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I’ve not lived in any of those places where there are not four distinguishable and distinct 

seasons. The movement of the sun through the sky, the lengthening and shortening of the 

shadows on the field that mark the passage of the earth around the sun: these are the ways in 

which the passage of time are embedded into my soul. I love the four seasons. These hot days in 

summer, with the scent of new mown hay mixed with the salt fog in the morning; the sound of 

ice cubes tapping the sides of a glass of lemonade; those first hints of red on a maple tree; the 

day when the buds on the maple tree outside my bedroom window visibly start to swell;  and 

even the day when the scent of the first snow of a new winter strikes my nose as I tend to 

chicken chores in the morning: all of these signs fill me with a mix of wonder, excitement, hope, 

blended with a tinge of sadness, my heart noting the seasons gone by, and filling with hope for 

the time to come. 

 

Human development also is sometimes described as seasonal, as an infant morphs 

through the changes in intellectual, spiritual, physical, and social maturity. In humans, instead of 

the changes in temperature, the hours of sunlight, the lengths of the shadow on a hayfield, we 

measure the time by the differences we observe as each of us transitions from infancy to 

adulthood. Each of the season is marked by observable changes, perhaps not as visually dramatic 

as that first maple leaf, but there inevitably comes a day when anyone who watches a child grow 

can see that changes between infancy and toddler, from teen to adult, and even the change 

between early and late maturity, though that change may be a bit more subtle. 

 

In the Christian community, we too, have seasons. We have a unique calendar, one not 

marked by time and temperature or physical growth and social adaptation. Instead, in the 

Christian community, our calendar tells a story, or rather, our calendar tells THE story, the story 

of the life, death and resurrection of Jesus Christ, Our calendar tells the story of the Gospel. 

 

The church year begins with Advent, wherein the readings of Scripture traditionally 

remind us (as if we needed reminding)  that we live in a very imperfect world, and that we share 

with people of long ago a deep longing for a world set right, a longing for healing and hope and 

justice.  And then, at the Christmas season, we hear that healing and hope and justice are 

incarnate, in off all things a BABY.  A baby, the story tells us, a baby the same as, and yet more 

remarkable than ourselves, our children, or even our grandchildren. …A baby who brings God’s 

Own Self, into the world, to reconcile and make new all of creation, and ourselves within it.   

 

The story continues into Epiphany, when we see the child and those around him begin to 

recognize that this is an unusual person, and we are shown the way in which the adult begins to 

claim the fullness of his humanity, and those around him begin to understand that there is 

something truly divine within him. We see him in the season of Epiphany attracting followers, 

and detractors. 

In the season of Lent, as winter gives way to longer hours of daylight in the calendar of 

the world, in the calendar of the church we hear stories of miracles and of Jesus teaching a new 

way of life. It is a season of celebration and wonders, mixed, for us, with mourning, because we 



know that this story ends rather badly for our Hero, in rejection by his best friends, and in the 

ignominious death of a common criminal. 

 

But, as they say on TV, “Wait! There’s more!” The bonus of Easter, the season of 

Alleluia, and Acclamation and those wondering reports of Jesus sitings by the disciples, in the 

Garden, and on the Road to Emmaus. Then, the realization that no one had seen him for a while, 

and it’s almost like he was whisked away into heaven itself.   

 

Then comes the Day of Pentecost, when Jesus’ followers, who have been huddling 

together in fear, wondering, “Now what?” are infused with a bright Red energy, suddenly, are on 

fire, and they know that it’s time for them to go to work. 

 

Jesus is no longer sited as a physical being, and we too, are left with the question… 

“Now what?”. This is the season of Pentecost, otherwise known as Ordinary Time. This is the 

season in which we live, the time of “what do we do now?”. In Christian community, we have 

from December to May in which we have heard the story and held the big celebrations and now, 

from May to December, we have no big celebrations until All Saints Day, (which come to think 

of it, is kind of a downer).  These are the Ordinary Days. 

 

Ordinary, so what is ordinary? “What does “ordinary” really mean?”  I wondered, so, I 

googled it. The basic information that turned up is that the name of the season, comes to us from 

mathematics, because we use ordinal numbers to describe the Sundays of the season. That didn’t 

seem like a satisfactory answer to me, so I looked up the definition of the word “ordinary.” I 

discovered that “ordinary” as an adjective refers to something “of little interest”…Are we going 

to say that the Sundays between Pentecost and Advent are of little interest? I think not.   

 

Not satisfied with that either,  I looked further. In the online Oxford Dictionaries, I found 

that “ordinary” comes to us through late Middle French, down from the Latin for the word we 

translate as “orderly.” Aha! That leaves us with much more to think about, and to live with.   

 

Here we are in Ordinary Time…Jesus is …God knows where…and we are here together 

saying “Now what?”. It’s that season in our lives like when a guest has left, or the party is over, 

and it’s time for us to go on with our everyday lives. This is the season for housekeeping of our 

own selves. 

 

It’s Ordinary Time, when we enter the story, and order our lives as if we are part of the 

Gospel story, as of course we are, if we so choose. 

 

It’s Ordinary Time, with nothing special going on, except our lives.  We turn to 

housekeeping in our souls in days of both routine and unusual events  lived all at the same time, 

with routines like laundry and dishes to be done, and illnesses to face…just normal living, in 

ordinary time.  

 

How is it, that in Ordinary Time we bring orderliness to our lives as Christians?  In the 

normal ways.  We have this time in between the big days to discover again…maybe a sense of 

charity that has been lost to us, like coins in the sofa cushions…maybe discover again 



forgiveness for ourselves and others that we have stacked up behind a wall of grudges, like the 

dishes that are currently occupying my kitchen sink.  Maybe our practice of prayer needs honing 

like that dull knife that no longer cuts a roast, or that hoe that doesn’t cut the weeds out of the 

garden because we haven’t bothered to take care of it for years. 

 

It’s Ordinary Time; time to tend what needs renewal, to do something, because action is 

the antidote to despair. We need to scrub out the despair that we pick up from the atmosphere 

around us from whatever news we listen to, and put on a fresh layer of hope. It’s Ordinary Time, 

time to restore ourselves, to dust ourselves off, take ourselves off the shelf, and use the gifts we 

have, however great or small our gifts might be, and put ourselves back into the story of the 

Gospel.  The world out there needs us. 

 

It’s Ordinary Tiime, but here we are extraordinary people, the people of the Gospel. We 

are part of the story of healing and hope, of justice, of love and forgiveness, of death and 

resurrection. It’s time for us to go to work, to bring the order of God’s grace and hope to those 

around us. 

 

It’s Ordinary Time.  The world is waiting. Still. 


