
Don’t you think it’s time?  15 May 2022. 

The temptation to sit back, put my feet up, 

roll a fat one, and just get stoned is sometimes 

very appealing…and sometimes I wonder why I 

don’t do it - I mean, damn it - I’ve earned it, 

haven’t I? 

But then I look at the knock-on effect of my 

opting out and just revelling in one groundhog 

day after another - and the result is not good. 

I am aware that a groundhog day is supposed 

to be tedious, repetitive and boring - though if 

I was blitzed on weed, I doubt I would know if 

I was bored or not.  So I thought I should look 

into the origins of Groundhog Day.  It’s 

February 2nd, by the way. 

It derives from the Pennsylvania Dutch 

superstition that if a groundhog emerges from 

its burrow on this day and sees its shadow due 

to clear weather, it will retreat to its den, and 

winter will go on for six more weeks; if it does 

not see its shadow because of cloudiness, 

spring will arrive early.  While the tradition 

remains popular in the 21st century, studies 

have found no consistent association between 

a groundhog seeing its shadow and the 

subsequent arrival time of spring-like weather. 

The weather lore was brought from German-

speaking areas where the badger (German: 

Dachs) is the forecasting animal. This appears 

to be an enhanced version of the lore that 
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clear weather on the Christian festival of 

Candlemas forebodes a prolonged winter. 

The Groundhog Day ceremony held at 

Punxsutawney in western Pennsylvania, 

centering on a semi-mythical groundhog named 

'Punxsutawney Phil', has become the most 

frequently attended ceremony. 

That’s enough education for now. 

The reason I mention this topic at all is 

because it is all too easy for each of us to get 

up in the morning and think, ‘Oh no - another 

day of the same!’  You’ve all seen the T-shirts - 

I suspect some of you have even got one - it 

says, ‘Same shit - different day’ on it. 

My worry about that is that we can get into a 

vortex of despair and misery if we allow 

ourselves to get sucked into this mind-set. 

‘New every morning is the love our waking and 

uprising prove,’ so goes the hymn - and I 

suggest that is the point - we need to be 

refreshed at the start of each day to be 

effective witnesses for Christ.  I am talking to 

myself here too, as what I see in the mirror on 

getting out of bed is not a pretty sight, and 

I’m only glad that I don’t have my glasses on, 

so it’s only a rather suspect blur. 

But looking at all the readings for today, I was 

struck by how much each of them is 
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emphasizing just what a difference God makes 

in our lives - or could make, if we just let him. 

The Acts passage, concerning the acceptance 

of both the Gentiles as recipients of the Holy 

Spirit, and the dismissal of the petty food 

laws that so preoccupied the law-abiding Jews 

and Pharisees, are both life-changing events. 

For the disciples - to be shown that they must 

accept the Gentiles, as they had received the 

same spiritual gifts that they had; for the 

Gentiles themselves, who had until now, not 

had a clue as to what Peter and the others had 

been going on about; and again for the 

disciples, as they slowly began to realize that 

God made everything possible - all sorts of 

food (otherwise proscribed), and the 

admittance of all people into their community.  

Building bridges. 

The Psalm has such wonderful imagery in it, 

that we have all manner of things and 

creatures praising the Lord; sea-monsters, 

fire, hail, snow, clouds, wind, birds and cattle - 

everything! 

One year, while we were living in Empangeni, 

we had a very long hot summer, which 

threatened to destroy the crops of mealies 

and sugar cane - so much so, that the local 

farmers went out into the fields together, 

black and white and coloured, and prayed for  

the rains to come. 

When they finally did come, quite apart from 

going out and dancing in it like a loon, I wrote a 
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‘Rain Song’ in praise and thanksgiving - and in 

my song even the frogs were singing God’s 

praises. 

What this strange juxtaposition of phenomena 

and creatures, all praising God does is the 

same thing; it wakes us up from our perceived 

‘groundhog day’ and shows us something new 

and vibrant - and builds bridges between what 

might otherwise seems to be disparate 

objects. 

Revelation tells us that God will wipe away all 

tears from our eyes; that there will be no 

more sorrow, sadness, pain, or death - because 

everything is now new and changed, and God 

will live with his people; he has built a bridge 

to come to us; ‘now the dwelling of God is with 

men.’ 

Jesus, in our gospel, tells us that it is not 

enough (by implication) to just love one 

another - but we need to love one another as 

he has loved us.  He is again another bridge 

of example here, taking us beyond where we 

are comfortable, to a new place. 

OK then people - don’t you think it’s about time 

we started behaving as though these changes 

have come about in our lives? 

I am reminded of the duck pastor who spent 

his whole sermon on telling his congregation 

that they were ducks, and they had wings - so 

 of 4 6



they could fly!  They listened politely, and 

quacked about the wonderful sermon to each 

other after the service - and then all waddled 

home.  Not one of them tried their wings. 

We surely don’t want to be like that, having 

been told that all these things are available to 

us - and to all people… and that the menu is 

now literally limitless - are we still going to 

hold on to our little cliques and tasteless 

diets? 

Don’t you think it’s time we got out of our 

groundhog day mentality and spread our wings?  

Don’t you think it’s time we didn’t care about 

looking a little silly when we sing praises to 

Jesus?  Don’t you think it’s time we had the 

courage to ask someone we don’t know all that 

well (or even, at all) to come to church with 

us?  Don’t you think it’s time to walk at least 

half-way across that bridge to those we 

normally wouldn’t associate with - like Jesus 

did when he reached out to the lepers and 

prostitutes and tax-collectors?  You can 

substitute junkies, winos, and your perceived 

low-life of any description for those groups. 

Jesus built the bridge, and then walked across 

it to us when he became one of us; after his 

resurrection he walked back, but stopped half-

way across the divide and held out his hands as 

he had on the cross. 

One hand is pointing to his Father in heaven; 

the other is reaching out, back to us.  All we 
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have to do is reach out back to him, and he will 

hold us firmly, and not let us go.  He is the 

bridge - don’t you think it’s time?
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