What Time Of The Year Is It? 

I don’t know about you but I am finding it more and more complicated to work out what season it is by looking at the weather. It doesn’t seem that long ago that I was sitting writing and I could see all the leaves on the tree’s that had changed colour, I was struck by the huge range of colours that they were, not one tree seemed to be the same as the next, it was like looking at Rolf Harris’s paint box, there was everything from red to crimson, from yellow to ochre. It made me wonder, how in just a couple of weeks all those leaves would be blown to the ground, dead and trampled on. I wondered then, would we remember how they looked in that glorious Technicolor, I guess not. When all those leaves were created I guess they could have been made all the same colour, with no difference, after all what would it matter, would anyone really take any notice. Fortunately, they weren’t, they were all created differently. 

And now we march on to spring, it wont be long before I notice the snowdrops nodding away in the breeze and the deep purple of the crocus bulbs bursting out on every expanse of city park land, or the buds peeping out on the trees and feel the warmth of the sun on my face. I wonder if God really created all this for our pleasure or for His or just because He could? For if we even take a moment to notice the changing seasons around us and marvel at their beauty, complexity, harshness, diversity, surely we would be totally overawed by creation itself.

Many of us have individual talents, and stunning episodes of creativity, yet we tend to replicate that which is around us. What painter truly captures the depth of the sunset over a lake, what poet the real, intense, emotions and feelings of love, each of us can only create a small part of what we feel and experience because it is limited by our own shortcomings and imaginings. We are the created not the creator.

Reading in Ecclesiastes we see that everything in life has a season and I wonder if when this was written the writer had any inkling that we reading today would no longer see the seasons as they once were but rather be faced with almost each day as a new expression of a season we once knew as children. Perhaps its true familiarity does breed contempt and I only now have time to enjoy creation because I see it as something new and strange.

However much time I spend pondering on the wonders of creation perhaps we should ponder on how much more time we should then take to notice each other. For not only are we all unique and quirky but we are all made in the image of God. Have you ever stopped to think about how amazing that makes each person, we come across each day. Made in the image of God. 

As individuals, each day we all bring our own strengths to our families, to our friendships, to the workplace and in our leisure. We all need time to renew that strength if we are to give anything like our best day after day. No matter how busy it gets, in whatever job you do or situation you find yourself in, remember to take time for you, even if it’s a couple of minutes on the way in to work. Take time to see the person behind the sea of faces, share the humour of the day as it makes itself known to you with your friends and colleagues, to notice the wonder and complexity of our created world and all that is within it, and remember no one expects any more of you than to try and give your best. As we begin another New Year surely we can attempt to notice the gifts God has given us as we set about yet another busy day, month, year and maybe even find time to appreciate them.

Made in the image of God…… that really should change the way we view folk, and our expectations of them, and us, shouldn’t it? 
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