“A Nice Piece Of Fish” 
Scripture Text:

(Sermon outline shared by Pastor Robert M Wecht at the Pearson Memorial UMC on 4/46/09)
Jesus had been crucified on the Cross.  He was the Promised One so many who had hoped, who had prayed, who had truly believed that Christ was the Son of God - there was little doubt that He was the One Moses prophesied about.  



Now He was dead.  He died the most horrific death known to the then “civilized” world.  His blood spilled down to the ground, His voice clearly expressed His physical agony, and nothing was going to change recent events.  

It was over.

Then - then something strange happened.  Two disciples who went to a village called Emmaus the disciples a perplexing tale ----- they told them how Jesus Himself met them along the way and after breaking bread with them He suddenly disappeared.  He vanished into thin air.

I could only imagine what might have been going on in their minds ----- maybe they thought these two individuals were trying to play a practical joke.  Maybe, maybe they were so overcome with grief that they were hallucinating.  Maybe they were just trying to keep the hope of all who followed Jesus alive.

I am sure the disciples didn’t quite know what to do with the story of Jesus walking and talking again.

Then suddenly they were confronted with the truth themselves.  Jesus was there among them ------ and they were scared!  Jesus tried to calm them with a simple and common greeting - “ Peace be with you”.  But that wasn’t enough to do the trick.  Jesus had to do more.  So what did He do?  He asked them to look at His hands and His feet.  And if that wasn’t enough He then asked them to touch Him.  Surely that would be enough to ease their worries and the flood of questions filling their hearts.

Yet, even that it wasn’t enough.  Either they hadn’t totally believed His Words - or remembered His conversations when He said He would rise from the dead.  Perhaps they simply couldn’t understand what He had said earlier - maybe it was just beyond their comprehension.  No matter what the reason ----- they were too amazed to believe.  

As it turns out though --------------------- the thought that kept them from totally and completely being filled with joy was ------------ the fear that it was Jesus’ ghost before them and not the person --------- of Christ.  

Jesus had to make it crystal clear that He was not a ghost or a spirit but the very person of Christ.  To do this He had to do something that no ghost could ever do.

So, He ate a piece of fish.  This simple act removed their fears, removed their doubts, and allowed the joy of the miracle of the resurrection to be experienced by all those around Him.

Only by this unassuming act could His most persistent Followers take that next step in their faith journey and completely embrace the reality that Jesus, their Savior, was alive once more.  It really was a nice piece of fish.

Recognizing Jesus was a problem for the people who were with Him day and night for years, those who ate with Him, those who saw Him cure the lepers, those who saw Him raise the dead.  

If those who knew Jesus the most had trouble recognizing who He was ----- how in the world can we do it today?  How can we who never saw the face of Christ ------------------------------- some 2000 years later believe we can actually recognize the risen Savior in our lives?  How can we see Jesus when we never touched His hand, never saw Him walk down the street, and never saw Him do something miraculous? 

Some people have said that they have seen God when they saw their first sunrise, or when they looked up into a clear night sky as a child on a camping trip.  Others have said they see God every time a tulip blooms in their garden or when they witnessed the birth of their child being born.  

And I can’t and would never say that that wasn’t the case for them.  But for me - this simply is not the case.  Or maybe, it’s not enough.

I need more.  I need something more - personal.  I need the intimacy that only Christ can impart.

It of course would be wonderful if Jesus would regularly come into our daily lives.  If He held our hand when we were scared, or when our car breaks down in the middle of no where.  It would be wonderful if EVERY TIME we saw the beauty of a waterfall or a mountain side filled with 1000's of trees changing colors in the fall we see the face of Jesus - but, unfortunately, it doesn’t always happen.

For me, the most numerous and meaningful encounters with Christ come through the actions of other children of God.  The Bible tells us that God is within us all ---- so God can work through each of us - if we allow Him - to reveal His goodness and His greatness.

When someone goes out of their way to help another person in need - and asks for nothing in return - I see the grace of God.  When a total stranger gives my children a handful of duck food in the zoo just to see them smile - I feel Christ’s presence before me.  When someone tells me the Lord has led them to a specific ministry and I see that ministry flourish ------ I see mercy that can only have originated in Heaven.

When couples come to me, full of questions, full of wonder and amazement of God’s awesomeness, full of joy to be in this house of God ------ and ask to join our church family ---------- my soul is warmed in ways that can only be explained as supernatural.

As a disciple of Jesus Christ I see no need to require Jesus to reveal Himself personally and in the flesh.  Hopefully, Believers see and hear Christ revealed around us everyday.  And we are satisfied with that.  We may not be able to hold His hand but we surely know that His Spirit surrounds us with His love and kindness.

This morning I ask you all to remember that on this earth, as we live in these mortal shells, Christ reveals Himself to us and others.  Look for ways to let others see what a  Christian life is all about - not to show off mind you - but so Jesus is honored, God is glorified, and maybe, just maybe, we can be an instrument in helping a lost soul to be saved.

Christ is in each of us.  Let His light shine through you.  Amen.
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