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I Corinthians 13:1-13 

13 If I speak in the tongues of humans and of angels but do not have love, I am a noisy gong or a clanging cymbal. 2 And if I 

have prophetic powers and understand all mysteries and all knowledge and if I have all faith so as to remove mountains but 

do not have love, I am nothing. 3 If I give away all my possessions and if I hand over my body so that I may boast[a] but do not 

have love, I gain nothing.4 Love is patient; love is kind; love is not envious or boastful or arrogant 5 or rude. It does not insist 

on its own way; it is not irritable; it keeps no record of wrongs; 6 it does not rejoice in wrongdoing but rejoices in the 

truth. 7 It bears all things, believes all things, hopes all things, endures all things.8 Love never ends. But as for prophecies, they 

will come to an end; as for tongues, they will cease; as for knowledge, it will come to an end. 9 For we know only in part, and 

we prophesy only in part, 10 but when the complete comes, the partial will come to an end. 11 When I was a child, I spoke like 

a child, I thought like a child, I reasoned like a child. When I became an adult, I put an end to childish ways. 12 For now we 

see only a reflection, as in a mirror, but then we will see face to face. Now I know only in part; then I will know fully, even as 

I have been fully known. 13 And now faith, hope, and love remain, these three, and the greatest of these is love. 

 Sometime around February 2, 1993 the film Groundhog Day starring Bill Murray was released to a very mild 

reception at the box office. However, since then it has had quite a cult following and indeed, whether it was the pandemic in 

2020 or the same thing happening over and over again, saying that it is Groundhog Day has its own meaning that most of us 

know exactly when we hear it. In fact, Adam Daniel, who writes for the Guardian, decided to go meta and during the 

lockdown, watched Groundhog Day every day for a year, commenting about how for him the movie became ‘karoake 

cinema,’ something he knew by heart and with which he felt a sense of both comfort and mastery. In short, for those of you 

not familiar with Groundhog Day, it is the story of Phil Connors, prima donna jerk to pretty much everyone in his orbit, who 

lands the assignment of remoting from Punxsutawney, Pennsylvania, on Groundhog Day, February 2nd, to determine if the 

original groundhog will stay out or return to his lair, thus signifying an end to winter, or six more weeks to go. Something 

happens in the universe that casts Phil into some kind of doom loop in which Phil goes to bed and wakes up only to find 

himself reliving Groundhog Day all over again each time he wakes up. Each morning, we know it is Groundhog Day again 

because his alarm clock radio plays Sonny and Cher’s ‘I’ve Got You Babe’ at the beginning of each day. According to the 

experts, Phil Connors remains in this Groundhog purgatory for somewhere between 10 years, which director Harold Ramis 

suggested, and 10,000 years which is the amount of time in the original screenplay by Danny Rubin.  

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=1%20Corinthians%2013&version=NRSVUE#fen-NRSVUE-28653a


 
 
 You may think that it would be a stretch for Groundhog Day to be some kind of cinematic parable of the Christian 

faith and in fairness, the film does have multiple faiths that claim it for insights, whether it is the Catholic concept of 

purgatory, the Hindu and Buddhist takes on reincarnation, the Jewish understanding of mitzvahs, or fostering a general 

sense of altruism. But there is an endless supply and an entire cottage industry of literature on the philosophical, theological, 

and existential aspects of the film. In a piece in 2018, on the ecumenical site Mockingbird, author Aarik Danielson suggests 

Groundhog Day is a fable of the Christian concept of sanctification, a view that teaches that humanity can be changed and 

transformed by the power of the Holy Spirit. That God creates the conditions for us to become what God already says we 

are: whole, redeemed, righteous, and beloved. We may not always look like it, but sanctification is the process of our 

becoming closer to the person God has intended us to be.  

And Phil Conners certainly does not look sanctified. In a way, he approaches the recurring loop of Groundhog Day 

like one might approach the stages of grief. Aarik Danielson points out that he ‘first turns to hedonism, eating everything in 

sight with libertine pleasure and blurring the lines between manipulation and seduction,’ because after all, what does he 

have to lose, knowing that the next day will be Groundhog Day all over again. ‘He dabbles in nihilism, including leading the 

police on a chase across a train track,’ and breaking the law, knowing that whatever happens, he will wake up tomorrow 

back in Groundhog Day. ‘He even attempts self-destruction, trying to end his life in almost every imaginable way,’ including 

stealing the groundhog and driving over a cliff with it in the car (if you want to do a deeper dive out there, there is an article 

that compares the groundhog to Jesus Christ, but that is a cosmic rabbit hole we cannot fully explore today).1  

 Over time, though, Phil gets bored with hedonism and a life of no constraints free from consequence. He may have 

acquired omniscience from having to live in that town and know every person and every story for this infinite loop of time, 

but Aaron Danielsen reminds us that the is the very embodiment of I Corinthians 13, our passage today. He may have infinite 

knowledge, but he lacks love. And so over time, we begin to see Phil die to the old self, so that something new emerges. 

Danielson describes it this way: ‘reliving the same day over and over, he develops talents that connect him to his humanity, 

like playing the piano, and commits himself to repeating acts of kindness, no matter how thankless. He learns to read others 

not as objects or obstacles [to what he wants for himself], but as infinitely fascinating human beings. He warms to the 

charms of Punxsutawney’s guileless local yokels, connects with his cameraman, and studies Rita—not for what he can get 

from her, but for who she fully is.’2 The old Phil dies as he sees the fullness of God’s good creation and begins to serve some 

One beyond his own whims and desires; in the words of Martin Luther King, Jr., that you would change, you must first love. 

 
1 Aarik Danielsen, ‘The Sanctifying Silliness of Groundhog Day,’ February 1, 2018, mbird.com.  

2 Aarik Danielsen, ‘The Sanctifying Silliness of Groundhog Day,’ February 1, 2018, mbird.com.  



 
 
And Phil learns that learning to love, the people around him and the community in which he is cosmically placed 

indefinitely, leads to change.  

 It might surprise you that our passage today from First Corinthians was not commissioned by hallmark or for 

Valentine’s Day. It was not even written with a wedding in mind or with any romantic sentimentality. It was written to 

people who thought being right mattered more than being loving and faithful. It was written to people that thought we 

could get by in life and in faith with our prophetic powers and spiritual gifts and to hell with everyone else. It was written to 

people who thought that the point of the Christian faith was attaining some special knowledge that we could boast about 

that we had and could keep secret from everyone else. It was written to people who thought faith was primarily about a 

private relationship between an individual and God rather than the public good of the whole community. It was written to 

people who thought they could change and change people without first loving them.  

 I think one of the counterintuitive takeaways from scripture and from life maybe too, is that some of the most 

beautiful and soaring and timely words, words that hold us together when everything seems to be breaking apart, words 

that we return to over and over again, words like this passage from Paul to the Corinthians, that these words were not 

written for a beautiful couple that was perfectly compatible for each other to celebrate their perfect wedding day, these 

words were not written like a motivational poster to give you inspiration to power through from one success to another. 

These words were not written as a capstone to a powerful first century congregation that was bringing in droves of new 

Christians, preaching homerun sermons, and running efficient and impactful programs. These words were written in the 

middle of a dumpster fire. I wonder if when Paul write these words to the Corinthian church if he thought they were going 

to make it or just go their separate and fragmented ways. I wonder if when Paul wrote these words he was summoning deep 

down his own vocational best, summoning the Spirit and trying to capture as best he could what he saw in this community 

beyond what they could see in themselves.  

 A colleague this week reminded me of the relatively unknown story of the French Reformed pastor Andre Trocme. 

His peers and superiors in the French Protestant Church did not know what to do with him. He was a pacificist, which at 

the time of World War II, frustrated his colleagues who thought it was an existential moment and that particular time was 

not the time to be a pacifist. So he was sent to this tiny parish in Le Chambon France because he was difficult and no one 

else wanted to minister in this obscure little village. Just to give you one example of Trocme’s eccentric manner…he once gave 

a talk during church on nonviolence and a certain member of the congregation turned to his neighbor and whispered 

something every time Trocme’ made a point. He was doing so approvingly, but all Trocme’ could see was someone talking in 



 
 
the middle of the lecture so he stopped abruptly, walked up to the talker, and in a red-faced rage, shouted, ‘out of the 

room…out of the room.’3 Not exactly the basis of I Corinthians 13.  

 Fast forward to the year 2021. A million dollar bequest was left to the village of Le Chambon by a 90 year old who 

had died earlier that year named Eric Schwam. ‘In 1943, as a boy, he had come to the village of Le-Chambon and like other 

Jews fleeing the Nazis, the Schwam family had found welcome and shelter there. Why this little obscure village became a 

refuge had everything to do with the teachings of the village church and its pastor at the time, Andre Trocme’ and his wife 

Magda. ‘Week after week Pastor Trocme’ proclaimed the Word, and each week the members of the parish came to 

understand something of their call to discipleship and faithfulness.’ In a piece reflecting on this several years ago, Bob 

Dunham writes: ‘Over time, by nurtured habit, the people came to know what to do. When Nazis came to town looking for 

Jews, the people of Le Chambon quietly did what was right, sheltering their Jewish siblings from evil.’4 This was not a one 

off; or one small group of refugees. Over a period of years, this little village saved an estimated 5000 refugees, many of whom 

were Jewish children, from Nazi concentration camps.  

I am haunted and encouraged by this story of love’s power in the midst of darkness. I am also haunted by these 

words about the community’s pastor. I quote: ‘[Pastor] Trocme was far from being only a loving man. Everybody who knew 

him at all well agreed that he was capable of immense anger.’5 His own peers thought they were putting him out to pasture 

and into obscurity where this temperamental pacificist pastor wouldn’t bother anybody. He was seen as difficult and 

unloving in many ways. But the love of God had different plans. Through a small and fragile community, maybe even a little 

dysfunctional too, not unlike their Corinthian forebears, a community conspired in an act of love that simply cannot be 

adequately captured in words. 

The love of Jesus Christ can make us do some crazy and extraordinary things. Things we would never have dreamed 

we were capable of. And God’s love overtakes us not when everything is humming along smoothly and we think we are on 

top of the world and spiritually at our best.  God does God’s best work when all the options seem bad, when faith feels like a 

dumpster fire, when Groundhog Day just keeps happening over and over again. But it is in those moments that something 

miraculous is about to happen. Amen. 

 

 
3 Philip Hallie, Lest Innocent Blood Be Shed, 46-47. 

4 Bob Dunham, ‘For What Else Were We Born,’ in Presbyterian Outlook, April 30, 2021, https://pres-outlook.org/2021/04/for-
what-else-were-we-born/ 

5 Philip Hallie, Lest Innocent Blood Be Shed, 47. 

https://pres-outlook.org/2021/04/for-what-else-were-we-born/
https://pres-outlook.org/2021/04/for-what-else-were-we-born/


 
 
 

 

 

Invitation to the Table 

Jesus said, ‘Come to me… 

At this table, Jesus meets us here and feeds us with his love disguised as bread and cup, not just for our enjoyment, but so 

may offer it to those beyond ourselves. 

So come to this table, to taste Christ’s faith, hope, and love, so that we may reflect it back out into our world. 

Benediction 

Who could see that those difficult and dysfunctional Corinthians were also capable of extraordinary acts of love? Paul could. 

Who could see that a difficult and temperamental pastor could also lead a congregation to an extraordinary act of love? A 

young Jewish refugee experienced it. 

And who can see that we, often lost in the bewilderments of life, are capable of such love?  

May God take our dumpster fires and turn them into extraordinary acts of love, for the sake of Jesus Christ our Lord.  

And may the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ… 


