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 In our culture, it seems that the least liked day of the week is Monday.  Maybe you can 

guess why.  Monday means the eagerly-awaited weekend is over, and it’s back to same-old 

work.  Maybe that’s less true for you who farm, since you work 6, maybe 7, days a week, and 

have a less-clear distinction between the work week and the weekend.  But for many people 

in Monday to Friday kinds of jobs—office workers, teachers, shop attendants, students, 

etc.--those Monday morning blues seem to be real, or at least to joke about. 

 Last week I saw some posters on the theme of “Monday.”  One poster was all words in 

big letters, asking:  “Why is Monday so far from Friday, and Friday so near to Monday?”  

Another poster showed a little bald cartoon character with big sunglasses advising:  “Keep 

calm and pretend it’s not Monday.”  A third showed a little boy, maybe 2 years old, holding his 

head and with a pained expression on his face, whining, “Mondays?  You’re telling me they 

will happen every week?”   A fourth showed a woman in front of one of those old-fashioned 

adding machines, thinking to herself, “It’s Monday. I’m refreshed and ready to hate my job.”  

The poster I liked best was a drawing of a psychiatrist sitting in his chair with his notepad, 

listening intently to his patient, who was reclined beside him on a long sloping couch.  This 

patient was a figure made up of a pair of sad-looking eyes at the top, and a long slender body 

extending underneath formed from the letters M O N D A Y.  And this forlorn figure is telling 

the psychiatrist, “Everybody hates me.” 

 When we meet the disciples in our text from John, it’s gotta be a day like Monday.  

Easter Sunday seems long gone.  Do you remember Easter Sunday?  Easter did happen here, 

in this place, three weeks ago.  There was a large crowd, the music was wonderful, the church 

looked stunning with all those Easter flowers in front.  But that was three weeks ago, and 

those flowers are gone, and now we're back to ordinary, normal worship...rather like Monday 

following Sunday.   

 And so I think it’s Monday when we meet these disciples, because Easter seems but a 

distant memory, and they’ve gone back to their same-old same-old routine of fishing.   And 

early one morning, as they go about their same-old same-old fishing, a stranger appears on the 

shore.  You and I, of course, know who this stranger is, but they don't.  You see, they aren't 

looking for Jesus, because it's not Sunday, but Monday.  And this stranger senses that things 

aren't going so well out there on the lake for these fishermen, so he gives them some advice on 

where to cast their nets.  So they cast their nets where he tells them, and what do you 

know--there is a great catch of fish.  Then is the moment one of the disciples--the one whom 

Jesus loved--puts two and two together--"no fish, a stranger comes, the stranger tells us where 

to throw our nets, we get a record catch, AH-HA!--we know this stranger, he is JESUS!"  

 And they get all excited, and Peter jumps into the lake, and they all get to shore and sit 

down together to a breakfast that Jesus has made for them--not the special Easter Sunday 

breakfast we enjoyed three weeks ago, with lots of quiches and sausage and sweet rolls, but 

the same-old same-old Monday morning bran cereal and toast—or, the equivalent for those 

fishermen, their same-old same-old fish.   

 But this same-old boring Monday morning breakfast is different, because Jesus is there. 



Maybe we could say it’s Easter Monday.  And when they’ve finished their fish cereal, Jesus 

turns to Peter, and asks him a question.  “Do you love me?”  “Of course I do.”  “Then,” 

Jesus says, “feed my sheep." Three times he says that.  And then, Jesus repeats the challenge 

he issued a couple of years earlier, when he first met those disciples, also on a shore, beside a 

lake.  He says, simply, "Follow me."  And this all happens not on Easter Sunday, but a very 

ordinary weekday, when the singing has ended, and the flowers are gone, and the dramatic 

announcement of Jesus’ rising has grown dim, and life returns to normal, and it’s back to 

Monday morning. 

 It seems to me there are three things we can take away from this story, three insights 

into what we can expect in the ordinary days and weeks that unfold after Easter.  The first is 

that Jesus is not only alive, but that he is out and about, going here and there, actively looking 

for his friends.  Sometimes we talk about "finding Christ, giving our life to Christ, taking Christ 

into our heart."  It’s something we do—we seek him, we find him.  Sometimes it happens, 

sometimes it doesn’t.  As a teenager I went through an anguished period trying to "find 

Christ," to "let him into my heart."  I never succeeded in “finding Christ,” in the way the 

evangelist assured me I could if I’d only want to.  In our story from John, the disciples don’t 

“find Christ” either.  They’re not looking for him.  They are looking for fish.  And they do not 

find Jesus.  Rather, Jesus finds them.   

 Some years ago I was at a meeting of a group men who had spent time in prison.  

Some of these men were giving their testimony.  One said, "In 1994 Jesus Christ walked into 

my life. Though he's wondered where I'm going, he's never walked out."   

 And that's the way it is, with the risen Christ.  The risen Christ is the seeking Christ.  

He searches, seeks, and saves those who are not wise enough to know where or even how to 

search for him.  Like Jesus does with that determined zealot named Paul on the Damsacus 

road, in our first scripture from Acts, a man who at that moment is dead set against Jesus.  

Probably more often than us taking Christ into our hearts, it is he who takes us into his. 

 A second insight from this post-Easter fishing story is that is that Jesus will just as likely 

find us on a Monday as on a Sunday.  The risen Lord, it seems, is more likely to seek us out not 

in church on a special day, in a religious ceremony dedicated to him, but on an ordinary day, 

when we're back to the same-old routine, be it laundry or farming or office work or studying or 

teaching or fishing or eating that boring unexciting breakfast.  The question is whether we will 

have the eyes to see him. 

 And it’s easy to miss the clues of his presence.  After the attacks on the US on 

September 11, 2001, a special commission was set up to inquire into how these attacks could 

have happened, why the country was not prepared.  They discovered that there had been 

quite a few clues that something deadly was about to happen.  The CIA had names of persons 

who would turn out to be hijackers, but the names were not put on a watch list until one month 

before 9/11.  FBI field agents were warning that al-Qaeda agents were in the country, in flight 

schools, and might be preparing to use airplanes for some kind of attack, but their reports were 

ignored or got buried.  And as for President Bush, it seems that he and his advisors were too 

preoccupied with Saddam Hussein to see the real enemy in their midst.  In hindsight, we now 

can see there were many clues that 9/11 was imminent...but at the time they were not seen, 

because people were not attentive.  

 When the risen Christ appears on the shore, those fishermen disciples at first do not see 



him for who he is.  They see a stranger.  (There’s a clue that Jesus may be nearby--an 

outsider or stranger popping up in our life.)  And it takes a while--it takes some interaction 

with this stranger--until their eyes are opened, and they see that Jesus has come, and that he's 

come not to them in the temple, on a Sunday, but in their normal everyday life, on a Monday.   

 Finally, the third learning from this story.  It is this--when Jesus comes to us, and finds 

us, on a Monday or any other weekday, he does not just stop to greet us and chat.  He makes 

a request, he gives us things to do, he invites us to become part of his project. 

 I had a wonderful cousin who died about 14 years ago.  Alta Schrock was her name.  

She lived in Grantsville, Maryland, she was the first Mennonite woman in the US to get a Ph.D.  

She left her teaching at Goshen College to found Penn Alps, which is a restaurant and craft 

center for the preservation of Appalachian culture and Anabaptist values.  And Alta always 

had something going.   Every time Julie and I would visit her, she would take us to breakfast 

and tell us about her latest project...an old log cabin she was restoring, a peace centre she was 

building.  Once during our visit she told us she thought we just might be the people to help 

serve as hosts of a healing center she was dreaming of. 

 The risen Jesus does something like that.  To those disciples, he does not say, "Hello, 

I'm Jesus, raised from the dead, I’ve come to chat with you, and by the way, I can give you 

eternal life when you die."  He says, "I am Jesus raised from the dead, and I have a new 

project going now, here on this earth, I have work for you to do now.  Come, let's have 

breakfast and talk about it, let’s talk about how you can be part of my project."  

      What project?  A feeding project.  "Feed my sheep," Jesus tells Peter.  In other 

words, “Care for those for whom I care.  Continue the work of making real the coming 

Kingdom of God which I began.  And don’t just talk about me, or sing about me,” Jesus says.  

“Follow me.  And follow me, not just on Sunday, when it’s easier to be my disciples.  Follow 

me on Monday, too.” 

 Since Easter, those Mondays are different.  Since Jesus rose from the dead, those 

Mondays are anything but ordinary.  Because Jesus is alive, and on the loose.  And he seeks 

us out, and finds us when we’re not looking for him.  And he involves us in his project, and 

gives us a job to do, the job of being his disciples in the everyday here and now.  Easter 

Sunday has not been able to contain the risen Jesus.  Now every day has become Easter, any 

day has become a day when he rises from the dead and drops in our our life, all days has 

become our workday for Jesus.  Especially Monday.  

 


