
“Spring Forward, Spring Chickens!”
This Week At Judson Sunday School

(3/11/11)

This year’s Kids’ Day service is three months from this Sunday (June 12th).  Yikes!  For you newbies, Kids’ Day is Judson’s annual celebration of children and youth in which your little cherubs take over the meeting room for the Sunday service.  We are already deep into rehearsals for the planned songs and readings and every Sunday your children can be in attendance over the next three months will be greatly appreciated.  To that end, should you happen to hear your children suddenly spouting such statements as “God is Guyanese!” or “God is Finnish!” or “I saw God tossing fish to the seals in the Central Park Zoo!” or “I saw God drinking a Bud Light at the Knicks game!,”* over the next three months, rest assured that your kids are not crackers but merely rehearsing their lines for this year’s Kids’ Day service.
(*Not an actual line from the reading.  Besides, I think that was Spike Lee.)

And because the mother in me always keeps her promises, let me remind you that this Sunday marks the beginning of Daylight Savings Time.  (It could be worse.  Growing up in my house, we never knew the correct time because my mother would set all the clocks at least 5 and sometimes as many as 15 minutes ahead of the actual time so that we would never be late to anything, which was weird, if for no other reason than we never really went anywhere, other than church.  Every year she approached the beginning and end of Daylight Savings Time by taping signs all over the house - a week ahead of the time change! - which read, “CLOCKS!”  Are you beginning to get a picture of why I am the way I am?)  So please, for my mother’s sake, remember to set your clocks forward one hour – teachers, you especially.  Try not to think of it as losing an hour’s sleep, but gaining an hour on God.  In fact, let’s celebrate by considering a few more notable events to which we will all soon be one hour closer:
Spring (March 20th) and the end of this miserable, insufferable and interminable winter.  Just the word “winter” itself causes my right foot to spasm in remembrance of the icy slush puddle it went swimming in this past January.  Frickin’, frackin’, non-waterproof, “waterproof” boots!
The high holy days arrive early this year and all children – especially all boys – will soon be shouting “There is a God!” when the latest Wimpy Kid movie, Rodrick Rules, opens on March 25th.  Zoo-Wee-Mama!
Newt Gingrich will soon be one hour closer to realizing he will never ever be President of the United States.  He just doesn’t realize it yet.  Memo to Newt:  all those smiling, happy faces who are so enthusiastically shaking your hand these days?  It’s Iowa.  It’s winter.  They are just trying to stay warm.
Speaking of politics, with Mitt (as in Snit) Romney beginning to resurface like Punxsutawney Phil, we are almost certainly one hour closer to the great Gail Collins’ next column in the Times reminding us yet again that Mr. Romney once tied his dog, Seamus to the roof of the family station wagon and drove all the way from Massachusetts to Canada without stopping to let the dog pee.  (Spoiler alert:  Seamus peed anyway.)  (http://freedemocracy.blogspot.com/2007/08/gail-collins-haunted-by-seamus.html)  This has been something of a personal crusade for Ms. Collins and the subject of some her funniest columns (see “Revenge of Seamus”:  http://www.nytimes.com/2008/02/09/opinion/09collins.html?_r=1&scp=1&sq=Gail%20Collins%20-%20Revenge%20of%20Seamus&st=cse), and as a former dog owner myself, I say, write on, Gail!  Never let him forget!  According to the latest figures, there are approximately 77.7 million dogs in the United States and at least 39% of all U.S. households own at least one dog.  I’m no Gallup pollster, but that sure seems like a whole lot more voters who love dogs than those who love Mitt’s hair.
Are we one hour closer to the end of this Charlie Sheen saga yet?  If so, then we’re all winners!
And finally, here they come, walking down the street.  They get the funniest looks from everyone they meet.  Hey, hey, it’s the 45th anniversary of the Monkees, and so naturally we will soon be one hour closer to their inevitable tour (Beacon Theater, June 16th).  Is it just me or is Peter Tork starting to resemble, well, an actual monkey?
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Then I saw his face
Now I’m a believer

Not a trace

Of doubt in my mind

I’m a believer!

Spring forward, spring chickens!
Andy

Grand Poobah

PS:  Please don’t forget our toy and book drive!

