been ripped from your chest, and all you can think about is how you would give the world and everything you own to have them back in your life.  So what ever happened to these guys?
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It’s Natalie Dawn and Jack Conte, the indie music duo better known as Pomplamoose, from all those Hyundai commercials.  (Hey, if there’s one thing I’ve learned from attending Judson lo these many years, it’s that one should always be open to new expressions of love.)

Those commercials came into my life this past holiday season, seemingly every fifteen minutes.  There was Natalie with her rosy cheeks and those big-as-saucer eyes, and Jack with his funny hats, blowing snow in my face and tumbling around on the floor.  They had me from the first notes of “Up On The Housetop.” 

I didn’t want to fall in love with them, but who could resist?  They were like a couple of golden retriever puppies out of an LL Bean ad, all soft and cuddly.  I never wanted to buy a car – if your only alternative to alternative side of the street parking is a blizzard, then I’ll walk, thank you very much.  I just wanted to buy Natalie and Jack, or maybe rent them for an hour, bring them back to my apartment and let them roll around on the floor and cheer me up.  But then the calendar turned and they were gone, out of my life without so much as an “It’s not you, it’s us” note.  And here it is Valentine’s Day (more or less) and I’m left wondering, what did I do wrong?  Perhaps I should have bought that Sonata after all.
Finally, before I bring this waytoolooooooooooong “This Week” to its waytoooverdue conclusion, I wanted to say that as the Grand Poobah of all Judson Sunday School children, but not having any children of my own, I must admit there are some weekends when, feeling a tiny pang of jealousy, I find myself wishing I could trade places with some of you.  (I said some of you.)  But guess what?  Not this weekend.  Wanna know why?  Here’s a clue:

“O Gnomeo, Gnomeo!  Wherefore art thou Gnomeo?”

That’s right, it’s Gnomeo and Juliet, in 3D!, the epic tale of Romeo and Juliet, as told by garden gnomes, for crying out loud, opening this weekend for your children’s viewing pleasure.  For the love of Billy Shakespeare, what’s next?

All’s Whale That Ends Whale!
Hairy Chives of Windsor!
Julius Caesar Salad!
Cymballina!
(a feminist rendition of Cymbeline, as told by High Hat, Timpani and Rim Shot the Snare Drum)
I’m not a gambling man, but I would bet the Chrysler Building, if I owned it, that just a few Valentine’s Days ago, when you and your sweetie were fooling around, exploring each other’s nooks and crannies, neither one of you ever dreamed that one day you would be watching a miniature version of the two of you grabbing a booster seat and racing for the front row of your local cineplex so that you and yours could share a $20 bucket of popcorn while epoxying your shoes to the theater floor and watching a bunch of talking garden gnomes recite Shakespeare – in 3-D!  Just goes to prove there really is no such thing as safe sex.

Did I mention there will be alcohol at this weekend’s dance and cabaret? 

See you in church!
Andy

Gnome Poobah

PS:  Pomplamoose, are you out there?  Call me!




