
“When I fall on my Knees with my Face to the Rising Sun, o Lord, have Mercy on me!” 


This line is stuck in my head, connected with the season of Lent and singing it with the choir at St. 
Francis.  


Preparing for this meditation, I googled the spiritual it belongs to. Most of you know it. It begins with “Let 
us break bread together on our knees,” continues with “Let us drink wine together,” and ends with “Let 
us praise God together.”


Well, the refrain seems to have taken a hold of me in a rather literal way:


Around this time last year, winter almost over, sunny, warmer spring days starting to break through, I had 
trees taken down in my backyard. Looking out of my living room windows, light was streaming in like 
never before, and my gaze into the woods and towards the sky reached so much further. Home on the 
weekend, I finally got a chance to walk down the hill to look at the work done. I smelt the fresh cut wood, 
dreamt of all the firewood I would have, and then I stumbled and tripped “with my face to rising sun,” but 
not until my front had hit the edge of one those freshly cut tree trunks. I called 911 and met a nice Pound 
Ridge policeman who bandaged me up. I accepted my neighbor’s offer to drive me to the hospital where 
a most attractive plastic surgeon saved my face while teaching a special kind of stitch and taking care of 
my deductible for the year …


Fast forward, having watched almost four seasons through my windows at home, working remotely 
underwriting credits at the dining room table, it was on a recent Friday afternoon, when I sneaked 
outside taking my new, most favorite 10-minute car drive to Cedar Lodge Farm off Ingleside Drive, a 
discovery I made last summer, when COVID prevented my usual trip back home to Germany. 

I had met a group of amazing horse people in one of the best managed, horse loving stables I have ever 
been in, many of them not much younger than me, all still crazy about the chance to ride, a beautiful 
ring, a beautiful property to take a horse out grazing or just for a walk through the woods and across the 
fields with open vistas galore. They had taken one look at the corduroy britches I had last worn a quarter 
of a century ago, watched me ride, and I was in, allowed to take a lesson once a week on Foley, a horse 
that was already owned, loved and spoiled by two ladies, but really cared for by Jose, and trained by 
Bill, my new favorite riding teacher. During Covid, I had found my paradise, 10 minutes from my house… 
Every Saturday I have spent a few hours at the stable, even when my lesson is only half an hour long. 

Until Friday two weeks ago that is, when I was invited to come by for a quick celebration of Bill’s 14th 
anniversary at the farm. I picked up a little gift, got an extra ziplock with carrots for Foley, and was more 
than happy to stop by for a cupcake. Arriving I looked around trying to find Bill, could not, checked into 
the stable to find out whether it was ok to walk up to his house. Sure, so I did. Midway on the pathway 
with my mask somehow limiting my downward vision, I totally missed a step and fell down flat on the 
ground in front of me, my left knee hitting the stone hard, “with my face to the rising sun” No. 2!  Not 
good, but I got back up, made it to the house. Bill wasn’t there. I walked back to the stable and just 
waited for him there. I could feel my knee pulsing and stepping down into Foley’s box, it hurt. Long story, 
short, I bruised the tendon between kneecap and shinbone. It will take two months of rest and no riding 
to heal. 


Both these accidents could have been a lot worse, and I feel the Lord has had lots of mercy on me.  
Now I need to figure out how to spin this mantra and connect it to the celebrations of togetherness the 
song is actually referring to. Wish me and all of us luck that we may soon break bread, drink wine, and 
praise God together again!   


         


