
The Calling of Simon

I want to tell you about a man called Simon.  Simon Johnson was his name.  His 
father you see was called John, so everyone called him Simon John's Son. 
Simon lived a long time ago in a very hot country called Palestine . He lived in a 
little village beside a very large lake. So Large that people called it a sea. The 
sea of Galilee, to be precise. 

Simon was a fisherman.  He had a small boat, and every day he went out on the 
lake with his brother Andrew.  They would throw out their nets and wait, and wait, 
and wait.  Sometimes, the nets were bulging with fish when they pulled them in, 
sometimes though they caught nothing, and when they caught nothing Simon 
and his family had nothing to eat.

One day Simon and Andrew pushed their little boat out onto the lake and let 
down their nets.  They fished all day, through the heat of the mid-day sun and on 
into the afternoon.  Buy tea time they were tired and hungry and thirsty, but they 
hadn't caught anything.  Not even the smallest tiddler.

"We can't go home with nothing," moaned Simon. So they carried on fishing, 
through the evening and on into the night.  The days were hot, but the nights 
were very cold.  They shivered in their thin clothes but still there were no fish to 
catch.

Just after dawn Simon and Andrew decided that they would have to give up. 
They brought their little boat into the shore and began tidying and washing the 
nets, ready for their next fishing trip.

As he washed the nets in the shallow water by the edge of the Lake, Simon 
happened to notice a young man walking along the shore.  Not far from Simon 
and Andrew the young man stopped.  Simon noticed that he began to talk to the 
people around him.

Simon bent down to his work again but when he glanced up again a few minutes 
later he was amazed to see that quite a crowd had gathered around the young 
man . In fact there were so many people that they were beginning to block the 
road that ran beside the lake.  Simon got on with his work, and was just thinking 
how inconvenient and annoying it was to have the road blocked like that, when 
there was the sound of a voice.
"Excuse me,"  it said, and it was right beside Simon.  Simon stretched up from his 
work.  Beside him was the young man he had watched earlier.
"Excuse me," he asked again, "I wonder if you would be so kind as to let me use 
your boat.  You see I'm causing a bit of a disturbance with all of these people, so 
I thought that if I sat in a boat just a few yards out from the shore I could talk to 
the people while they sat on the beach . I wonder if I could use your boat?"



Simon was about to say: "Not likely mate! We've been out all day and night and 
haven't caught a thing.  We're wacked and we're off home to bed!"  But when he 
looked at the young man he somehow couldn't bring himself to say all of this.  In 
fact Simon couldn't bring himself to say very much at all, which was unusual for 
Simon.  He normally had plenty to say.  Somehow this man wasn't like anyone 
else he had ever met.  Simon couldn't tell what it was, but immediately he knew 
that there was something special about him.  Before Simon really knew it, the 
young man stepped into the boat and Simon and Andrew pushed out a few yards 
from the shore.

They sat and listened to the young man speak.  It seemed to Simon as if every 
word he said was like a clear cool drink of water after a hot day's fishing.  It 
seemed as if every word reached right inside Simon and did something inside of 
him that he didn't really understand.

The young man talked about God and how much he loved them.  He talked 
about heaven and how wonderful a place it was.  He said something that to 
Simon seemed very strange.  He said, if you follow me then I will lead you all the 
way to heaven where you can be with me for ever.

Simon listened to every word.  He wished that the young man would keep talking 
for ever and ever but eventually he stopped.  Simon pulled up the anchor and 
was about to head back to shore when the young man said:  "No Simon. Go out 
to the middle of the lake and let down your nets,"

Simon was a bit taken aback.  "B, b, b, But we've been out fishing all night and 
haven’t caught anything."  But then he thought for a moment.  He looked at this 
strange and special man and, although he was sure that there were no fish to 
catch, and even though all the nets were now clean and dry and stowed away, 
he said:  "But because you ask we'll do it."

Simon and Andrew sailed out to the middle of the lake.  To exactly the place 
where they had fished all night and caught nothing, and they let down their nets. 
After only a few minutes the young man said:  "Pull them up now,"

Simon was about to laugh when to his amazement he realised that the nets were 
full of fish. In fact they were bulging with the brightest, fattest, and biggest fish he 
had ever caught.

They hauled the nets on board and the fish slithered and wriggled all over the 
bottom of the boat.  Simon just stared at the young man and the young man said: 
"Follow me,!"

Simon and Andrew were amazed.  They made their way back to the shore, 
quickly sold all of the fish they had caught, and having taken all the
money to their families, they set off and followed the young man called Jesus.
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