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Easter 5 May 2, 2021Prayers, Scripture, Sermon. Minutes and Agenda for May 16/21 

Our Spring Congregational meeting will be a Virtual meeting due to Covid-19. 

Prayer Concerns 

Wendy Lessard  Rae Axford 

Sally Paul  Carl & Leena Sibley  

Gerry & Jill Coull Rose 

Marilyn Smith George Eastbury 

Heather Gillard  Cathy Tredenick 

Deanna          

Gospel John 15:  1-8 

Jesus said,  “I am the true vine, and my Father is the vine grower. 2He removes every 

branch in me that bears no fruit. Every branch that bears fruit he prunes to make it bear 

more fruit. 3You have already been cleansed by the word that I have spoken to you. 4Abide 

in me as I abide in you. Just as the branch cannot bear fruit by itself unless it abides in the 

vine, neither can you unless you abide in me. 5I am the vine, you are the branches. Those 

who abide in me and I in them bear much fruit, because apart from me you can do 

nothing. 6Whoever does not abide in me is thrown away like a branch and withers; such 

branches are gathered, thrown into the fire, and burned. 7If you abide in me, and my 

words abide in you, ask for whatever you wish, and it will be done for you. 8My Father is 

glorified by this, that you bear much fruit and become my disciples. 

Pastoral Prayer 

Gracious God, hear our prayers.  We are grateful, Creator of Life, for the many blessings 

that surround us, reminding us of how precious each day is!  The beautiful sunsets, the 

blossoming trees, the colorful tulips and daffodils, the surprise Drive -by birthday signs 

and the sight of children climbing trees and riding their bikes.  Thank you for the rich 

relationships we enjoy: family, friends, neighbors and our church family.  Jesus was born 

as one of us so that we would know how much you value humanity!  We are so grateful! 

Listen to our hearts, for our words are inadequate to describe what is going on in our 

largest cities, and in our smallest towns, and in places like India, where the pandemic is out 

of control.  

Listen, God to our hearts as we pray for the health care sector workers and ICU’s that are 

overwhelmed with Covid patients.  Listen as their hearts break for patients who are 

struggling to breathe, who are separated from their caring families.  Listen to the hearts of 

essential workers who show up for duty even though it’s dangerous to their well-being.  

Listen, to the hearts of the military and medical personnel who have arrived from other 

parts of Canada to assist Ontario in our hour of need. 

Listen, Healer of our souls, to people waiting for surgical procedures and urgent medical 

appointments.  Listen to children who are learning at home and longing to be with their 

friends.    Listen to vaccinated elder folks who are tired of being isolated and are waiting 

and hoping that they can hug their families soon. 
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Listen, Heavenly Parent to the cries of abused women and children who languish indoors 

with their abusers due to Covid shutdown orders.  Listen to the fears of the homeless who 

are dealing with already difficult issues that are exacerbated by the virus.   

Listen, God of Jesus to the prayers of his faithful followers and all who worship and serve 

you with humility and hope.  With you we long for the day that we can enter the gates of 

our sanctuaries, temples, mosques, to meet with your people and sing your praises! We lift 

up to you the names on our church prayer list in silent prayer.    

Your Silent Prayers… 

Thank you, loving God, for hearing our prayers. Although we don’t always understand 

why bad things happen, we do know that whatever happens to us, we are never alone.  We 

abide in Christ as Christ abides in us through the Holy Spirit.  You are in this together 

with us! Praise be to God!   Amen 

Sermon:  ABIDING OUR TIME 

 
The sermon title for today, as you’ve likely noticed, is an adaptation of the phrase ‘biding 

the time’. To “bide one’s time “means “to quietly and patiently wait for an opportune time 

to do something.” Jasmine, my feline companion, likes the example offered by an online 

dictionary for this phrase. “The cat sat in front of the mousehole, biding her time.” 

For the past year and a bit more, we’ve been biding our time, haven’t we? 

We haven’t always been quiet, or patient but we have been biding…. 

--biding our time until everyone is vaccinated.   

--biding our time until herd immunity kicks in. 

--biding our time until I’s safe to hug our loved ones. 

==biding our time until we can travel, play sports, hang out with friends & learn in the 

classrooms. – BIDING OUR TIME UNTILWE CAN WORSHIP TOGETHER AT 

PLAINS! 

How do you fill your time as you bide your time? 

Maybe you tackled projects that had been put off.  Gardening, home renovating, that 

books that you had meant to read, the jigsaw puzzle with gazillion pieces that we were 

dared to complete, the recipes that you said you’d like to try when you had more time.  

Despite the upheaval that we’ve experienced to our schedules and routines, the hours and 

days roll by. I’ve caught myself saying more often than I used to, “where did that time go?”  

Many folks are finding their time filled with as much or more work than ever which now is 

done differently than pre-pandemic. Adapting to the ebb and flow, rise and fall of Covid 

restrictions as it affected work and school have presented tough challenges. 

By now, this far in, we may feel that we’ve hit their stride while biding our time. But it’s no 

exaggeration to say that biding our time still has its’ difficult moments.  Loved ones grieve 

precious lives lost during this time, whether they died of the virus or from other causes.  

It’s been challenging to offer comfort or to feel comforted because of contact restrictions. 

The people who live and in the hot spots daily deal with the threat of contagion and the 

growing fatigue of fighting against it and avoiding it. The staggering losses in countries like 

India and Brazil remind us that this mess we’re in is a world-wide one.  That fact in itself 

can make us feel overwhelmed. 
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Rising cases because of the variants are making us sick and tired.  We’re  sick and tired of 

constant updates telling us what we don’t want to hear, but have to hear.  We’re sick and 

tired of people who refuse to wear masks, don’t want to get vaccinated and insist on 

gathering in large groups.  We’re sick and tired of biding our time.  Maybe you experience 

twinges of guilt about feeling sick and tired, by that term, I mean, frustrated and fatigued. 

We scold ourselves for our impatience with the reminder that many people are having a 

way worse time than we are.  We say to our friends, “I know I shouldn’t complain but….” 

And then we follow it with qualifiers like “I’m grateful that I’ve been well, I’m relieved 

that my family is safe, I am blessed to live where I live.” Gratitude is definitely the spiritual 

attitude we need to cultivate in these times.  Giving thanks brings a needed sense of balance 

to our perspectives and lifts up our wilting spirits. 

But it’s still okay to admit and acknowledge that we have been affected by this pandemic. 

For to pretend otherwise would not really be true or healthy would it?   How can we be 

unaffected when we learn of India’s dire situation? How can we be okeedokee while many 

Ontario ICU’s are overwhelmed? Even though we may have it easier than many, we’re still 

human.  We get anxious. We get sad.  We hope against hope.  We rail against injustice or 

suffering.  

We care because caring is the fruit of loving. 

I had a poster that hung in my house. The picture was that of a long-stemmed red rose.  

The verse below it read, “A life with love will have its thorns but a life without love will have 

no roses.”  

To be free and removed from the effects of what is going on around us would mean that 

we’re incapable of caring.  Since a life devoid of caring isn’t possible or desirable, we then 

must deal with the thorns that come with the roses.  

But what happens when there are so many thorns surrounding us that our good-will efforts 

or expressions of caring seem well, rather inadequate? 

What assurance do we have that this biding of our time is not a waste of our time; a waste 

of our living?  What good will come out of this, we wonder? 

Although the pandemic, is a once in a century event is new to us, these questions about the 

worth of our lives, our efforts, our words, our presence is not new.  Every generation asks 

those questions. 

The people who lived in Jesus’ time asked those questions, too. Every day Jesus was 

surrounded by people who, in many ways had it worse than he did.  They suffered from 

hunger, disease, infirmities, mental illness.  Most of the people who came to him for relief 

were highly taxed and grossly underpaid.  Their nation was lorded over by an autocrat 

who thought he was God. They were ignored or dismissed by persons of privilege who told 

them how to live yet had not ever walked a mile in their sandals. 

The people of Israel were biding their time.  Year after year they waited and prayed for 

something to change.  They waited and prayed for a sign that God was paying attention.  

They were biding their time until God showed that he cared. 

Then one day God, who had always cared, showed up in a new way.  God came to live 

among us as one of us.  John, in his opening chapter says that the Word that was God lived 

among us, full of grace and truth. (John 1:14) In Jesus, God entered fully into our human 

experience.  He belonged to a family, lived in a community, worked with his hands, 

celebrated with his friends and mourned when people he loved died.  He was loved and 

cherished, he was homeless and hated, he had friends who loved him and foes who feared 
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him. He was lonely in a crowd.  He was content to pray in solitude.  He was happiest when 

those around him were celebrating.  He was saddest when those he loved died or were 

grieving. He did not live unaffected by the thorns in his world because he so deeply loved 

his world.  He loved the world so much that he was willing to pour out his life, not for hate 

or revenge or for his 15 minutes of infamy, but for love.   

Jesus told his disciples at his last supper with them that he was leaving them, but he would 

not stop loving them. He had lived among them temporarily but by leaving them he would 

return to abide in them permanently. They didn’t understand at the time.  Who could?  

But that didn’t mean that Jesus didn’t go to a lot of effort to help them understand. 

At that same meal we’re told by John that Jesus used one of his I Am teachings to convey 

this same message.  “I Am the Vine and you are the Branches” Abide in me as I abide in 

you.  Those who abide in me will bear much fruit.” The fruit that Jesus speaks of will be all 

the small and big expressions and evidences of God’s love that will flow from them. All that 

his friends needed to do was to believe that God’s love was abiding in them. 

God’s love can’t help but bear fruit. 

 

The love of God that Jesus promises is not romantic love. It is not conditional upon merit.  

God’s love is compassion.  God’s love is empathy.  God’s love is hospitable.  God’s love is 

forgiving.  God’s love is doing unto others as we would want them to do unto us.   

My friends, do you know that God’s love is flowing through your mind, soul and body even 

as I speak?  Have you realized through this wilderness time that God is ministering to 

others through your voice, your gifts, your presence, your prayers, your listening, your 

seemingly small gestures of kindness as we bide this time apart but together? 

As he shared his last supper on the night of his arrest, Jesus said that it brought him joy to 

know that the love God shared in his life would continue in the lives of any and all who 

abided in him and he in them. 

We’ve considered in the past few minutes what it’s been like to bide our time 

until the pandemic ends.  Let’s take a moment to think about how we’ve been abiding our 

time, that is abiding in Jesus and abiding in our faith.  Researchers are telling  us that 

people who subscribe to religious beliefs are weathering the pandemic storm better than 

others.  In conversation with some of my flock over these months I’ve been told that they 

are glad that they have their faith to hold onto.   

When we are going through difficult times, whether it is a pandemic or another challenge, 

it’s always a comfort to feel cared about.  Think of a recent moment when someone showed 

or expressed their care for you.  Maybe it was a little gesture of kindness that happens on a 

regular basis.  Maybe it was a surprise phone call or note in the mail. Or perhaps someone 

responded to something you said or did in a way that exceeded your expectation?  Perhaps 

we should view these as signs that even when our efforts seem small, or puny God’s love 

always bears fruit.  

Today we’re going to meet apart but together virtually at the Lord’s table. After we share 

the fruit of the vine together, as branches of the True Vine,  I say these words of blessing 

and commissioning:  May the Spirit that raised Christ Jesus empower us to serve him in the 

coming days.   

Friends, those words are not empty words. they are filled with the promises of the God of 

Jesus Christ.  Let the truth, the fact, the reality, that the Spirit of Christ flows through you 

encourage you every day.  Even on your worst day when you feel that you can no longer 
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abide biding your time through this pandemic or whatever crisis you’re in, know that the 

Spirit of the Creator of all life abides in you and you in God. 

To borrow some song lyrics in “every breath you take, in every move you make, in every 

step you take” God is with you.  You abide in Jesus and Jesus abides in you.   

In Jesus humanity your humanity is affirmed.  In Jesus’ suffering, your suffering is 

validated.  In Jesus rising your eternal reward is assured.  In Jesus abiding in you, you will 

bear fruit for the kingdom.  God’s love always, always bears fruit. 

Thanks be to God!  Amen 

 


