	Growing as Seasons Change

 

   He said to them, "In the evening you say, 'Tomorrow will be fair, for the sky is red' and, in the morning, 'Today will be stormy for the sky is red and threatening.' You know how to judge the appearance of the sky, but you cannot judge the signs of the times." (Matthew 16: 2-3 NAB)

   Sunday, Feb. 14, dawned milder and more clement than previous days; on impulse, I made the half-hour drive from Brady to Menard. There, I joined my friends at Calvary Episcopal Church for 9 a.m. worship.

   The Old Testament lesson, (Exodus 34: 29-35), told the story of Moses, whose face shone after his encounter with the most high God. The gospel reading was Luke's account of the Transfiguration. (Luke. 9: 28-36)

   Sitting next to my friend Shirley, I listened as the vicar, the Rev. Jim Sproat, gave his sermon. He addressed the change of season -- not so much winter ceding to spring but the change from post Epiphany "Ordinary" time to the season of Lent. He also said that an encounter with the Almighty should indeed leave us visibly changed. Pondering, I felt his words aligned with the thoughts I'd already noted as I prepared this article.

   Punxatawny Phil, amidst much media hoopla, has had his annual moment in the sunlight. Whether or not the celebrated rodent, or any groundhog for that matter, sees his shadow, the season of Spring begins March 21.

   The malady once referred to as "winter doldrums" now bears the appropriate name SAD (Seasonal Affective Disorder). The cells in our bodies need sunlight, which activates production of Vitamin D. When one does not walk in the Creator's light, one's soul is in darkness, spiritually SAD.

   While weather plays a definite role in our general outlook, how we choose to look at the weather is equally important. It is a matter of attitude. A lot of people krechtz and kvetch, richly descriptive Yiddish words, roughly synonymous with whining and moaning (and immensely preferable to crude alternatives). 

    Chris W., one of my Facebook friends, reminded me that some cultures, particularly peoples of the Orient, strive to perceive "the beauty within." His post brought to mind images I associate with the term "terrible beauty."

   The words "awesome" and "awful" share the common root "awe," yet the former carries good connotations, the latter, um, not so much.

   When one sees a veritable mountain of snow, one could go immediately to visions of people freezing to death, having a heart attack trying to shovel their way out, or myriad disasters and catastrophes. But, if one so chooses, one can see a shroud of white, blanketing the earth. Further, one can envision the earth sleeping, as we do under our blankets. This sleep, this dormancy, is a time of rest, a time for the renewal of strength needed to bring forth the buds of Spring.

   Spring will come, its delicate beauty will enchant us; the soil will be tilled, gardens planted. In its time, summer will follow, bringing fresh produce to be savored. The change of season brings, as well, storms which are a source of both marvel and terror.

   Going back to our encounters with God, they can happen in the most mundane occurrences and in ways which, at the time, seem the antithesis of a "mountaintop" moment. Yet if we take the time to see things through, we nod sagely, murmuring, "Aha!"

      So, as Jim Sproat noted, even though seasons change, something of the former carries through to the latter. As a planted seed grows, the change is evident. May your encounters with the Almighty make a visible difference in your life.
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