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 There was an old timer sitting idly on the river 

bank: pole in the water, waiting for a nibble – even 

though fishing season hadn’t opened yet. Game Warden 

came up, asked what he was doing…The old guy lifted the 

pole with the minnow wriggling on the hook, and said: 

“Just being a good daddy to my pet here…tryin’ to teach 

him how to swim…” 

 And how about the 2 buddies on their fishing 

vacation together, sitting around the campfire one night 

swapping stories about the different places they’d 

fished, kinds of tackle used, the best bait, and – of 

course: about some of their conquests from the sea.  

 One told – in great detail, of course - of a horrific 

battle with a 300-pound salmon. The other admitted 

he’d never caught anything that big – but, one time his 

hook had snagged a lantern – and it had a tag on it 

proving it was lost back in 1912…And, lo and behold: it 

was still lit. 

 After a while, his buddy took a deep breath and 

said: "I'll tell you what: I'll take 200 pounds off my fish, if 

you'll put out the light in your lantern…” 

The Bible doesn’t tell any Simon, or Andrew, or 

James, or John fish stories - but, you gotta’ know they 

had them because in their own day, they were just 

average schmucks: common people - like you and me –

precisely the ones God uses to get the work of the 

Kingdom done.  

But, isn’t it interesting where these guys were 

when Jesus stopped by? It was Jesus – of all people, so 

you’d think they were probably in the synagogue or a 

Sunday School class…maybe down at Caroline Furnace 

on some sort of weekend spiritual retreat….  

But, they weren’t. They were where? Yeah! at 

work: doing what they’d always done: sometimes 

successfully - much of the time not: just like me and you 

- often working all night, and not bringing in even one 

little sunfish. And this was their livelihood. They weren’t 

out there just trying to rustle up enough grub for 

Saturday night’s supper – they were trying to make a 

living by filling other people’s bellies, and their cash 

bags…and here comes this Jesus fellow to invite them to 

chuck it all, and that and he’ll make them “fish for 

people.”  That doesn’t sound exactly like an invitation to 

spend a day with him at Busch Gardens…           

Can’t you see these rough-hewn, hard-working 

good old boys scratching their sunburned heads, and 

furrowing their brows and looking at each other and 

simultaneously grunting-out like Scooby Do: “Huh???” - 

because what does that really mean, anyway: to ’fish for 

people?’ I don’t think they ‘got it’ until way later –only 

after the Resurrection. But, even that’s a better track 

record than we seem to have. 

 In the meantime, Simon and John and Andrew 

and James must have found something really compelling 

– mesmerizing – transformative about Jesus’ invitation: 

something that encouraged these tough guys to venture  

beyond the customary and the usual – to at least catch a 

glimmer of – of what Jean Blomquist writes in her book  

Wrestling ‘Till Dawn: “something beyond their own 

understanding, something larger of which they were a 

part” – something they may have never – in this life –               

truly have understood. 

Maybe it was the way Jesus framed his invitation 

that did the trick:  did he say “Come, worship me?” No…   

or “come, adore me…come, attend to my every need…?” 

Nope, it was simply: “Come, follow me:” tag along for a 

while…hang out with me: check out the things in life that  

I think are important...see what I care about – and, 

maybe, you’ll even want to share the kingdom of heaven 

with me. Come to think of it, maybe that’s how all of us 

become disciples: just being around Jesus: learning what 

his priorities are - applying them to our lives…checking 

him out over time, and seeing what – if any – a difference 

he makes. 

There’s a great story in the book People Sharing 

Jesus, which begins:  “Now it came to pass that there was 

a group of people who called themselves ‘fishermen.’ 

week after week, month after month, year after year, 

frigid Sunday after frigid Sunday, these who called 

themselves ‘fishermen’ would meet in buildings all over 
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town to talk about their call to fish, how abundant the 

fish were, and how they might actually go about fishing.  

year after year they carefully defined what fishing 

means, searched for new and better methods, 

sponsored special meetings and costly world-wide 

congresses to discuss fishing, and to promote fishing and 

hear about all the new fishing equipment, fish calls, and 

whether any new bait had been discovered. 

They built large, beautiful buildings and training 

centers where doctors of ‘fishology’ taught fishermen 

how to fish, the nature and needs of fish, where to find 

fish, the psychological reactions of fish, and how to 

approach and feed fish.  

Year after year of tedious training: many were 

graduated and were given fishing licenses. But, alas…in 

all of this - nobody ever fished. They just met and talked 

and listened. Until…after one especially stirring meeting 

on "The Necessity for Fishing," a young fellow left the 

meeting and actually went fishing. The next day he 

reported that he had caught two outstanding fish, and 

was immediately honored for his major accomplishment, 

and went on tour: visiting all the big meetings to tell how 

he did it. But, he got so busy as a speaker that he had to 

quit his fishing to keep up with his schedule. For some 

reason which for the life of them they just couldn’t figure 

out, their meetings started to dwindle, and their 

buildings sat half-empty: the students quit coming.  

Nobody got inspired to be a fisherman any more –  

because they’d never really ever seen it done, so 

wondered: ‘How great can it be?’  They endured the 

ridicule of those who made fun of their fishermen's clubs 

and the fact that they claimed to be fishermen yet never 

fished. They wondered about those who felt it was of no 

use to attend the weekly Sunday meetings to talk about 

fishing – and they just weren’t able to figure it out. After 

all, were they not following the master: the one who had 

said all those years ago: "Follow me, and I will make you 

fishers of men?" 

One day somebody finally figured out that those 

who don't fish are really not fishermen at all - no matter 

how much they claim to be. Downhearted and dejected, 

they did all that was left for them to do: they locked their 

doors and went home – still scratching their heads as to 

what had happened. (pause for reflection) 

And, that’s no ‘fish’ story. Amen.
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