
continued on page 2

WISDOM SESSION
Pursuit of Happyness

The following is an excerpt fr om a book I just fi nished reading, Pursuit of Happyness.  Many of you may have seen the movie. 

The excerpt below covers a period when Chris Gardner was working but homeless with his three year old son.

…But roughing it takes on a whole new meaning in this period. Aft er thinking that I really knew San Francisco, I 

now come to know the city on a far more intimate basis—not just where there are and aren’t hills, but the degree 

of their angle and grade, the number of steps it takes to push the stroller up them, or how many blocks to walk the 

long way around to avoid a hill, and even where the cracks in the concrete sidewalks are. Cracks in the concrete. 

Becoming familiar with cracks in the concrete is not some obsessive-compulsive pursuit, it is a matter of survival 

for maneuvering a child in a fr agile stroller with everything I own on my person—under time and weather con-

straints.

The rains come hard this winter of 1982 and early 1983, eliminating the options of outdoor fr ee activities or 

sleeping in the park. Though I’ve avoided food lines, I can’t anymore, not with a hungry little boy, and we soon 

start making our way over to Glide Memorial Church in the Tenderloin, where the Reverend Cecil Williams and 

activists in the community have been feeding the homeless and hungry down in the church basement, at Moe’s 

Kitchen, three times a day, seven days a week, three hundred sixty-fi ve days of the year.

The best part for me is that on Sundays aft er church services, instead of standing outside in the lines that go down 

the street and around the corner, we can take a diff erent route through the building and down the steps to Moe’s. 

But no matter how we get there, as I take a tray and start down the cafeteria line, I see only dignity—no matter how 

fr agile—in all the faces lined up with me, all of them adults, none with children, some who look like they’re work-

ing like me, others who are defi nitely unemployed.

You never felt like you were less aft er going there to eat. You were in line with men, women, blacks, whites, Lati-

nos, Chinese, like the United Nations, many at diff erent stages of some kind of issue: drugs, alcohol, violence, 

poverty, or borderline crazy, on medication, on hard times. But we were just there to eat.

There were no questions, no interrogations or credentials required for being needy. It didn’t feel like a handout. 

It was more like someone’s mother wanting to feed you—Boy, you sit down and get something to eat. And when we 

got to the food, it was an ample serving, not skimpy, but hearty and tasty. American fare. More manna.

When you left , you were never hungry, and it wasn’t just that you weren’t hungry, you felt better. You felt better 

because you couldn’t wear out your welcome at Glide. You couldn’t wear out your welcome at Moe’s Kitchen.

The Reverend’s sermons fed my soul too, reminding me of what I kept forgetting—that the baby steps counted, 

even it wasn’t happening as fast as I desired. Aft er church service, without fail, the Reverend stood outside the 

sanctuary in the hallway or on the steps outside, hugging every single person as they left . 

“The reverend’s sermons fed my soul too, reminding me of what I kept forgetting  - that the baby steps counted, 

even if it wasn’t happening as fast as I desired”  – Chris Gardner



WISDOM SESSION

David Trent believes that wisdom comes fr om continually seeking to learn and grow through relation-

ships and reading, which leads to personal development.  In an eff ort to inspire learning in others, Da-

vid Trent sends out weekly Wisdom Sessions.  He recommends purchasing and reading any book source 

used in these Wisdom Sessions.

December 5, 2022

CMJ - Create Moments of Joy

Anybody who wanted a hug got a hug. First time I went to get a hug, it felt like Cecil Williams knew me even before 

he knew me. With what looked to be a smile permanently etched on his wise, round ageless handsome face, and 

with his larger-than-life stature that convinced me that he was much taller than he really was, his arms were…as 

he bear hugged me and said: “Walk that walk.”…him back, blessing him with my thanks, telling him I was going to 

walk that walk, not just talk the talk, that I was going forward.

Later, the Reverend admitted that I came to his attention because it was so unusual to see a man standing in a food 

line with a baby. There wasn’t anything I had to explain about my situation. He seemed to know. Not just that he 

could see I was a single father, but that he could see who I was, my degree fr om God, as Moms would have said, my 

good, my soul, my potential. Maybe that was why, when I found out about the homeless hotel, he had started down 

the street, he agreed that I could stay there.

Kindness personifi ed. The fi rst homeless hotel in the country, housed in the Concord Plaza at O’Farrell and 

Powell, started by Cecil with the ambitious idea of giving women and children without homes a place in which to 

transition, to start over, to be empowered. Many eventually went on to work at the hotel, at the restaurant, or in 

one of the many diff erent expanding programs that Glide off ered. Though rooms were fr ee for the night, for rea-

sons of safety, fairness, and effi  ciency, there were rules of conduct that had to be followed explicitly.

When I talked to the Reverend, I acknowledged that obviously I wasn’t a woman, but I was homeless and I did have 

a child. Most importantly, I had a job. I just needed someplace to live until I could put together the money to get 

an apartment….

          - Source: The Pursuit of Happyness

“For the needy shall not always be forgotten, and the hope of the poor shall not perish forever” – Psalm 9:18


