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The gospel of John is full of great metaphors for Jesus. Today we'll look at Jesus as the vine, one of my 

favourites. Long before I began the journey to become a minister, I was a Sunday School teacher. When this 

passage came along as the lesson, we made banners with a burlap backing with yarn vines and felt grapes. The 

image is just so connected. Jesus as vine, we as branches reaching out towards the world with fruit to feed the 

birds and the critters and the people. It is easy to imagine and to remember. It is a powerful way to know more 

about Christ, ourselves and our relationship to one another.  

This passage from John occurs during the last supper, as Jesus is saying farewell to his disciples. It presents a 

deeply comforting image that the disciples can carry with them. Jesus is the vine that nurtures and sustains 

them. They are indispensable as they reach out with love to others. One vine and many branches. A community 

tied together through the love of Christ. 

This powerful image still speaks to us as followers of Christ. If we are the branches and Christ is the vine, then 

we are inspired to be life-giving, just as Christ is life-giving. We have access to Christ as part of our very make-

up, as part of who we are. As we allow ourselves to be nurtured by Christ, we grow and yield the fruit of love. 

There is a deep sense of mutuality in the metaphor, the vine without the branches can't feed the world and 

neither can the branch without the vine. Both are necessary.  

This morning we are going to hear from Tom Frank as he shares with us his real-life experience of being 

connected to the vine of Christ. A couple weeks ago, the worship committee was meeting to make some 

decisions about worship while Rev. Peggy is away on medical leave. One of the ideas was to add a segment to 

worship where different people from our church family share little stories about where they see new life in their 

own lives. Tom, who is a member of the committee, said he might have a story to share but that he needed some 

feedback from us as it was neither current nor short but was definitely about finding new life. When I read it, I 

knew it was perfect for this morning. So now, we are going to hear Tom’s real life story, an illustration of what 

can happen when we know deep in our being that we are connected and called by Christ to share our love in the 

world: 

Once, I Was Called 

Hello, my name is Tom Frank. We’ve been members of St David’s since 1984 when we moved to Calgary. I’m 
not really a leader or a speaker; I much prefer to be a follower than to speak in front of people. I’m prefer to 
support in the background.  



I don’t have something that I would call “Gifts of New Life” but I do have a personal and true story that I can 
share. 

My wife Joeli is an RN. She trained in the Philippines before coming to Canada as a missionary nurse in 
Hazelton BC in 1965. As years passed, many of her classmates had also emigrated to Canada, the USA and 
Europe. Several of her nursing classmates were inspired to “give back” to the country where they got their 
beginnings. They arranged annual Medical Missions to different towns in the Philippines. Usually, they would 
have a dozen doctors & dentists, and about 100 nurses. Over a 4-day medical mission, they would treat maybe 
3,000 or 4,000 of the poorest people in town as nominated by the local administrators. Each year they would 
visit a different province or city. 

I would go with them to visit that faraway country and to help out wherever I could. 

In 1998, after the mission, we visited Joeli’s hometown. Her mother had also migrated to Canada and this was 
an opportunity for Mama as we called her, to visit her many friends that she had not seen for over 20 years. That 
first evening, we were invited to a large garden party. Like every Filipino event, there was an abundance of 
foods. I was thinking that Mama and Joeli had a huge number of friends that had really missed them, in order 
for them to have provided such a lavish Welcome. 

After about an hour, I was introduced to the pastor of their home church. He greeted me and thanked me for 
coming all this way to visit them. He asked if I would be at church this Sunday. I said “Of course.” Then he said 
something that completely changed my thinking, changed my whole perspective of the evening... 

He said “I look forward to your message from the pulpit on Sunday”.  

He said “I look forward to your message from the pulpit on Sunday”.  

Whoa! Halt! Stop right there! I was speechless... Like I mentioned, I’m not a speaker; I’m not a preacher. I have 
no experience talking in front of a congregation. Now I’m expected to give a sermon. 

That’s when I realized that this Welcome Party was for me. I was the guest of honour. I was the Visiting 
Missionary. They must have had me on their church calendar for the last 6 months because medical missions are 
planned a year ahead. 

So, they knew we were on a Medical Mission. They knew that Joeli was a nurse so somehow many of them had 
concluded that I must be the Missionary. 



The pastor was so disappointed when he learned the truth. I could see it clearly in his face. 

Now I ask you... What would you have done in this situation?   (pause) 

  What would you have done in this situation?   (pause) 

Well, later that evening, I sat quietly in the garden where I was staying. It came to me that He was calling me. It 
came to me that it was also the 1-year anniversary of the death of my father. He knew that I needed to share 
something about my father. I was without my Bible. I was in a foreign country. It was the time before the 
internet and portable computers. All my resources were 11,000 kilometres away, back at home in Calgary. What 
was I to do? 

As I sat there meditating, it came to me that I could tell that congregation   

“Three things that I learned about God from my father”. Now I had a theme. In the morning I borrowed a 
blank writing pad and pens. And we sent a message to the pastor that “Yes, I would speak at the pulpit” 

For the next 2 days, I often sat alone by myself and gradually prepared several pages of notes. Not an organized 
speech but just a stack of small handwritten notes. I tried to organize them in some meaningful order. 

On Sunday, the church was packed, with people in every pew. I don’t remember much about of the service until 
the pastor introduced me and I walked to the pulpit. I did manage to ignore my nerves, and I spoke louder than I 
usually speak, and I shared the many words from my notes. Possibly, it might have been longer than their usual 
reflection talks, I don’t know. After the service I received many Thanks. 

Nothing like that experience has ever happened again to me. I don’t know if I changed anyone’s life that day, 
but I do know that I was released from much of the grief I had for my father that morning.  

This experience reminds me of a verse in Mathew chapter 24 which I will paraphrase... 

No one knows the date, or the hour, or the place, when you will be called. 

Thanks Tom! What a beautiful story of finding new life in unexpected places. I think of Joeli and all the nurses, 

doctors and dentists who shared their life-saving knowledge with so many with love and compassion. That is 

what being a branch connected to the vine looks like. I think of Tom, feeling the nudge of Christ, connecting 



him and encouraging him to be brave and share what he learned from his dad about God with the congregation 

in village where Joeli’s family lived. That is what being a branch connected to the vine looks like. Each of us is 

a branch connected to the vine. Love is flowing along the vine from the heart of God, and connecting to each of 

us, encouraging us to reach out in love in our own unique way. May we each listen and respond so that God’s 

love is reaches out through us, helping light and love and hope to spread in our community and our world. 

Amen!


