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SESSION 4: “FEED MY SHEEP”

Day 3: Ignatian Meditation – Flashbacks (part 1)
For today, tomorrow, and the next day, the daily email presents three Ignatian flashbacks to earlier scenes in Peter’s life. For today’s flashback, I invite you first to read Luke 5:1-11. Then imagine with Peter reflecting on the day of his call.

Jesus dangle his legs over the side of the boat and began to speak. His tone was casual, like he was speaking just to me, though I expect everyone thought the same thing. I can’t quite remember what he said that morning, but I can remember the feeling. His words got inside me somehow and found a hole I didn’t even know was there. And they filled the hole. I wish I could explain it better than that, but I’m not an educated man. I just know those little gnawing fears and disappointments that I always have mattered less while he was speaking.

When he was finished, he said, “Row out farther, into the deep water, and drop your nets for a catch.”

I stared at him. I’m sure my mouth hung open. I was tired and sore and hungry and I just wanted to go home and flop onto my bed and sleep. Or at least I should have been. I was always tired and sore and hungry after a night’s fishing. But that morning, I wasn’t. His words had invigorated me and soothed me and fed me.

My brother Andrew and I rowed for the middle of the lake, let down the nets, and within minutes, the boat began to list to starboard, groaning under the weight of so many fish. Frantically, I signaled to James and John in the other boat, and then I splashed to my knees in front of Jesus. “Leave me, Lord, for I’m a sinner.”

Jesus hoisted me up, saying, “That’s precisely why I’m staying with you.” Then he looked at all of us. We stood there, on sinking boats with torn nets in our hands, looking back at him. “Don’t be afraid,” he said. “From now on, you will be fishing for people.”

I still feel ashamed for not understanding those final words until years later. Jesus had cast out the demon from the man in the synagogue and healed my mother-in-law. He had spoken to everyone while making me feel like he was talking to me alone. He was so personal. He healed, loved, encouraged, and admonished each individual person he encountered. For years, I thought his personal approach meant he was being selective, like an angler casting for one kind of fish. But I was mistaken.

His command carried no selectivity, no specificity, no discrimination. He told us to catch people like we caught fish: throw the nets in the water and trawl for everyone.
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