
The collision of the season and the scriptures always leads me to something new when I am

working on a sermon.  This time it was the glorious flowering of our forsythia bush and the image of

pruning in the gospel of John.  I would love to hear responses to this and to learn what gifts you feel

called to bring into the world.  The sermon is based on 1 John 4:7-21 and John 15:1-8.  

Kate

“I am the true vine, and my Father is the vinegrower.

He removes every branch in me that bears no fruit.

Every branch that bears fruit he prunes to make it bear more fruit…”

It is time to prune the forsythia bush in our
front yard.  Right after the yellow blooms have hit
their peak, we are supposed to go aggressively
after it with the pruning shears to keep it from
unfettered growth.  This helps to reserve its
strength, so that it stays healthy at its core and
become even more brilliant next year.  There’s
only one problem – as we cut into the branches, I
see all this green living stuff falling to the ground
and I am horrified.  Why can’t we just leave it
alone?  I love all the wild and crazy growth.  I’ve
never been a fan of neatly shorn shrubs that keep
perfect shape.  I want shoots and tangles and all
sorts of birds building nests in the maze of
branches.  I want infinite possibilities for this
forsythia!

In fact, forget the forsythia bush!  I want
infinite possibilities for myself!  I want to send out
shoots and branches that go every place, explore
the world, become all the things I have yet to
become.  I want to teach, and I want to be a
modern dancer, and a writer, and a hermit monk,
and a quilter (even though I have no idea how to
use a sewing machine).  Oh, and I always had a
yen to become a meteorologist, not to report, but
to study the weather – the winds, the waves, the
storms.  And then, I want to live on a train.  I love
trains, especially when nested in a sleeping bunk
as it winds its way toward its destination…any
destination!  I want tangles and branches and
shoots and all sorts of living things within and
around me.
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I have found that the human spirit yearns

to grow as wild as the forsythia bush.  We have
many passions, a thirst for beauty, a hunger of
learning, and a restless spirit.  I believe that we are
the only creatures of the earth that can imagine
more than is possible for ourselves.  For example,
I may pull off the teacher, the writer, maybe even
the hermit, but I doubt I will ever be a modern
dancer, a true meteorologist, and I don’t think Joel
will agree to live on a train!  I have only so many
years and so many hours in the day to work with.

Is this some kind of cruel joke on us
humans?  Does God like to see us running around
in circles trying in vain to do and be it all?  Or, is
our vision of the world and its possibilities
something different?  A gift.  An offering of love
and freedom from a God who whispers, “Look. 
Look.  Here is your world.  It is wondrous, filled
with promise.  Now, who, dear child, will you be
in it?”
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This past week, as I’ve lived with the
beautiful images we are given in today’s scripture,
they’ve struck me a bit differently than in the past. 
Christ, the vine, the Creator, the vinegrower, we,
the branches.  This has always spoken to me of the
deep connectedness between us, the Christ, our



God and how our lives are dependent on the
sturdy connection, the live bond, between us,
allowing us to draw nutrients and living water to
keep our bodies and souls alive and vibrant.

But what I realized in these last few days is
that this relationship, this physical and soulful
connection, does more than keep us alive.  It keeps
us in touch with and aware of something infinite. 
The sap that runs through the vine and into the
branches is the infinite and boundless love of God. 
As this flows into us, we human ones taste
something always larger, always wider, always
more wondrous than our animal brains could ever
imagine.  As the branches of the true vine, we
have an inkling of infinite life and have a taste of
infinite love.  Life and love more immense and
more awesome than our human minds can ever
fathom. 

To abide in God is to abide in this
boundless life and love.  So…are we doomed to
forever know that there is more to life, more than
we can ever attain or experience?  Why is this
awareness awakened in us, only to realize that
though God is infinite, we are not?  Well, I can
think of two responses to this, one that is perhaps
more culturally acceptable, one more suspect.   
The first, and the more popular, is to try to load
our days, fill our lives, with as much experience as
possible.  Jump out of airplanes, sail around the
world, collect anything collectable, live on a train,
leave no opportunity unexplored, no stone
unturned.   Live life to its fullest, wildest, most
stimulating until you live no more.  This is an
option, but beware – the danger here is living your
entire life on the surface, skimming over much,
deepening into nothing.

The second response takes just as much
energy, but in a different direction.  We may turn
toward this point of connection, where the branch
meets the vine, and explore that spot, that
particular relationship, and go inward.  Go into
that infinite life that is God, not go out to find it. 
And I’m not talking about cutting ourselves off
from the world, but to deepen our connection with
it through the God who encompasses and gives
life to all.

There are so many directions to go with

this, and I want to take all of them!  But that’s just
me wanting to branch out with the forsythia bush
once again.  Let me just turn toward that point of
connection for now.  Yes, we are all the branches
of one vine.  But we are not all the same.  We
connect at different locations, we grow in different
directions, we put out shoots or our own.  Though
we all abide in God, we are also unique in God.  I
think that is key to our full and faithful lives.

As we turn toward that place where the
vine and the branch, where Christ and we, are one,
that is where we need to dwell.  That is where we
need to focus, and to be, and to ask what infinite
love, what brilliant possibility, am I meant to
bring forth in the world?  How have you made me,
O God?  What is my true gift?  How can I
incarnate, give flesh and bone, to this spark of
your infinite life in me?  What delicious and
nourishing fruit am I made to bear?  

For it is in that place, where we dwell in
God and God dwells in us, that we will find our
lives can be whole and our love can be boundless. 
We need not branch out to explore every little
thing in the world, it is impossible anyway.  We
are not made that way.  But we can deepen into
the vine, have a rich encounter and living
relationship with God.  We are made for that –
to dwell in the vast and inexhaustible life of
God – where nothing is out of the reach of our
love.  Amen.  
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