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Fishing Stories 

May 1, 2022 

 

I grew up going to church. One of the stories that always stuck with me was the story of the Last 

Supper, in particular, Peter’s actions. Peter swears that he’ll never desert Jesus, but Jesus warns 

him: “Before the cock crows, you will have denied me 3 times.” 

 

Of course, we just heard that story a few weeks ago; that’s how it plays out. After Jesus is 

arrested, Peter 3 times denies knowing him. Then, just after the 3rd denial, the cock crows. Peter 

hears his teacher’s words in his head: “Before the cock crows, you will have denied me 3 times.” 

 

That story always stuck with me.  And strangely enough, that story came up in my life in an odd 

way.  

 

When I was 12 years old, my family went on vacation to North Carolina.  On this vacation, we 

planned a deep-sea fishing trip for one of the mornings we were there.  A few years beforehand, 

my family had gone deep-sea fishing and caught a 6-foot marlin, which was incredible.  I had not 

been on that trip, and so I was eager at age 12 to experience the thrill of catching a big fish. 

 

My dad and uncle, brothers and cousins and I all arrived at the pier shortly after dawn.  As we 

were getting ready to board the boat, my uncle took out some Dramamine, a motion sickness 

medicine, and started handing out pills to everyone. 

 

When he got to me, my uncle checked in with my dad to see if I could have one, since I was 12.  

Now my dad is a doctor and one of the smartest people I know.  And I think, in that moment, he 

was bringing to bear all his medical knowledge to answer this question of whether or not I could 

take some Dramamine.  On most medicine bottles (like Tylenol or Advil), the instructions say 

something like, “For adults and children over 12, this is the dosage.  For children 12 and 

younger, consult your physician.” 

 

Well, my physician was being consulted.  After a few moments’ thought, my dad said to my 

uncle, “No, Andrew can’t have that;” (and I quote) “he’s too young.” 

 

Fateful words.  Because the sea was a-churning that day… and so were our stomachs.  Even with 

the Dramamine, almost everyone on that boat became violently ill.  At any given time, one of us 

poor saps was leaning over the railing of that ship.   

 

But if there was winner, if there was a champion that day of seasickness, it was this guy, the one 

“too young” for Dramamine. I emptied my stomach not once, not twice, but three times that 

morning.  I, in fact, earned my own personal bucket before long. 

 

We started that morning with the hopes of landing a marlin.  Before long, our ambitions had 

sunk to just catching a fish or two.  But by the end of that trip, we were hoping to get off that 

boat with some shred of dignity still intact.  And speaking as someone who spent the trip with 

my head in a bucket, I don’t think we even achieved that. 
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The poor crew. I can’t imagine what they were thinking.  “Here we go again – a bunch of land-

lubbers.”  And I don’t know if my dad or uncle talked to them, or if they just made a judgment 

call on their own, but we ended that fishing expedition early.  After being out on the seas for 

maybe an hour, the crew fired up the engine to head back to shore. 

 

And at that moment, staring into my bucket, a funny thought struck me.  I had just been sick for 

the third time when the engines kicked on.  And what I heard in my head was a kind of parody of 

Jesus warning Peter of his betrayal.  I heard in my head, “Before the boat engines start, you will 

have thrown up three times.”   

 

If there was a redeeming moment of that trip, it took place when we were heading back to the 

harbor.  As the boat sped along, a pod of dolphins started swimming alongside the boat.  It was 

incredible to see that playing in the water – it was beautiful and unforgettable. 

 

In the midst of misery and frustration came a moment of grace. 

 

I think we see that progression in another fishing story today.  We hear that Peter and some of 

the other disciples are gathered together.  They’ve seen the risen Jesus.  They were amazed.  But 

what are they going to do now?  Well, they do what they know.  They go fishing. 

 

They fish all night and catch nothing.  How frustrating that must’ve been!  At least they don’t 

have a bunch of extra hooligans on the boat getting seasick, but still, it’s a frustrating night. 

 

But out of frustration and confusion comes a moment of grace.  This stranger on the shore tells 

them to let down their nets on the other side of the boat, and they haul in a huge catch.  A light 

bulb clicks on in the mind of John the disciple: “Oh, that must be Jesus!  Miracle of abundance?  

Lots of food?  Appearing at dawn?  Gotta be Jesus.” 

 

And they come ashore, gather around a fire, and have breakfast together.  Out of frustration 

comes this beautiful moment of grace. 

 

And then there’s another moment of redemption.  The 2nd half of our Gospel reading is 

sometimes called “The Restoration of Peter.”  It harkens back to Peter’s denial of Jesus (and it 

doesn’t have to do with throwing up before the boat engines start).  The night of Jesus’ arrest, 

Peter warmed himself at a charcoal fire, and three times he lied to convince others that he didn’t 

know Jesus. 

 

Today, he gathers with friends around a charcoal fire, and three times affirms that he loves Jesus.  

Jesus, then, not only forgives Peter, but calls him to be a leader, to serve Jesus’ flock.  Of all the 

people Jesus could ask to lead this movement, Peter is not the number one candidate… and yet 

he is chosen. 

 

But out of frustration, out of betrayal, out of failure and shame on Peter’s part comes grace and 

forgiveness and empowerment. 

 



3 

And as if that isn’t powerful enough, we hear a similar trajectory in our reading from Acts.  We 

are introduced to Saul, who is the most zealous persecutor of the early Church.  Anyone who 

belongs to “the Way” (which was the early name for Christianity, for Jesus’ movement) could be 

arrested, thanks to Saul’s lobbying.  Saul is downright evil. 

 

But then we hear the story of Jesus appearing to Saul on the road to Damascus.  Saul is struck 

blind, and he hears Jesus speaking to him.  After fasting (for three days), Saul finds Ananias and 

is healed and filled with the Holy Spirit.  And then, by the end of this short section of the Bible, 

Saul starts proclaiming that Jesus is the Son of God! 

 

Out of misery, out of persecution, out of evil comes grace and forgiveness and empowerment.  

 

That, of course, is the message of Easter.  Easter Sunday is over.  The lilies are gone; the Easter 

chocolates have been eaten (at least they are in our house; they didn’t last long).  Easter seems 

like it happened ages ago.  But we celebrate the season of Easter to remind ourselves that the 

resurrection wasn’t just a one-time event. 

 

God still continues to work, to help us move from misery and frustration and loneliness, darkness 

to grace and love.  And it might not take 3 days, like it did for Saul (and for Jesus), but that 

movement is there.  We worship a God who forgives, who turns people from evil to good, who 

encourages those who struggle, who creates peace out of war.  The call for us is the same call 

that Jesus offered to Peter: “Follow me.” 

 

We just have to trust God and walk it. 

 

Amen. 
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