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April 10, 2016 
Third Sunday of Easter 
 
I remember very well the end of the gathering for my father’s funeral, more than five years ago now.  The Mass 
was over, the luncheon was complete, all the people had departed, the burial wasn’t going to take place until 
later in the spring, and it was time to go home.  I remember thinking that there ought to be something specific 
that should mark the moment but there wasn’t anything like that.  I put on my coat and walked past the empty, 
dark church.  There was a cluster of flowers in the corner that people had sent to the funeral in honor of my 
Dad.  I took one of them to carry home, hoping that the cold, January air wouldn’t kill it.  And then I just got into 
the car and went away, back to Saint Paul.  I didn’t ask the question consciously, but it loomed over everything:  
What am I supposed to do now?  What happens next?  Life had changed forever and I had no more parents. The 
drama of the dying process had ended and I suddenly had a lot more time on my hands—very quiet, 
unscheduled, restless time.  For what?  Shouldn’t there be some sort of plan?  There wasn’t any, so I went back 
to my office and started responding to emails about work stuff. 

What else is there to do on a Monday afternoon in the middle of winter? 

I think I can understand a little about how St. Peter felt during the days after Easter.  He and his companions had 
found their way back home to Galilee after all the drama of Good Friday in Jerusalem.  They returned to how it 
had been before Jesus ever came into their lives.  Back to the seashore, back to what they knew before the last 
few amazing years spent with their friend who was now dead and gone.  Back to work. 

“I am going fishing,” Peter told the others.  And they said, “Fine.  We’ll go with you.”  What else were they 
supposed to do?  They had seen and heard and participated in some astonishing moments with Jesus while they 
were together with him: the miracles, the healings, the Transfiguration, the meals, the prayers, the parties, the 
conflicts.  But now it was done, and they all had a lot of idle time on their hands.  What exactly is the schedule 
for disciples of a great teacher and prophet who seemed, in the end, to have failed?  Who seemed now to be 
only a happy, bittersweet memory?  What happens next?  It’s hard to blame them for returning to the only thing 
they knew how to do to keep themselves alive.  They went out fishing.  I went to the computer in my office.  
They went out on the boat.  OK. 

And then in a moment it all changed.  This Jesus who died was alive again and had come to meet them in the 
very same place where he had first found them, fishing in Galilee.  But now it was different because now he was 
raised from the dead, and what he was asking of them was no longer merely follow him around as observers but 
to be his very presence for others.  Peter and the others were no longer merely to watch Jesus tend and feed the 
sheep; they were the ones who were commissioned and empowered to do it themselves.  They were no longer 
to accompany the Christ, the were to be the Christ for whom the whole world longed and searched.  It was 
amazing, really, this very frail, fallible human little group, was to be the very proof that Jesus is alive and well 
and beyond the threats of sin or death.  And that is still our mission today. 

For those first Apostles, the appearance/encounter with the risen Lord changed their job description forever.  For a 
second time they were made to abandon their careers as fisherman and to leave their familiar attachments behind.  
They left the Sea of Galilee, this time never to return.  Because after you’ve met the Risen Jesus, you can’t simply 
return to life as it used to be, and if you think you can then you really have failed to meet the Risen Lord.   
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It’s a little different for many of us, who are consigned to return to all the familiar places and situations after 
Easter, as I was after my father’s funeral.  I wasn’t asked to make a radical break with my past or with my 
present, but I was invited to engage it in a new way, with a new sense of urgency and responsibility and clarity.  

For Peter, this time, Jesus’ command was no longer, “Follow me,” but was instead, “Be Me—feed the sheep, 
tend the lambs.”  That is the burden—the happy burden—of having encountered the Risen Savior:  Don’t just 
admire me, don’t just obey me:  Be Me! 

In our Eucharist today and always we pray for and receive all the strength, grace and reassurance that we need 
to do exactly that; to Be Jesus, alive.  That’s what we do next.  That’s our agenda.  Probably it’s in the very same 
situations and among the very same people that we were with before, but it can never be the same again.  Not if 
it’s really Easter. 

 


