
The Call of the Lord, February 10, 2019, St. Timothy, Burnaby 

Is 6:1-8; Ps 138; 1 Cor 15:1-11; Lk 5:1-11 

“Then I heard the voice of the Lord saying, ‘Whom shall I send, and who will go for us?’ And I said, ‘Here 

am I; send me!’” 

Prayer 

For three years, I worked in a convenience store attached to a laundromat. That would have nothing to 

do with our readings today except that that convenience store was located right next to the ferry 

terminal and right next to the docks. We sold the usual things in the convenience store: potato chips, 

candy, chocolate bars, soft drinks, terrible coffee—but we also sold fishing licenses, fishing tackle, and 

bait. Many of our customers were American tourists, just off the cruise ships that stopped by on the way 

to Alaska; more of them were ferry travelers waiting for the next sailing; but another group of our 

customers were people who spent a lot of time on their boats. Some of them were people who lived on 

their boats and needed groceries (and didn’t have a car to get to the real grocery stores), some were 

people who were just stopping by between trips out on the ocean and popping over to the pub and 

hotel across the parking lot; but some of our customers were fishermen. Not people who went fishing 

on the weekends—that’s something else. These were fishermen. And I don’t mean to be sexist—there 

were a couple of women as well who were professional fishers—but the vast majority of them were 

men. 

Now, stereotypes are a bad thing—except when they are useful. So, some of the stereotypes that I 

experienced with the professional fishers that I encountered may not be true for every single 

professional fisher. But you can judge for yourself how well they resonate with your experience. 

The fishermen I met were often hairy—big beards. They were often stocky builds. And usually, they 

didn’t speak a whole lot. They tended to say only the words that were necessary—and would use so few 

words that it was almost as if they were speaking in code. They drank strong coffee and kept very 

different hours than the rest of the population. They were strong with very weathered and calloused 

hands and faces. Their eyes were in an almost permanent squint—unless they were telling a story. Then 

suddenly they were animated and chatty and excited—very different from their usual demeanour.  

If you were to meet a fisherman for the first time you would probably think he was rude with poor 

manners. Fishermen often use language that is not appropriate for a pulpit and can come across gruff 

and possibly even aloof because they don’t show much interest in the niceties that we in the city often 

exchange even with perfect strangers. “Oh hello! Let me get that door for you! How are you today? It’s a 

lovely day, isn’t it? No, please, you first.” 

Perhaps the best illustration about fishermen I can give you is from someone who himself spent a lot of 

time on boats. This friend of mine is a big strong man—not all that hairy anymore, but he doesn’t work 

on a boat anymore either. But he has big arms and a big chest—he is not the kind of guy who is pushed 

around. However, that is exactly what happened. He was on a boat, fairly new to the job, and he was 

cleaning the deck, avoiding the equipment and gear that seems to cover most of the walking area. While 

he was standing in one area just wrapping some cables, without warning and without a word another 

man on the boat rushed up to him and shoved him, both hands, onto the ground. My friend was 

shocked! What had he done? Why was this man so angry with him? (and, who would dare push 



someone like him?) As he collected himself and got back to his feet the other man explained to him 

what had happened. My friend was standing around a coiled rope for the anchor—it was in a big pile on 

the deck and one foot was in the middle of the coil while the other was outside. The anchor was 

dropping. Had this other man not pushed my friend onto the deck, he would have gotten his leg caught 

up in the anchor’s rope as it dropped to the bottom of the ocean. He would have certainly been killed. 

It is easy to see why fishermen come across as gruff, harsh, and sometimes even mean. There was no 

time for debate. There was no time for courtesy. There was no time for a polite entreaty, “would you 

kindly step two steps in that direction, dear sir?” You move, or you die. Behind the hairy weathered face 

and beady wind-and-saltwater-beaten eyes is someone who moves quickly, relies on their experience, 

and draws from their heart.  

In the gospel reading we have today, Jesus calls his first disciples from fishing boats. In thousands of 

years many jobs have evolved. Fishing is not one of them. Sure, there is more technology today than in 

the time of Jesus, but the job still means strange hours, long days, life-or-death reactions, and many 

weeks or months away from families at home—with no guarantee of sufficient income.  

Jesus could have chosen anyone to be his first disciples—he could have chosen people in positions of 

power or influence; he could have chosen people especially good with words and persuasion; he could 

have chosen people who were so affable that people would be automatically interested in what they 

had to say. I will not claim to understand Jesus’ motives, but I can guess at them: Independent 

fishermen (those who owned their own boats and fishing gear such as Peter, Andrew, James and John) 

were probably much like the fishermen that I encountered. Not great orators (but engaging story-

tellers), not especially concerned with social expectations and norms, used to making life-or-death 

decisions at the snap of a finger, and beholding to no one. If you own your boat then you work for 

yourself. The work is long and hard and requires a long time away from land and from your family, but if 

things go well, a good catch will earn you some good money—and if you don’t work, you don’t get paid. 

A fisherman cannot be bought. They are their own master. So if they say something, you can believe 

that it is the truth—or at the very least, they believe it to be true. As a result, fishermen make for very 

compelling witnesses.  

Throughout Christian history, it is not what Peter had to say through his letters that has been the most 

compelling, but the words that he said and his actions during his life that made the biggest impact. 

When Jesus wanted to wash his feet, Peter said, “no, you will never wash my feet!” After Jesus 

convinced him, Peter said, “then wash my whole body!” When Jesus talked about being betrayed into 

the enemy, Peter said “no, Lord! Never!” When Jesus said, “who do you say that I am,” Peter said, “you 

are the messiah, the son of God.” Peter is not a man of half-measures. So, when this fisherman 

reluctantly agrees to cast his net again into the deep water (even though he has fished all night and that 

is the best time for fishing), he is shocked to find such a large catch of fish that it threatens to sink his 

and his partners’ boats. How does this man of no half-measures react? 

“Go away from me, Lord. For I am a sinful man!” 

It’s striking how similar this response is to the one we saw when Isaiah was called to be a prophet: “Woe 

is me! I am lost, for I am a man of unclean lips, and I live among a people of unclean lips; yet my eyes 

have seen the King, the Lord of hosts!” And it’s no accident that our second reading also involves 

someone being called by God: Paul recounts his conversion to the Corinthians. “[Jesus] appeared also to 



me. For I am the least of the apostles, unfit to be called an apostle, because I persecuted the church of 

God.” Though Paul doesn’t have the same reaction as Peter and Isaiah at the moment Jesus says to him 

by the road, “Saul, Saul, why are you persecuting me?” he does spend the rest of his life reminding 

people about his life before Jesus called him. He too was a man in need of cleansing and not worthy of 

the call that the Lord was placing on him. 

And so, it is not lightly that one responds to a call from God. If God is calling you it can be a terrifying 

thing. Think of Jeremiah, last week, called to tell his own people that God was delivering them into the 

hands of their enemies because of their disobedience. Or think of Jonah, called to minister to his mortal 

enemies, so that they might repent and receive the mercy of God, though they had never shown mercy 

to God’s people.  

Ultimately, Peter, Isaiah, Jeremiah, and Jonah all obeyed when they were called. They were fearful—for 

it is a fearful thing to fall into the hands of the living God. God is not to be trifled with.  

Many of us who have discerned a call toward ordination have used the phrase “if I could do anything 

else, I would.” This speaks to the urgency of the call—not to the incompetency of the clergy—we are 

capable in other fields… I do not have this work and this calling because it is noble or because I want to 

hold people as captive audiences for twelve and a half minutes once a week or because I really like this 

fancy clothing. I do this work because anything else would be less than God’s desire for me—and having 

gone through that process of discerning God’s call in my life, I am quite certain that anything else would 

leave me frustrated and unfulfilled because I believe that God has intended this for me and me for this. 

But I’m conscious of all of you gathered here—because it is not only the clergy who have a call. It is not 

only people who wear funny collars and are professional pray-ers who have to respond when God says, 

“who shall I send?” God has a calling for all of us—all of you. It may be that God is calling some of you to 

be ministers in the church of God. It may be that some (or even many) of you have already found your 

call. But I suspect that there are some of you who are still searching, still discerning God’s call for your 

life.  

It may be that God wants you to dedicate your entire life to building God’s kingdom on earth. But it also 

may be that God’s desire is for you to stay where you are, doing mostly what you’re doing, but noticing 

something else in your life where you have the ability to make a positive impact. One of the best 

definitions I’ve heard for “vocation” is the intersection between your greatest joy and the world’s 

greatest need. Or, as a Facebook post I saw put it: Where what breaks your heart most about this world 

overlaps with your unique talents, skills, and gifts is where you are now being called to be in service.  

And it is just those things that are unique about you that make you the right person for the calling God 

has in mind for you. Paul says, despite his earlier life persecuting the church, “But by the grace of God I 

am what I am, and his grace toward me has not been in vain.”  

God calls each of us where we are and as we are to do the work that only we can do. Your unique gifts 

and talents make you the ideal person for the role that God has in mind for your life. Moses was not a 

great speaker. Jeremiah was hesitant. Paul had devoted his life to destroying The Way of Jesus. But God 

used them all. 

And Peter, Andrew, James, and John were fishermen. Uncouth, brash, and a little headstrong. It’s no 

wonder that James and John were called The Sons of Thunder. And yet it is exactly those things that 



made them unique from many of their counterparts that made them ideal apostles and witnesses of 

Jesus. 

 

Where is God calling you to use your unique gifts and talents to further the kingdom of God? 

May we all have the courage of Isaiah: “Then I heard the voice of the Lord saying, ‘Whom shall I send, 

and who will go for us?’ And I said, ‘Here am I; send me!’” 


