Blessing for Tu B’Shevat, 

on the Birthday of Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.

Do not be immobilized by despair.  Despair is like a lead suit, heavy, disquieting, despondent. And if despair is a lead suit, then silence is our shackles.  

We cannot wait to act until our hopelessness subsides.  We must give life to truth even from a place of despair.  

In the cold despair of winter, under the surface of barrenness, seeds of renewal begin to stir.  Angels whisper to the trees and their buds reach to the heavens for renewal.  

Like the trees, we hear the call of angels and the longing inside of us becomes stronger and louder.   Together each of us can manifest one spark of light and movement toward change and new growth. 

Blessed is the One who sends angels to guide us, who plants seeds in our hearts and souls, and teaches us to reach to the heavens, and to each other, for strength and rebirth. 

Karen L. Erlichman 

Bay area social worker and spiritual director

