
The Vine 
 
In winter sunshine, I stood within the large glasshouse which stands intact, hidden behind 
the lovely convent, vacated just one year previously. 
 
I was surprised and awed to see a wonderful, healthy vine.  Its leaves, burnished brown, 
yellow and golden, had not yet fallen from the vine.  It looked like a Botticelli painting, so 
perfect was the setting at that moment.  Hidden in random spots were bunches of dark, 
purple grapes, which provided not only an enchanting contrast to the leaves, but exotic 
memories of sunshine.   
 
This is a wonderful vine and I stood and gazed for a few moments.  It looked so at home 
and healthy in Cobh.  Ger, the gardener, was amused at me.  Shyly, he said, “I got this 
vine as a tiny slip many years ago.  And to be honest, I was not too happy, thinking that 
vines were troublesome.  It was inches tall and in a pot the size of a cup, and I ignored it 
for a few weeks.  Then, it was as if it stood before me and I said to myself, ‘if this little slip 
has survived on its own, it deserves some care.’  I planted it.  It thrived and seven other 
families have vines resulting from slips taken from this one.”  Ger gifted me with a bunch 
of grapes, a little over ripe, but so sweet.  His comment was “these are like wine now and 
we don’t want you to be breathalysed!!” 
 
It was an unexpected experience, so full of surprises and echoes of meanings.  The 
beauty of the winter sun glistening on the rich leaves, the peeping bunches of purple 
grapes, their sweet texture and taste.  And to think this vine nearly “was not”.  It began as 
something small which seemed to indicate ‘trouble’ if accepted. 
 
How many times do I miss really good opportunities for growth, for life, for sharing, 
because initially it looks like ‘trouble’?  Maybe I think it will mean a little extra work. 
Advent is a time for new beginnings, noticing the small slips in whatever form they gift 
themselves to us.  If we accept the slip, even reluctantly, the vine will look after itself and 
live on into the future. 
 
Jesus said, “I am the vine.”  Let us read again this evocative story in John 16: 1-17.  In it, 
He invites us to “make your home in me as I make mine in you.”  Could this be my theme 
this Advent as I reflect on Jesus making His home in Mary?  Is it a time to gaze at the 
unexpected, recognising the God of Surprises?  Mary did in Bethlehem. 
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