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Gone Fishin’ 
 
Let us pray… 
 
All I ever wanted was to be a fisherman.  Just like my dad, and his dad, and his dad 
before him.  I know it’s a difficult life with early mornings, frequent disappointment, and 
body-punishing work.  But the Sea of Galilee has been a fixture in my life since the day I 
was born; it has been my backyard, my playground, my temple, my school, my social 
life, my refuge.  I expect it will even be my grave.  My mother has always said that I 
don’t have blood in my veins; I have Galilean lake-water instead.  I never thought that 
anything could convince me to leave these rocky shores. 
 
When Jesus invited us to join his group, my brother was overjoyed at the opportunity to 
travel, to see new places and meet new people.  I think he was intrigued as well by 
Jesus’ words; they almost seemed like a dare.  “Come with me” he said, “Come with me 
and people might hate you, they might even try to hurt you.  Come with me and nothing 
will ever be certain, we’ll never know where our next meal or bed will be coming from.  
Come with me and everything you believe will be challenged.  Come with me and 
spread God’s love.  Come with me and you will fish in the Galilee no more.  Come with 
me and you will be fishers of people!”  It wasn’t exactly a sales pitch that made me want 
to sign right up.  None of those words motivated me in the least bit to leave my little 
boat, and my nets, and my lake.  Jesus’ words, no.  But there was something about him, 
as a person, that I wanted to be connected to.  He overflowed with such gentleness and 
compassion and love, that I was just drawn away from the shore, and into his 
community. 
 
We had a great three years.  I wouldn’t trade a second of it.  I learned so much about 
myself, about other people, about this poor beat-up world.  I think it helped that we were 
so often on the shores of the very lake that means so much to me.  Sailing Jesus across 
the Galilee, feeding people spread out on the lakeshore, hearing Jesus’ voice echoing 
off the surface of the water…  the Galilee means even more to me now than it did 
before. 
 
I knew the community wouldn’t last.  I certainly didn’t think anyone would be killed, least 
of all Jesus, but I did think we might wind up with a few jail terms to break our 
momentum.  Or some followers would lose interest, or Jesus would get appointed to 
some position in the temple and not have time for teaching and healing anymore.  I 
knew it wouldn’t last, and I have to say I was always comforted by the idea that the 
Galilee, and my boat, and my nets, were back here waiting for me. 
 
But after Jesus died, and I just didn’t know what else to do, I wasn’t as excited as I 
thought I’d be, to return to fishing.  Everything seemed gray and flat and meaningless.  
But hiding from the authorities and hanging out at each other’s homes wasn’t making us 
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feel any better, so I thought it would be better for all of us to do something, anything.  
And since fishing was all we knew, apart from being disciples, that seemed like a good 
place to start.  Plus I had this idea that if we could get a good amount of fish, we could 
bring some to the homeless in town. 
 
I think I had this sort of happily-ever-after picture in my head.  We would go out onto the 
lake, a despondent group of men.  We would lower our nets into the water, the nets we 
had walked away from only yesterday.  And then, with Jesus looking down on us from 
heaven, with God seeing our commitment to continue Jesus’ work, we would be given a 
blessing!  And we’d pull the nets out of the water, and they would be overflowing with 
fish!  The fish would be a symbol of God’s joy at our dedication to Jesus and to ministry.  
Equipped with fish, we’d go into town, feeding the people, preaching God’s love, telling 
Jesus’ stories.  We’d miss Jesus, sure, but it would be great!  We’d be taking lemons 
and making lemonade!  We’d carry on and keep things going!  We’d live out the rest of 
our lives as Jesus’ disciples, spreading his message.  So I started to get a little hopeful, 
and rallied everybody into the boats.  We prayed together, and sang hymns, and 
dedicated the work and the catch to God.  We did everything right!  We lowered the nets 
into the lake, casting a perfect circle that barely disrupted the surface.  The net sunk, 
ready to receive the fish that would give their lives so we could bring life to others, and...  
We didn’t catch a thing.  We tried again, same perfect circle.  Nothing.  And again, and 
again, and again, the whole night long.  All we wanted to do was catch a few fish and 
feed the hungry.  We didn’t want anything for ourselves, not riches or fame or glory.  
Just a few measly fish so we could give them away and feel like our lives still had 
meaning.  Not a chance.  It was so dark we couldn’t see each other’s faces.  But I think 
we all had tears running down our cheeks.  Nobody said a word...  The sun began to 
rise. 
 
To make matters worse, at that point someone on the beach started to heckle us.  “Hey, 
you guys, you got any fish?”  Now, Nate and I happened to have just hauled the empty-
again net out of the lake.  The sunlight was dancing on the only thing the net had 
caught, droplets of water.  It would have been beautiful if it wasn’t so downright 
depressing.  Clearly the beachbum could tell that we didn’t have any fish.  So then he 
starts giving us advice.  “Why don’t you try fishing from the other side of the boat?”  This 
person was definitely not a fishing expert.  Fish move, boats move, and nets move, so it 
doesn’t really matter what side of the boat you cast from.  We tried ignoring him for 
awhile, but he kept yelling, “The other side!  Fish from the other side!”  I think we just 
wanted to make him be quiet, so we finally threw the net off the other side.  Within 
seconds the net was full, so full we couldn’t even haul it into the boat, we had to drag it 
to shore. 
 
Somehow, at that moment, we all realized that Jesus was the beachbum on the shore.  
We couldn’t get out of that water fast enough.  He was just the same, but different, if 
you know what I mean.  And he had breakfast waiting for us on the beach. 
 
We haven’t seen him since that morning.  And I know we won’t see him again; at least, 
not in this life.  I’ve spent a lot of time wondering why he was with us that morning, for a 
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fishing lesson.  Why did he show up just as we were trying to get back to normal?  Did 
he want to make sure we didn’t forget him?  Did he want to keep us from ever getting on 
with our lives?   
 
I think I’ve realized that he wasn’t trying to mess with us, and he wasn’t trying to show 
us how we’d messed up once again, how we couldn’t even fish right.  I think he was just 
showing up to love us, and to help us find wholeness once more.  We were putting that 
net into the water again and again, hoping to catch a sign of hope.  But the water on 
that side of the boat was the water of death.  Time after time we cast that net into 
waters of grief, waters of fear, waters of sorrow, waters of anger.  And all we caught 
was more grief, more fear, more sorrow, more anger.  And yet we kept at it, hoping for 
something different, as if mere wishing and a lot of muscle could turn water into wine, 
could turn tears into freshwater, could turn empty air into fish.  We kept at it as if to stop 
was to die.  So we got more tired, more depressed, more hopeless.  And still we threw 
that net in once more.  And once more after that. 
 
You see, we had forgotten the message of the fishes and the loaves.  Remember when 
there were 4,000 hungry people, and us disciples wanted to send them away, but Jesus 
told us we had to feed them because they’d never make it home on empty stomachs?  
All we could scare up were a few fish and a couple of loaves of bread, but it was 
enough to feed that crowd with baskets of food left over.  Jesus had tried to teach us 
that life is abundant.  But we kept forgetting. 
 
When he came back to us, after we had seen him dead and buried, that was a lesson 
that stuck with us.  Life is so abundant that it can even overcome death.  Life is so 
abundant that it pours out of the grave, wave after wave, until death is washed away.  
But life’s abundance isn’t just limited to Jesus, to someone as intimately connected to 
God as he is.  Life is abundant for all of us.  That’s what Jesus revealed to us as he 
shouted fishing advice from the shore.  As long as we fish in the troubled waters of 
dread and anguish, we will bring dread and anguish into our lives.   
 
But if we fish from the other side, if we cast our nets into the waters of life, we will draw 
up blessings in abundance.  If we cast our nets into compassion, if we cast our nets into 
self-respect, if we cast our nets into peace, if we cast our nets into joy, if we cast our 
nets into love, then we will fill the leaky little boat that is our life, with love. 
 
Where have you been fishing, these days?  Always the world is at war, always there are 
the hungry and the homeless, always there are the sick, always there are the worried.  
Eternally there will be plenty of dark and scary water in which to fish.  We keep on 
casting our nets into those depths thinking, if I can just find even one fish in this muck, 
then it will all be worth it, then I’ll know everything is okay, then there will be a reason to 
go on.  But of course all our nets can find is stale water, and maybe one or two sick fish. 
 
Take those nets out!  Lift those nets out of the murky water!  Cast them on the other 
side.  Stop putting all your energy into the water in which the only things that live are 
fear or resentment or apathy.  Fish in the water of trust and tenderness and awareness, 



4 

 

 

 

the Living Water!  Stop wondering why your boat isn’t filling with love and joy and start 
casting your nets into the water where love and joy are bubbling up! 
 
What are you fishing for?  What do you just wish you could find caught in your net?  A 
little more patience with your family?  Some time to exercise or pray?  Calm in the face 
of a shaky economy?  Hope for a world that is so divided?  Belief that your life has a 
purpose?  If that’s the sort of fish that you want to catch, then you have to cast 
your net where those fish live.  If you’re looking for the fish of peace, comfort and joy, 
will you find them at the mall?  Or swimming around the corporate ladder?  Do those 
fish live in the relationships with people who are petty, envious, or negative?  If you 
want to catch the fish of hope, compassion and thanksgiving, then you need to fish in 
places like a community of worship, or a walk in the woods with someone you can be 
real with.  You need to fish in a miraculous place like a dinner table with your whole 
family sitting around, or listening to music that inspires you.  What’s more, you’ll need to 
fish in some dangerous places, where the water is white or deep or wide.  You might 
need to fish in the ocean of vulnerability, or the lake of change, or the river of risk.  
What’s more, fishing in those places might mean giving up the job you keep out of fear, 
or the relationship you keep out of habit, or the “lifestyle” you keep out of not even 
realizing there is an alternative.  Oh yes, this fishing expedition might very well be 
difficult.  But the reward is life, lived to its fullest. 
 
My friends, starting today, let’s fish in living water.  Let’s draw up a catch that brings us 
strength and hope.  Let’s go fishing.  Amen. 


