
Jesus About Town - Gone Fishing.   A story sermon written and told by Rev. Steven Schafer at Mt. Hope on 

July 26, 2015. Texts: John 13: 32-14:1. 

 When I was ten or twelve years old my father bought a boat. That may have been the most exciting day 

of my life up until that point - or the lives of my brother and sister. We were elated! However, we lived in 

northwestern Ohio. There aren't any lakes in northwestern Ohio - not one. It seems that the great glacier that 

carved out all of Michigan's lakes and formed hills and valleys and made the topography of Michigan so lovely, 

stopped pretty much at the Ohio border. When you pass under that "Welcome to Ohio" sign on U.S. 23 you 

enter some of the flattest country on earth. The nearest lake to where we lived was in Angola, Indiana, about an 

hour and a half away. Pulling a boat that increased to about two hours. 

 My father was a farmer by day and a third shift factory worker at night. To this day I can't believe the 

hours and hours of work that man put in to give us the best life possible. He was tireless. I could never thank 

him enough for all that. But now we had a boat! No lake nearby to launch it, but we had a boat and life was 

good.  

 Because my father had two full time jobs, Sundays were the only real option for going to the lake. He 

was a deeply dedicated Christian and wouldn't ever consider working - farm or factory - on a Sunday. So that 

worked out well. Lake - here we come. But Sunday is the Lord's day - for rest and relaxation and restoration and 

renewal. It is also the day on which the family goes to church. You can't miss church on a Sunday (I was pretty 

sure that was in the Bible somewhere). I'm pretty sure I can count on the fingers of one hand the number or 

Sunday mornings, during the first eighteen years of my life, that the Schafer family wasn't in church. Skipping 

for any reason simply wasn't an option. But we had a boat! 

 So mom would make picnic food and pack sunscreen and beach toys and towels and everything we'd 

need for a day at the lake on Saturday, load it into the car, and we'd be off to the lake as soon as the preacher 

said the last 'Amen' on Sunday morning. We'd stay until the sun went down and the air chilled our wet bodies 

enough to make us shiver and then we'd bundle into the car and fall, exhausted, into our seats - except for that 

wonderful man who had to drive two hours home and get up for work the next morning. 

 Those lake days were some of the best of my life. We wouldn't get there until one or two in the 

afternoon but for the next five or six hours we'd swim and splash and bounce across the waves in the boat. We'd 

eat watermelon and potato salad and bologna sandwiches and we'd drink red Cool Aide, watered down from the 

ice that kept it cold on the drive over. 

 We liked those lake afternoons so much that a couple of times we rented a cabin on a lake for dad's 

vacation. An entire week at the lake! Glorious!  

 It was on one of those vacations that dad thought we ought to learn to fish. He brought along an old rod 

and reel - don't know where he got it - we had never known him to go fishing. He got us each cane poles and he 

rigged them with hooks and bobbers and sinkers. He showed us how to bait the hook with a worm (not our 

favorite thing to do) and we went fishing. 

 When you are ten or twelve and spending a week at the lake, sitting in your dad's speedy motor boat 

with your brother and sister, without going anywhere, sweating in the blazing sun, dangling a string in the water 

for what seemed an eternity, you aren't having much fun.  



 Fishing is one of those things that, I suppose, if you are catching fish, can be somewhat exciting. If you 

are out on the ocean fishing for a Marlin and you snag something that you have to wrestle with for an hour 

before landing, that can probably be a lot of fun. But sitting in a boat fishing for Blue Gill who have no interest 

in your worms - not much fun at all. That was the first and last time I've ever been fishing. 

 Some people love fishing, though. I've concluded that people who do are a rather peculiar breed. They 

are the kind of people who don't mind spending hours and hours alone with, perhaps, nothing to show for it at 

the end of the day. Fishing is NOT a team sport. You may go fishing with someone but the fishing itself is done 

all alone. If a fisherman should happen to have a fishing buddy, you'll find that the two of them lapse into a 

monosyllabic sort of dialogue out on the water pretty quickly. After about an hour out on the water, one will say 

to the other, "Getting anything?" Fifteen minutes later the other answers, "Nope." Yet, somehow, there is an 

amazing bond that forms when people fish together - especially men - it seems. Which tells us a lot about 

relationships. TIME seems to be the essential ingredient. You don't have to talk together or walk together or do 

exciting things together. You mostly just need time together to soak one another up. Time together to just allow 

the other person to be and for you to be. Communication is good, but time seems to be essential. 

 It's rather interesting, isn't it, that Jesus chose fishermen as his closest friends?... 

 I can imagine that fishing was an integral part of Jesus' life. He was the son of a carpenter but they lived 

near the Sea of Galilee and I imagine that he and his brothers James and Joses and Jude and Simon went fishing 

fairly regularly when they were growing up. Joseph would be off on some carpentry job out of town and the 

four boys would head for the water. Boys love to fish and if they could bring home a mess of Musht (that's 

Tilapia to us) or Barbels (Carp), their mother Mary could fry it up into a marvelous dinner.   

 So one day Jesus, after he had grown into a man, goes to the shores of Galilee with his friend Pete, his 

favorite fishing buddy, for a day of fishing.  

 On this particular day, Pete is sporting a new rod and is anxious to try it out. It's a Pflueger 2-piece 

Echelon with a graphite body and a cork handle. It was one of those new kind that break down into quite small 

sections so you can take it anywhere. It set him back eighty bucks but was worth it. It had an 8-pound test line 

and the reel was as smooth as silk. A few lures came with it to sweeten the purchase.  

 When Jesus gets to their favorite fishing spot, Pete is already there. He's standing on a rock, casting his 

new line out over the water again and again in wonderfully graceful arcs, trying to perfect his cast and getting 

the feel of his new equipment. 

 Jesus is a different kind of fisherman, though. Not nearly as intense as Pete. He is the kind who prefers 

to sit on the rock and cast once and wait for whatever might come along. Pete wants thing to happen. Jesus is 

willing to wait. The fact of the matter is that Jesus didn't actually have any bait on his hook today. He wasn't 

interested in catching anything. He didn't feel like cleaning fish. He ate fish yesterday so wasn't crazy about 

having it two days in a row. He was there because James had wanted to go fishing and he wanted, simply, to be 

with his friend. Well, that and the water. Jesus found being around water refreshing and soothing to the soul. 

Just being there with no one else around was great. He looked out across the sea and it looked so peaceful. It 

was a deep blue. You could see all the way across.  There was no place like it on earth. He was sure of that. 

 Just then he had the crazy urge to take a walk out there. Then he thought, "Naw. I better not. I should 

wait for when everyone is here. That walk is going to be a biggie. They'll want to be here for it." 



 Just then Pete yells over to Jesus from his rock, "You know, Jesus, it just doesn't get any better than 

this!" He hasn't caught anything yet but he is reveling in his new rod and reel, continuing to cast it repeatedly. 

Jesus wondered if he was ever going to leave it in the water long enough for a fish to bite. 

 Several minutes later (like I said, fishermen are in no hurry to talk), Jesus yells back to him, "Yes, it 

does!" Another few minutes pass and Pete calls out, "What do you mean? What could be better than this?" 

 At that, Jesus reeled in his line and laid his rod on the rock and walked over to where Peter was. "I'll tell 

you Pete... There is a whole lot more to life than... fishing. Stick with me, friend. I'll show you how to catch 

people.  

 Pete laughed. That was a strange image. He could envision reeling in a man with his new rod. You cast 

your line. You snag him by his shirt collar and drag him close to shore. You reach out your net and catch him... 

Why would Jesus say such a bizarre thing? He had no idea. 

 But, of course, as you know, Peter went on to do exactly that - to catch men and women. Not with a 

hook. Not with a net. But with words. Peter, the fisherman who enjoyed the quiet and solitude of a fisherman's 

life, would become a man who talked to people about his friend, Jesus, and they, in turn, would learn to love 

that friend and be saved by him. He didn't know it at the time, but Jesus would eventually depend on him to 

continue the fishing-for-people business after he was gone. 

 In the next few years, as they say, a lot of water went under the bridge. Peter and Jesus were the closest 

of friends. No one could doubt that, not even their buddy, Thomas, who was noted for that sort of thing. 

 One day, just before Jesus' life on earth was about to end (and Peter knew it was - Jesus had just been 

too controversial for his life to last - he had some powerful enemies), the two of them ended up back at the Sea 

at the very same spot where they had fished with Peter's new rod and where Jesus had told Pete about people 

fishing. This time Pete had been out in his boat, fishing in deeper water and just coming in.  

 "How'd you do?" called out Jesus. 

 "Great! The fish were everywhere today. I caught the limit." 

 Jesus could see a nice catch in the bottom of Peter's boat. "Nice catch," he said. He helped Pete pull the 

boat up onto the shore and load his fish into buckets, then said, "Let's take a walk." 

 The two of them walked along the shore, not talking for a long time. Once in a while one or both of 

them would pick up a flat stone and try to skip it out on the water. Jesus was pretty good at this. Peter was 

better. Finally Jesus said to Peter, "Pete, what do you think of me?" 

 Peter said, "What do you mean 'what do I think of you?' I love you like a brother. You know that. I 

admire you. I am awed by you. I've never met anyone like you in my entire life. You're the best." 

 They continued walking, Peter wondering where this was going.  After a few minutes Jesus said, "Pete, 

I'm expecting you to take care of my people."  

 "OK," says Pete. "I'll do that, I guess." Peter didn't have any idea what Jesus was getting at. 

 They continued walking in silence. Peter didn't joke around like he might otherwise do. He sensed that 

whatever was on Jesus' mind was important. 



 Then Jesus said, "What do you really think of me Peter? Be honest. Tell me." 

 "I told you. I love you. You're the closest friend I've got. I'd do anything for you." 

 "Then I can count on you to care for my people?" 

 "Of course. I'll do it. I'll care for your people. I don't know exactly what that means but whatever it is I'll 

do it. Of course I will." 

 Peter was a bit hurt that Jesus asked him the same question the second time as though he didn't get it. He 

didn't, he knew, but still... 

 Then Jesus asked the very same question again. "What's going on, Jesus? You don't believe me? I told 

you. My commitment to you and your people is absolute and unquestionable. I am your man. I am your servant. 

I am able to and will do whatever you ask. Now stop asking that question. Please." 

 "The thing is, Peter, words are cheap. Anyone can say they will do something. It's the doing that is the 

hard part. People all over the world say they are committed to me yet church attendance is dwindling - it has 

never, in two thousand years, been lower. People say they will follow me but the lure of money and pleasure 

and popularity easily draws them away - easily! What's the saying? 'the proof is in the pudding.' It's the doing 

that gives credence to the words. Words are cheap. If my kingdom is to continue, my followers must be doers 

and not just sayers." 

 Jesus' words hit Peter hard. He had become a fisher of men but he was only doing it half-heartedly.  He 

knew it. Family got in the way. Work got in the way. Recreation got in the way. So many things came before 

his commitment to Jesus. As important as that commitment was, it was SO easy to let it slide when something 

better came along. Well, not 'better,' he knew, just more 'urgent.' One could always go to church next Sunday 

but you can't always go to a ball game or get a good tee time...  

 Peter made a decision that day. He decided that nothing, from that day on, would stand in the way of his 

commitment to Jesus and to Jesus' precepts and morals and ways. He would be a loyal Jesus follower for as 

long as he lived - because he DID love Jesus and those weren't just words. 

 Jesus and Peter walked back along the shoreline to where Peter's boat was. When they got there, Jesus 

reached into the bucket and threw a fish to Peter then took another and, together, they began to clean fish. 


