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Time To Go Fishing 
Sermon By Rob Ashmall 6/12/2022 

Verses Matthew 28:16-20 and Acts 2:1-4 & 29-42 
 

Three ministers were out fishing on a boat one day when they ran out of bait. The first 
minister got out of the boat and walked across the water. After two hours they ran out of bait 
again and the second minister said he would go get more bait. So, he got up and walked across 
the water. After 3 hours of fishing, they ran out of bait again and the third minister said he 
would get more bait. So, he stepped out of the boat and sank straight to the bottom. The first 
minister, then, turned to the second minister and asked, “Should we have told him where the 
rocks were?” 

Jesus talked of a different kind of fishing. Jesus, when he was calling Simon, who is 
called Peter, and Andrew his brother, talked about fishing for people. In Matthew 4:19; And he 
said to them, “Follow me, and I will make you fish for people.” While we aren’t going to try and 
walk across the water, fishing for people can have very unexpected outcomes. 

John Piper told a story about Joseph, A Masai warrior. 
“One day Joseph, a Masai warrior, was walking along one of these hot, dirty, African 

roads. He met someone who shared the gospel of Jesus Christ with him.  Then and there he 
accepted Jesus as his Lord and Savior. 

The power of the Spirit began transforming his life; he was filled with such excitement 
and joy that the first thing he wanted to do was return to his own village and share the same 
Good News with the members of his local tribe. 

Joseph began going door-to-door, telling everyone he met about the Cross of Jesus and 
the salvation it offered, expecting to see their faces light up the way his had.  To his amazement 
the villagers not only didn’t care, they became violent. 

The men of the village seized him and held him to the ground while the women beat 
him with strands of barbed wire.  He was dragged from the village and left to die alone in the 
bush. 

Joseph somehow managed to crawl to a waterhole, and there, after days of passing in 
and out of consciousness, found the strength to get up.  He wondered about the hostile 
reception he had received from the people he had known all his life.  He decided he must have 
left something out or told the story of Jesus incorrectly.  After rehearsing the message, he had 
first heard, he decided to go back and share his faith once more. 

Joseph limped into the circle of huts and began to proclaim Jesus.  “He died for you, so 
that you might find forgiveness and come to know the living God” he pleaded. 

Again, he was grabbed by the men of the village and held while the women beat him, 
reopening wounds that had just begun to heal. Once more they dragged him unconscious from 
the village and left him to die. 

To have survived the first beating was truly remarkable.  To live through the second was 
a miracle.  Again, days later, Joseph awoke in the wilderness, bruised, scarred — and 
determined to go back. 

He returned to the small village and this time, they attacked him before he had a chance 
to open his mouth.  As they flogged him for the third and probably the last time, he again spoke 
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to them of Jesus Christ, the Lord.  Before he passed out, the last thing he saw was that the 
women who were beating him began to weep. 

This time he awoke in his own bed.  The ones who had so severely beaten him were 
now trying to save his life and nurse him back to health.  The entire village had come to 
Christ.  (From John Piper’s Let the Nations Be Glad, pp.95f.) 

The first time I heard the story of Joseph, I was taken aback. For here in the U.S., there 
are many of us that shy away from telling of our faith because it might offend someone. We 
feel that it might be trampling on some else’s rights to talk about what we believe. Many 
believe that it wouldn’t be fair to be pushing my faith upon another because it might be 
contrary to what they believe and, thus, it could be offensive to them. How could someone 
continue to trample upon the rights of others to believe what they wanted? Yet, in this story, 
we aren’t talking about a simple discussion but of violence perpetrated against someone for 
speaking of the gospel of Jesus Christ. Joseph did not let this violence stop him. He told himself 
that he must have done something wrong. If he hadn’t, they would have believed at first. He 
continued to go back, at the risk of his own life, to bring the message of Christ to others. For 
Joseph knew that without Christ, there is no salvation. Joseph cared enough for them to keep 
going back. He refused to stay silent. 

The United Methodist Book of Discipline tells us that “The mission of the church is to 
make disciples of Jesus Christ for the transformation of the world.” As we saw from our verses 
today,” Jesus has tasked us with making disciples in this world. Yet in our everyday lives, we 
have begun to shy away from it. There are many reasons and excuses. Everything from 
offending someone to the claim that evangelism is not the gift that God gave me. Yet, the same 
person who says this will talk to others about other subjects but will shy away from their faith. 

I want to take a step back for just a minute. In no way am I saying that we need to all be 
Joseph. God did make each one of us with different skills and abilities. However, while we may 
not need to go door to door to convert a village, what is the harm in mentioning our faith to 
those around us? What is compelling us to stay silent? Are we ashamed of our faith in our 
Redeemer who endured the cross to pay for our sins? Do we care so little for our friends, 
family, and acquaintances that we do not want them to know Christ too? Do we care so little 
for those we don’t know that we are willing to allow them to experience life’s turmoil without 
Christ? Are we willing to allow our silence be the reason someone is without Christ for eternity? 

This reminds me of another evangelism story.  
Every Sunday afternoon, after the morning service at the church, the Pastor and his 

eleven year old son would go out into their town and hand out Gospel Tracts. 
This particular Sunday afternoon, as it came time for the Pastor and his son to go to the 

streets with their tracts, it was very cold outside, as well as pouring rain. 
The boy bundled up in his warmest and driest clothes and said, 'OK, dad, I'm ready.' 
His Pastor dad asked, 'Ready for what?' 
'Dad, it's time we gather our tracts together and go out.' 
Dad responds, 'Son, it's very cold outside and it's pouring rain.' 
The boy gives his dad a surprised look, asking, 'But Dad, aren't some people without 

Jesus, even though it's raining?' 
Dad answers, 'Son, I am not going out in this weather.' 
Despondently, the boy asks, 'Dad, can I go? Please?' 
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His father hesitated for a moment then said, 'Son, you can go. Here are the tracts, be 
careful son.' 

Thanks Dad!' 
And with that, he was off and out into the rain. This eleven year old boy walked the 

streets of the town going door to door and handing everybody he met in the street a Gospel 
Tract . 

After two hours of walking in the rain, he was soaking, bone-chilled wet and down to his 
VERY LAST TRACT. He stopped on a corner and looked for someone to hand a tract to, but the 
streets were totally deserted. Then he turned toward the first home he saw and started up the 
sidewalk to the front door and rang the doorbell. He rang the bell, but nobody answered. 

He rang it again and again, but still no one answered. He waited but still no answer. 
Finally, this eleven-year-old trooper turned to leave, but something stopped him. 
Again, he turned to the door and rang the bell and knocked loudly on the door with his 

fist. He waited, something holding him there on the front porch! 
He rang again and this time the door slowly opened. 
Standing in the doorway was a very sad-looking elderly lady. She softly asked, 'What can 

I do for you, son?' With radiant eyes and a smile that lit up her world, this little boy said, 
'Ma'am, I'm sorry if I disturbed you, but I just want to tell you that * JESUS REALLY DOES LOVE 
YOU * and I came to give you my very last Gospel Tract which will tell you all about JESUS and 
His great LOVE.' 

With that, he handed her his last tract and turned to leave. 
She called to him as he departed. 'Thank you, son! And God Bless You!' 
Well, the following Sunday morning in church Pastor Dad was in the pulpit. As the 

service began, he asked, 'Does anybody have testimony or want to say anything?' 
Slowly, in the back row of the church, an elderly lady stood to her feet. 
As she began to speak, a look of glorious radiance came from her face, 'No one in this 

church knows me. I've never been here before. You see, before last Sunday I was not a 
Christian. My husband passed on some time ago, leaving me totally alone in this world. Last 
Sunday, being a particularly cold and rainy day, it was even more so in my heart that I came to 
the end of the line where I no longer had any hope or will to live. 

So I took a rope and a chair and ascended the stairway into the attic of my home. I 
fastened the rope securely to a rafter in the roof, then stood on the chair and fastened the 
other end of the rope around my neck. Standing on that chair, so lonely and broken-hearted I 
was about to leap off, when suddenly the loud ringing of my doorbell downstairs startled me. I 
thought, 'I'll wait a minute, and whoever it is will go away.' 

I waited and waited, but the ringing doorbell seemed to get louder and more insistent, 
and then the person ringing also started knocking loudly... 

I thought to myself again, 'Who on earth could this be? 
Nobody ever rings my bell or comes to see me.' I loosened the rope from my neck and 

started for the front door, all the while the bell rang louder and louder. 
When I opened the door and looked, I could hardly believe my eyes, for there on my 

front porch was the most radiant and angelic little boy I had ever seen in my life. His SMILE, oh, 
I could never describe it to you! 
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The words that came from his mouth caused my heart that had long been dead, TO 
LEAP TO LIFE as he exclaimed with a cherub-like voice, 'Ma'am, I just came to tell you that 
JESUS REALLY DOES LOVE YOU .' 

Then he gave me this Gospel Tract that I now hold in my hand.. 
As the little angel disappeared back out into the cold and rain, I closed my door and read 

slowly every word of this Gospel Tract. Then I went up to my attic to get my rope and chair. I 
wouldn't be needing them anymore. 

You see-- -I am now a Happy Child of God. Since the address of your church was on the 
back of this Gospel Tract, I have come here to personally say THANK YOU to God's little angel 
who came just in the nick of time and by so doing, spared me.' 

There was not a dry eye in the church. And as shouts of praise and honor to Jesus 
resounded off the very rafters of the building, Pastor Dad descended from the pulpit to the 
front pew where the little angel was seated.... 

He took his son in his arms and sobbed uncontrollably. 
Probably no church has had a more glorious moment, and probably this universe has 

never seen a Papa that was more filled with love & honor for his son.... Except for One. 
Both of the stories that we talked about so far today have been about someone trying 

to reach out to people in different ways. One story talks about how a group of people was 
reached and the other talks of only one person being reached. Yet, we do not need to reach out 
to the whole world. While we are talking of evangelism, we only need to reach out to one 
person. 

As Christians, we are the bearer of the message. We should not try to hide what we 
know. Matthew 5:15-16 says; “No one after lighting a lamp puts it under the bushel basket, but 
on the lampstand, and it gives light to all in the house. In the same way, let your light shine 
before others, so that they may see your good works and give glory to your Father in heaven.” 

Yet, when we tell the world of Christ and His message, it does not necessarily mean 
someone is going to give their life to Christ in that moment. We only sow the seed but God is 
the one who makes those seeds grow. Matthew 13:3-9 says; 3And he told them many things in 
parables, saying: “Listen! A sower went out to sow. 4And as he sowed, some seeds fell on the 
path, and the birds came and ate them up. 5Other seeds fell on rocky ground, where they did 
not have much soil, and they sprang up quickly, since they had no depth of soil. 6But when the 
sun rose, they were scorched; and since they had no root, they withered away. 7Other seeds fell 
among thorns, and the thorns grew up and choked them. 8Other seeds fell on good soil and 
brought forth grain, some a hundredfold, some sixty, some thirty. 9Let anyone with ears listen!” 
Matthew 13:18-23, then goes on to explain it saying; 18“Hear then the parable of the 
sower. 19When anyone hears the word of the kingdom and does not understand it, the evil one 
comes and snatches away what is sown in the heart; this is what was sown on the path. 20 As 
for what was sown on rocky ground, this is the one who hears the word and immediately 
receives it with joy; 21 yet such a person has no root, but endures only for a while, and when 
trouble or persecution arises on account of the word, that person immediately falls away. 22 As 
for what was sown among thorns, this is the one who hears the word, but the cares of the 
world and the lure of wealth choke the word, and it yields nothing. 23But as for what was sown 
on good soil, this is the one who hears the word and understands it, who indeed bears fruit and 
yields, in one case a hundredfold, in another sixty, and in another thirty.” 
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In many aspects of life, we can take things for granted. We can forget all of the blessings 
that God has provided to us. Whether those blessings are financial, have to do with one’s 
health, or something else, we can easily fall into the trap of forgetting how lucky we are to have 
these things in our lives, for our family and for us. Yet, no matter what blessings we experience 
in life, the greatest gift of all is that Jesus provides our salvation. Taking this for granted will not 
only affect our relationship with Jesus but can harm others. For, we cannot assume that those 
we encounter in life know Christ. This greatest gift of salvation, from Christ, is not something 
we should keep to ourselves. It is not an exclusive club only for those who were brought up in a 
church. We must remember the words we hear in 1 Timothy 2: 3 and 4; “…God our Savior, who 
desires everyone to be saved and come to the knowledge of truth.  

So, we must ask ourselves; Are we ready to talk of our Lord? Are we ready to share an 
eternity with our Risen Savior with others? Are we ready to speak of what we believe? Are we 
going to allow ourselves to stop hiding the light under a basket? Are we ready to be a disciple? 

As we go forth from worship today, I pray for that strength for each of us.  Amen. 


