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 Now after John was arrested, Jesus came to Galilee, 

proclaiming the good news of God, and saying, “The time is 

fulfilled, and the kingdom of God has come near; repent, and 

believe in the good news.”   

As Jesus passed along the Sea of Galilee, he saw Simon 

and his brother Andrew casting a net into the sea—for they were 

fishermen.  And Jesus said to them, “Follow me and I’ll make 

you fish for people.”  And immediately they left their nets and 

followed him.   

As he went a little farther, he saw James son of Zebedee  

and his brother John, who were in their boat mending the nets.  

Immediately he called them; and they left their father Zebedee in 

the boat with the hired men, and followed him. 

 

 Your great-great-grandmother eight generations back saw 

fewer people during her lifetime than you see in one trip on the 

A train.  She spent most days within a mile of her house.  Her 

family stayed at home and worked on the farm.  When she went 

to town she spoke carefully and at length to every person she 

met, inquiring about the health and well-being of their families.   

When she visited a sick friend, she took soup, stayed a while, 

and wished they had a doctor.  Her church was so small that no 

visitor had a chance to sneak in unnoticed.   

 Most days we see lots of people.  We get up in the 

morning, and try to guess which coat makes sense.  When we 

walk around the city we see people from all over the world. 

If someone waves, we are surprised.   

When we visit the hospital, we see fifty people we do not 

know for every one we know.  We do not take soup, but we 

listen to complaints about never getting to see their doctor.   

Some Sunday mornings there are visitors here who hope 

that they can sneak out unnoticed.   

We go to sporting events and concerts where thousands of 

people are present.  We go to marches with 100,000 people.  We 

get used to looking past one another. 



We see more people per day than at any time in history.   

The surprising result is that there are more lonely people, who 

feel more isolated than ever before.   

 We are into self-improvement, self-help, self-confidence, 

self-awareness, and self-absorption.  We retreat into our own 

little worlds.  We hide in our houses.  We find a quiet corner.   

We wear headphones when we are out and about.  Sometimes 

we wear them when we are not listening to anything.  We are 

encouraged to organize the world around ourselves.   

 There is a lot to be said for self-reliance.  Independence 

gives us a sense of power, makes us more efficient, and 

promises all kinds of rewards.  The prevailing understanding is 

that we will find happiness in success, but it does not always 

work.   

We can jump through all the hoops and still end up feeling 

empty.  The dark side of self-sufficiency is loneliness, isolation, 

and the constant fear that we are not good enough.   

We can believe in the importance of community and still 

not feel like we truly belong with anyone.  We end up reluctant 

to talk about who we really are or what we truly believe.   

William Buckley said, “If you mention God twice at a 

cocktail party in New York you can be certain you will not be 

invited again.”   

We act as if educated people should never talk about what 

is in their hearts.   We are eager to share our excitement over a 

new restaurant, podcast, or television show.   

We do not hesitate to say, “You have to try the Ramen 

place.  They have a hamburger on the menu.”   

“You have to hear the Ted Talk on body language.  You 

should stand a little straighter.”   

  “You have to see the Crown.  Queen Elizabeth is a hoot.”   

But we are less likely to talk about the things that matter 

most.  “Let me tell you what I believe” or “tell me what’s most 

important to you” sounds too personal.   



We are slow to speak from the depths.  You are sitting with 

your best friend—or someone you wish was your best friend—

and think, “This is one of my favorite people.  This person 

makes me better.  I wish we spent more time together.”   

And as you reflect on these deep, wonderful, and loving 

thoughts you say, “Don’t you think Star Wars could have been 

fifteen minutes shorter?” 

When we wonder if we should have done something 

different with our lives, wish we did not feel trapped, or ponder 

what happens when we die, there are not many people to whom 

we feel comfortable talking.  What would have to happen for us 

to open our hearts and share our lives?   

For the disciples it was Jesus that happened.  Fisherman is 

about as lonely an occupation as Matt Lauer’s publicist.   

Fishermen spend hour after hour on the water.  They are 

supposed to be quiet so they do not scare the fish.  Most 

fishermen were married, but, in general, marriage was more 

about sharing the workload than sharing their lives.   

 The disciples could not say they had not been warned.   

Jesus does not open with: “Follow me, and I’ll make you self-

assured, self-fulfilled, and self-serving.”  When Jesus calls the 

fishermen to follow, it is to reject accepted values.   

Herod Antipas, the ruler of Galilee, claimed all the lakes in 

his territory including the Sea of Galilee.  Herod imposed fees 

for fishing licenses, charges for leases, and quotas for catches.   

He forced them to pay tolls and taxes.   

 When Jesus calls the disciples to follow he is saying, 

“You’re working for me now, not Herod.  Your life isn’t about 

pushing to pay your taxes.  From now on, you’re not part of the 

fishing business rat race.” 

The way Mark tells it this is either the first time Jesus and 

the disciples meet—which seems unlikely—or Jesus’ words are 

a summary of his invitation.  He uses an image they understand:  

“You won’t be sharing your lives with fish any more, but with 

people.”   



 The invitation is to give up the self-centered commitments 

that fill most lives, throw away the “Keep off the boat” sign, 

stop telling people to “shush,” and start letting them in.   

Peter, Andrew, James, and John drop their nets and begin 

getting tangled up instead in people’s lives.  They become a 

band of traveling do-gooders.   

In the first three chapters of the Gospel of Mark they share 

their lives with lepers, the mentally ill, a paralytic, a mother-in-

law, tax collectors, sinners, several crowds, eight more disciples, 

and each other.   

They find unloved people to love, hurting people to help, 

frightened people who need hope.   

 For those who are fortunate—for most of us—there are 

people who make our lives better by sharing themselves, people 

who refuse to look past us: a grandmother who convinced us 

that we were her favorite, a teacher who treated us as more than 

a name in the grade book, a family that opened their home, a co-

worker that showed us the ropes, a friend who insisted on being 

better friends than we planned on being.   

Some of us are in church today because people cared 

enough to share from the depths of who they are.    

Lucy says, “It’s my life and I’ll do whatever I want with it.   

I’m my own person.  It’s my life and I’m the one who has to live 

it.”  In the final frame of the Peanuts comic strip, she smiles and 

adds, “With a little help.”   

It is in giving and receiving help that we find life.  The poet 

Theodore Roethke writes, “I learn by going where I have to go.”   

The needs of the people we meet are the needs we need to 

meet, because it is in loving that we find love. 

Sharing our lives is not easy.  In a society in which winning 

is the goal, anything other than looking out for number one is 

not only discouraged, but considered unwise, unhealthy, and 

downright stupid.   

We are expected to do whatever is to our advantage, 

jealously guard our time, and prize efficiency above all else.   



If we give ourselves, most people will not reciprocate.  

Sharing our lives is so hard that it would not be worth it except 

for this.  Sharing grace is the way that we know grace.   

Henri Nouwen writes:  “How is it possible to keep caring 

for the poor when the poor only get poorer?  How is it possible 

to keep nursing the sick when they’re not getting better?  How 

can I keep consoling the dying when their deaths only bring me 

more grief?  The answer is that they all hold a blessing for me, a 

blessing that I need to receive.  Ministry is, first of all, receiving 

God’s blessing from those to whom we minister.  What is this 

blessing?  It’s a glimpse of the face of God” (Henri Nouwen, 

Here and Now, New York: Crossroad, 1999, 83). 

 Other people have a gift for us that we cannot know on our 

own.   The people around us are God’s way of loving us. So here 

is what we should do.  Figure out that we are not the center of 

the universe.  Drop our nets and follow.  Make a life in which 

we are not alone.  Speak carefully and at length to the people we 

meet, inquiring about the health and well-being of their family.   

Visit sick friends.  Take soup.  Welcome visitors to church.  

Mention God at parties.  Share excitement over good friends as 

well as good restaurants, books, and movies.  Ask people what is 

important to them.  Tell them what is important to you.   

Convince every grandchild that he or she is your favorite.   

Open your home.  Help a new co-worker.  Let people in.   Share 

time with mothers-in-law, tax attorneys, sinners, disciples, and 

each other.   

Find unloved people to love, hurting people to help, 

frightened people who need hope.  Be less cautious and more 

open.  Work for another’s advantage.  Share your time.  Prize 

goodness above all else.  Do not worry about it when others do 

not reciprocate.  Do not shy away from the hard parts.  Spend 

time with those who do not fascinate us.  Be compassionate to 

those whose suffering goes unnoticed.  Meet someone for lunch.   

Listen earnestly.  Say something kind.  Share more than just 

what is on the surface. Send a text message.  Send an e-mail.   



Hug your mom.  Kiss your dad.   

Do not let your profession get in the way of being a good 

parent.  Set aside your list of things to do when it is time to pay 

attention.      

Invite a friend to come to church with you.  Tell another 

parent at the playground how much your daughter loves 

Plymouth.  Ask someone you love what she thinks about 

eternity.   

We do not need to push our every interpretation of God’s 

ways, but we do need to listen, learn, and share what we have 

learned.   

Point the weeping to comfort, invite wanderers home, and 

tell thirsty people where there is water, show hungry people 

where there is bread.  Share whatever we have found that is 

worth sharing.   

  In her autobiography Traveling Mercies, Anne Lamott 

writes about the person who led her to believe in God’s love.   

Her life was falling apart when she decided to call St. Stephen’s 

Church to talk about it.  A man in a hurry answered the phone.  

She was about to say that she was losing her mind when he 

interrupted to say with real anguish that he was sorry but he had 

to leave.  He begged her to call back in the morning, but when 

she did not reply he said, “Listen.  Never mind.  I’ll wait.  Come 

now.”   

When she got there forty-five minutes later, Bill really 

listened.  He seemed smart and tenderhearted.  So she told him 

how terrible her life had become.   

 She writes: “I don’t remember much of his response, except 

that when I said I didn’t think God could love me, he said, ‘God 

has to love you.  That’s God’s job.’”   

 Lamott describes Bill as “about the first Christian I ever 

met who I could stand to be in the same room with.  Most 

Christians seemed almost hostile in their belief that they were 

saved and you weren’t.   



 When I met him for a second time, he handed me a quote of 

Dag Hammarskjold’s: ‘I don’t know Who or What put the 

question.  I don’t know when it was put.  I don’t even remember 

answering.  But at some moment, I did answer Yes.’   

 Slowly I came back to life.  I’d been like one of the people 

Ezekiel comes upon in the valley of dry bones—people who had 

really given up, who were lifeless and without hope.  But 

because of Ezekiel’s presence, breath comes upon them; spirit 

and kindness revive them” (Anne Lamott, Traveling Mercies, 

New York: Pantheon Books, 1999, 42-44).   

Maybe the kindness and spirit that somebody you know 

needs is your kindness and your spirit.  There is a way of sharing 

God’s love that only you can do.   

There are people in your path that need your gifts and who 

have gifts you will not receive anywhere else.  More than 

anything else, we are here to love and be loved.   
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