On being Fishermen for Men
Luke 5:1-11 

    On one occasion, while the crowd was pressing in on him to hear the word of God, he was standing by the lake of Gennesaret, [2] and he saw two boats by the lake, but the fishermen had gone out of them and were washing their nets. [3] Getting into one of the boats, which was Simon's, he asked him to put out a little from the land. And he sat down and taught the people from the boat. [4] And when he had finished speaking, he said to Simon, "Put out into the deep and let down your nets for a catch." [5] And Simon answered, "Master, we toiled all night and took nothing! But at your word I will let down the nets." [6] And when they had done this, they enclosed a large number of fish, and their nets were breaking. [7] They signaled to their partners in the other boat to come and help them. And they came and filled both the boats, so that they began to sink. [8] But when Simon Peter saw it, he fell down at Jesus' knees, saying, "Depart from me, for I am a sinful man, O Lord." [9] For he and all who were with him were astonished at the catch of fish that they had taken, [10] and so also were James and John, sons of Zebedee, who were partners with Simon. And Jesus said to Simon, "Do not be afraid; from now on you will be catching men." [11] And when they had brought their boats to land, they left everything and followed him. 

I had a cup of coffee this past Friday with a guy I grew up with and was my college roommate all four years of my college days.  He is now the Senior Minister of Music at one of the largest Southern Baptist Churches in the convention.  He has been in that position for almost 17 years now.  This church averages over 4,000 in Sunday morning worship attendance.  He was in the area for what is called a Metro 1 music conference.  To be invited to a Metro 1 you have to be a certain size of church.  To understand how big this church is – take Hillcrest Baptist and Olive Baptist put them together and you would barely have half of the church that this man leads music for.

I remember him as a child.  He was well-known in town --a rounder of sorts, not famous for his music.  If something went wrong in town, usually his name came up as a suspect!  It is amazing to see what God does in people’s lives.  I knew this guy from Cub Scout days.  

If he is Metro 1, I guess we would be about Metro 449!  I am thinking about hosting a Metro 449 conference at Green’s or Crazy Horse.  But hear me on this.  This is a word about being faithful where you are over what you have (what God has given you!) –

Jesus turned a fishing boat into a church.  He made a seat on a boat into a pulpit.

Convenient buildings may often be lacking for assembling a company of hearers.  Convenient rooms may often not be found for gathering children to school. What, then, are we to do?  Shall we sit still and do nothing?  God forbid!  If we cannot do all we want, le us do what we can.  Let us work with such tools as we have.  While we are lingering and delaying, souls are perishing.  It is the slothful heart that is always looking at the hedge thorns and the loin in the way (Proverbs 15:9; 22:13)  Where we are and as we are, in season and out of season, by one means or by another, by tongue or by pen, by speaking or by writing, let us strive to be ever working for God.  But let us never stand still.  (J.C. Ryle)
The Lillian Fellowship is challenged when it comes to church buildings and rooms.  We don’t have educational space, a fellowship hall, Sunday school rooms, or a nursery.  We trust God will provide timely and appropriately what we need, but we should be doing all we can now and not waiting until we are more conveniently housed.  There are some advantages to our disadvantages.  We can learn to be creative and innovative in our use of the space we have here, the space we have in our homes, and even the space out back of this building around those picnic tables under the oak tress around this building!
[5] And Simon answered, "Master, we toiled all night and took nothing! But at your word I will let down the nets."  Peter said “Lord, we’ve given our best effort, fished all night as hard as we could and we have caught nothing, but whatever You say I will do.  

We are meant to learn the blessing of immediate, unhesitating obedience to every plain command of Christ. The path of duty may sometimes be hard and disagreeable. The wisdom of the course we propose to follow may not be apparent to the world.  But none of these things move us.  We are not to confer with flesh and blood.  We are to go straight forward when Jesus says, “go,” and do a thing boldly, unflinchingly, and decidedly, when Jesus says, “do it.”  We are to walk by faith and not by sight, and believe that what we don’t see now to be right and reasonable, we shall see hereafter.  (J.C. Ryle)
Notice also Peter’s response to the catch of fish.  He was not licking his chops at the prospect of a great church-wide fish fry or even opening a seafood market and making a great profit.  Instead, Peter recognized his unworthiness to receive such an immense blessing from Jesus.  The goodness and grace of the gift made Peter all the more recognize how undeserving He was to receive the gift.  Does what God does for you cause you to feel more unworthy?  Does what He has already done for you cause you to sense more your great need of Him and your total dependence upon His mercy and grace?

We live in the age of entitlement.  So many in our society think they are entitled to whatever they need no matter what it costs in tax revenue.  They see the government as a service provider which has a endless supply of money.  We think we deserve better, need more, and should get it.  

But hear me – to understand that your only entitlement is the white hot flames of a Devil’s hell, to come to the understanding that you should thank God daily you don’t get what you deserve – this is not bondage, but it is liberation.   It is not poor self esteem; it is the power of being free.  Grace is the most liberating notion.  In Christ my sins are taken away and His righteous standing before God becomes mine.  You do not truly see the import of this until you are able to say with Peter, "Depart from me, for I am a sinful man, O Lord."
Let us strive to know more and more, every year we live, our need of a mediator between ourselves and God.  Let us seek more and more to realize that without a mediator our thoughts of God can never be comfortable, and the more clearly we see God the more uncomfortable we must feel.  Above all, let us be thankful that we have in Jesus the very Mediator whose help our souls require, and that through Him we may draw near to God with boldness, and cast fear away.  Out of Christ, God is a consuming fire. In Christ, he is a reconciled Father.  Without Christ, the strictest moralist may well tremble, as he looks forward to his end.  Through Christ, the chief sinners may approach God with confidence, and feel perfect peace (J.C. Ryle)
Notice how this passage ends – 

[11] And when they had brought their boats to land, they left everything and followed him.
These were commercial fishermen by vocation.  They were not just out catching a few fish hoping to have a good time on the weekend. This was their job, their livelihood, the way they worked to pay their bills and support their families.  They left behind their boats, their nets and their jobs to follow Jesus they left everything and followed him. 
In this bold career move, they actually became fishermen of another sort.  Jesus told Peter And Jesus said to Simon, "Do not be afraid; from now on you will be catching men." 
Some of you might not be aware that I grew up in a fishing village of sorts.  Port St. Joe, Florida is my hometown.  I was born and raised there; my parents still live there.  Just outside Port St. Joe there is a bridge that crosses the Intercoastal Canal that lets out into St. Joe bay.  Two big fisheries sit just north of the bridge.  One is called Raffield’s Fishery and the other is called Woods’ Fishery.  You may have noticed on the corners of some of the roads in Pensacola a sign recently saying “Port St. Joe, Florida Shrimp.”  I stopped and bought some recently just to see who this guy was.  I did not know him, but found out he bought the shrimp from Woods’ Fisheries.  Gene Raffield, who I believe now is dead, was a member of my home church in Port St. Joe (the First Baptist Church).  I remember when he was saved.  He was very successful and after the Lord saved him a very generous man giving to the Lord’s work. His daughter was in the youth group with me in that church growing up.  The other fishery was originally owned by Buddy Woods’ father.  Buddy and Linda Wood are still members of the church.  Linda teaches one of the Sunday school classes (and has since I was a teenager in the church).  Patrick and Peggy McFarland lived down the street from me.  Peggy died several years ago, but her husband Patrick is a life-long commercial fisherman who runs St. Patrick’s Seafood (Patrick and I both know he is no saint, except in the Lord!)  Peggy was a very special lady in my own spiritual pilgrimage.  The point I am making is that I grew up around fishermen.
I remember hearing a story about Buddy Wood once.  Fishing is one of those feast or famine vocations.  You seem to make a lot of money quickly or none at all for a long period of time.  During one of those lean years, Buddy was forced to take a job in the chemical plant adjacent to the Intercoastal canal, almost right across from his dad’s fishery.  The story is told that while Buddy was working in the plant, he would go to the restroom that had a window looking out onto the canal and that as he would look at the boats going out, he would begin to weep, because he wanted to be fishing, not working in the plant.

I am wondering today if those of us who have been called to be fishers of men (and all of us have!) have not lost this passion. Do you ever weep because you are not out fishing for men, women and young people?  Do you ever feel grieved that more fish are not being caught?  Do you have a passion and compassion to reach the lost?  Does the spiritual darkness that grips so many pain you to the very core of your being? 
I want the Lillian Fellowship to catch some fish.  I believe that is what God wants us to do.  And I believe we ought to weep until we drop the gospel net and it is filled like that net that Peter, James, and John dropped at the Lord’s command in this story.

Would you pray with me about that, weep with me over that, and work with me towards that?
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