
Grace and peace to you from God in Christ, who calls us to fish for people…but in ways 
you might not expect.   
  

A couple Sundays ago, Stacy Mangold read a sermon of mine while I was away for the 
weekend.  In it I mentioned my trip to Israel/Palestine in 2017.  I went with my mother 
and two aunts on an all-inclusive, guided tour with a group of Pentecostal siblings in 
Christ from Browning.  The tour organizer is a family friend of ours who now lives in 
Cutbank.  She takes groups from that area to the Holy Land on a regular basis.  That’s 
how we got connected to this group and how I came to form lasting memories with a 
bunch of fellow Montanas while walking in the footsteps of Jesus.   
  

There were a lot of things I loved about the trip.  We hit all the major spots and saw all 
the major things one does when touring the Holy Land.  We even got to go for a boat 
ride on the Sea of Galilee or the Sea of Gennesaret, as it’s called in our Scripture 
reading this morning.   
  

I tell ya, leading up to the trip, I was the most excited about this particular excursion.  I 
pictured sea mist rising up to kiss my face when out on the waters.  I imagined the same 
wind Jesus calmed enveloping me in a soothing, all-loving embrace.  I thought of 
everything Jesus did and the kinds of people Jesus healed in and around those waters 
and it made me feel assured I would feel Christ’s presence there more than anywhere 
else.  Unfortunately, the opposite turned out to be true.   
  

This is because the minute we stepped off the plane, we were in full tourist mode.  I 
knew this would happen but not to the extent it did.  I really came to adore the people 
we traveled with. We saw a lot of awe-inspiring things.  But being a tourist in a place 
such as the Holy Land, whose context, history, and stories are far more complex than 
any other region in the world, made me feel icky.  By the time we got to our morning out 
at sea, I was over everything feeling so canned.  As worship music started to blast from 
the boat’s speakers, as people started praying and sighing and lifting their arms to the 
sky, as tour guides worked hard to conjure up and cash in on yet another spiritual 
experience for us, I was kinda done.  I went to the back of the boat and Jesus and I had 
a good talk as I sat there quietly.  I was grateful for the opportunity to be where I was, 
but I couldn’t help but wonder if Jesus thought all of it to be a bit far fetched or quite 
unbelievably far from where he was and is in the world.  
  

“What about the people you healed?”  I asked Jesus. We’re not learning about those 
cast aside and those without homes, safety, and securities in this place.  What are 
relationships like today between people you tried to bring together back then? This 
region, its histories of diverse complexity, intermingled religions, and tragic, yet beautiful 
attempts to coexist, how are you showing up in the midst of the powerless and broken in 
this crazy, compounded place?  Are you on the side of Israel or are you on the side of 
Palestine?  Do you take sides?  If so, which ones.  Finally, one last thing, dear 
Jesus…what is my role in it all? In this place and back home, too?   
  



Well, as I was maybe hoping would happen, the heavens didn’t part and God didn’t 
answer me in a loud, booming voice.  Christ’s spirit just so happened to remind me, 
though, of today’s Scripture text.  I’m not kidding you when I say this.  All of a sudden, I 
remembered the disciple’s nets weighing heavy with Jesus by their side.  I remember 
Jesus saying to Simon Peter “Do not be afraid; from now on you will be catching 
people.”  
  

I was then transported to my Old Testament class in seminary as my professor pointed 
out references to “catching or fishing for people” in our ancient prophetic texts. Catching 
people didn’t have that much to do with converting or gaining adherents into the 
Christian faith.  Rather, to fish for people was to act in line with the prophets, who called 
out injustices and a community’s treatment of the poor and marginalized.     
  

For example, from Amos, chapter 4:  
  

Hear this word, you cows of Bashan 

   who are on Mount Samaria, 
who oppress the poor, who crush the needy, 
The Lord God has sworn by his holiness: 
   The time is surely coming upon you, 
when they shall take you away with hooks, 
   even the last of you with fish-hooks. 
  

Another reading, this time from Jeremiah, chapter 16 

  

I am now sending for many fishermen, says the Lord, and they shall catch them; and 
afterwards I will send for many hunters, and they shall hunt them from every mountain 
and every hill, and out of the clefts of the rocks. For my eyes are on all their ways; they 
are not hidden from my presence, nor is their iniquity concealed from my sight. 
  

And yet another from reading from Ezekiel, chapter 19 

  

Speak, and say, Thus says the Lord God: 
I am against you, 
   Pharaoh king of Egypt, 
the great dragon sprawling 

   in the midst of its channels, 
saying, ‘My Nile is my own; 
   I made it for myself.’  
I will put hooks in your jaws, 
   and make the fish of your channels stick to your scales. 
I will draw you up from your channels, 
   with all the fish of you.  
  

You see, according to these Scripture texts as revealed by our prophets of old, God 
does take sides.  God sides with the poor and desolate, the lonely, mistreated, and 



hurting.  Out of this vast sea that is  humanity, God hooks and reels in injustice, 
corruption, greed, and selfishness replacing these evils with the values and likes of 
God’s kingdom here on earth as it is in heaven..   
  

As Christ’s fellow fisherman, we are to do the same.  Meaning, like a visit to the Holy 
Land, to fish for people is far more complex than gaining adherents and displaying our 
devoutness to God in front of other people.  We’re definitely not fooling God when we 
do this.  Rather, to catch or fish for people is to speak up and say, “Hey, that’s wrong of 
you” or “you shouldn’t treat people, creation, critters, or God like that.”  We’re called to 
protect and walk alongside the vulnerable and those who live on the far margins of 
society.  Who are these people today?  Take a moment to think about who they are.   
  

For me, they are the addicted and underserved.  Many in our context live on 
reservations or the wrong side of the tracks.  These places of corrupt human making still 
weigh heavy on people’s hearts and perceptions to an extent we hesitate to 
acknowledge. They are those lost and locked down in sinister systems of 
oppression.  The sex trade.  Our prison and immigration systems.  They are those 
fleeing from war and violence and histories of hurt and suffering.  They are those some 
Christians say aren’t welcome into the assembly of God’s workforce of ready and willing 
fishermen and fisherwomen.   
  

This work gets messy.  If we’re doing our jobs right, we’re getting our hands covered 
with the slime, stink, and goop that is our sin before ridding ourselves and our world of 
maliciousness altogether.  There’s no catch and release for evil and its many breeds.  If 
we’re doing things as God intends, this kind of stuff does not get released back into the 
waters that are God’s all-encompassing love.   
  

For us, a good catch of the day, then, equates to the overflowing nets of God’s hope 
and heart being collected then distributed into the far reaches of our lives and 
communities.  We have work to do in this regard whenever Christ summons us and 
calls us by name.  Let us stand to sing as we prepare our nets.  Let us take to the sea, 
ready to follow Jesus in the likes and ways of kingdom vocation, living, and 
loving.  Amen.      
 


