
“Inviting” 
John  1:35-51 
 
Have you ever noticed that there are some people on Facebook who 
don’t know the difference between “What’s on your mind,” and “I should 
talk to a therapist about this?” 
 
Over-sharing.  TMI. 
 
Like this post I saw….”My husband is complaining that I am over-sharing 
on Facebook.  Clearly, his hemorrhoids are making him cranky again.” 
 
Why is it that, in a world where we share everything from sonogram pics to 
the salad we ate for lunch, we have such trouble sharing our faith? 
 
Today’s scripture reading is a story of sharing, of faith going first century 
viral. 
 
Remember last week we left disciple Andrew running out of Jesus’ door at 
4 o’clock in the afternoon, running like a calf let out of his stall? 
 
Where was he running?   
Turns out, straight to his brother, Simon, …..”come on Simon…I want you to 
like who I like…..come and see!” 
 
And Jesus became friends with Phillip and Phillip shared his status, 
“follower of Jesus of Nazareth”, with Nathaniel, who texted back his 
response, “Can anything good come out of Nazareth?”  Ding. 
 
And Phillip, back….”Come and see”…Ding. 
 
And this sharing is how it all began. 
 
Katie Perry may have 95 million twitter followers but Jesus has 2.3 billion 
people following him in every corner of this world. 
 
How?  Why, when he sang to them his last earthly song…..it was “Go tell 
it…tell it on the mountain….they didn’t just sing it….they did it! 
 
From Jerusalem to Judea to Samaria to the ends of the earth…. 
 
Thomas to India, tradition says, Peter to Rome, Andrew to Greece, Phillip 
to Turkey, Nathaniel to Armenia…we don’t know for sure….but wherever 



they went they were sharing…..and telling…..over-sharing, the world said, 
before it silenced them. 
 
You and I owe our presence here to their sharing..and the sharing of so 
many others along the way. 
 
I was reading this week about one of them….Francis Xavier… 
 
Born with a silver spoon in his mouth in the lovely Pyrenees mountains in 
the south of France, he prospered in his privileged life, rising to become a 
professor of philosophy in Paris….. 
 
He was, apparently, quite the man about town. 
 
When he was 28 years old he joined a coffee klatch with 6 others, 
meeting with a bent and crippled up old man named Ignatius. 
 
It was he who developed the spiritual meditation exercises that helped 
introduce actor Andrew Garfield to Jesus….I told you about that last 
week. 
 
In that little coffee klatch Ignatius  introduced Francis Xavier to Jesus. 
 
For the next 17 years Francis traveled the world, telling and telling….India, 
Goa, Malabar, Indonesia, 
 
He lived with fishermen, traveled with pirates, camped with bandits, 
ministered to lepers. 
 
Within ten years he had learned and could tell about Jesus in 20 different 
languages. 
 
No hardship was too great, no danger too terrifying, no obstacle too 
difficult. 
 
On his journey, he wrote with passion and agony,  
 
“It often comes to mind to go round to all the Universities of Europe, 
especially the one in Paris, crying out everywhere like a madman, saying 
to all the learned me whose learning is so much greater than their love, 
‘Ah what a multitude of souls is shut out of heaven through your fault.” 
 
He spent two hard years in Japan, and then went on to China, an empire 
where entry by a missionary meant death. 



 
Refusing to be turned away, he bribed a merchant to sneak him in, and 
succeeded in reaching the mouth of the Canton River. 
 
Stricken by fever, he lay in his cabin for two weeks, then dying, laid out on 
the beach of the island of San Chan, just a few miles off the coast of 
China. 
 
There, beneath a makeshift shelter of brushwood, wracked with pain, far 
from home, without a friend at his side, he died with Psalm 25 on his lips: 
 
In you, Lord my God, 
    I put my trust. 
 I trust in you; 
    do not let me be put to shame, 
 
They buried his body on the beach in an unmarked grave. 
 
Did you know that today, there are 100 million Christians in China. 
 
By 2030 there will be en estimated 250 million, 2 ½ times that number. 
 
Why?  Someone came after Francis Xavier, and said, “Let me tell you 
about Jesus…”  “Who is Jesus?” 
 “Come and see.” 
 
Compare this to our country. 
 
Between 2007 and 2014, the Pew Charitable Trust Research Center 
conducted two major surveys of U.S. religious life. 
 
Pew found that Americans who described themselves as atheist, agnostic 
or of no particular faith grew from 16 percent of our population to nearly 
23 percent.  
 
At the same time, those identifying themselves as Christians dropped from 
about 78 percent to just under 71 percent of the population. …a drop of 
one percentage point a year.   
 
You don’t have to be a statistician to see the connection and where the 
trends are heading. 
	  
What’s happened? 
 



We’ve stopped sharing. 
 
The Presbyterian Church in the United States of America has declined in 
membership every year since 1965.   
 
In the year I was baptized there were about 4 million Presbyterians in the 
US. 
 
When this decade ends, 1/4th of that number will remain…. 
 
Why?  We’ve stopped sharing. 
 
This story says that Andrew shared with Peter and Phillip shared with 
Nathaniel….and it ends with a  question…..with whom have you shared? 
 
Now…I know….I know…. 
 
It’s not easy in this world…there’s so much working against faith…..and I 
know, you don’t want to be lumped together with  
 believers who have knocked on doors and shouted on street corners and 
virtually assaulted their captive audience with a barrage of Bible texts and 
leading questions about where you will spend eternity if you die 
tonight….the tackle and hold down method of evangelism….until your 
prey relents and gives in and you can add a scalp to your belt. 
 
Who here would want to be associated with this? 
 
So we go to the other extreme…we don’t share at all. 
 
And it’s not easy to share faith, anyway. 
 
Most of us feel inadequate and presumptuous, tending to somebody 
else’s little red wagon when ours is squeaky and rusty and wobbly on its 
own. 
 
That’s why this text today is so timely. 
 
Look at how the sharing happens. 
 
These simple folks spend time with Jesus, then go to others whom they 
know. 
 
They don’t ask them where they will go if they die tonight. 
 



They don’t recite the four spiritual laws  
and close for a decision. 
 
They simply say….”Come and see.” 
 
“What you smiling about?” 
Come and see. 
 
That’s it. 
 
Is there anybody here who can’t say that? 
 
You don’t have to go to China or Africa or Mexico…though you 
could….no limits. 
 
Those with whom you can share are under your roof or next door to you or 
down the street or in the cubicle next to yours, or they check your 
groceries or walk on the treadmill next to you. 
 
And all you have to say to them is “Come and see.” 
 
Over 80% of people who eventually become part of a church came for 
the first time because someone they knew invited them. 
 
Here’s an idea….think for yourself about one thing YOU love about this 
church….and there’s lots to love….and share that with someone else.  
Then, say simply, “I’d love for you to come with me?” 
 
Now I know….that’s not exactly about Jesus, but this is how Presbyterians 
have done evangelism when we have done it….bringing folks into 
worship, and into fellowship. 
 
I have great confidence that when they come and stay they will meet for 
themselves the Jesus who won the hearts of those first disciples or fall more 
deeply in love with the Jesus they have already met. 
 
And guess what?  When they do, they’re going to go out and share with 
someone they know…. 
 
Is that farfetched? 
 
No, its not far fetched….in fact…its already happening. 
 
It’s started happening. 



 
And we’re growing because it is happening. 
 
I want us to grow….not for our own sake or glory, but for his…..who is, 
when you get right down to it, what we have to tell. 
 
Andrew told Peter and Phillip told Nathaniel.  How about you…. 
Who are you going to tell?  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


