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Luke 10:30-37

This morning I will speak to the young people. I don't have much to say
because you are saying so much—in your songs and in your flags and in your being
here.

You look wonderful and your flags and decorations make the church look
great. So first, I guess I should say thank you.

You heard the story a moment ago about the Good Samaritan. I'd like to
take a moment to share another story, not unlike the Good Samaritan; about a fish,
named Walter.

Walter was an unfortunate fish, who called the ocean his home.
Unfortunately, one day, a great wave lifted Walter up and threw hiwi up on the
shore. You can imagine his surprise and concern when he looked up and saw an
almost endless expanse of sand between himself and his ocean home. It looked like
he had no hope of ever getting back into the water. But then, Walter saw a man
approaching, and between gasps, he said, "Excuse me, Sir. It seems I've gotten
myself into an awful mess. You see, I am a fish and I belong in the ocean, but a
great wave cast me up here. Could you be so kind as to throw me back in the
water?"

The man was rather busy but took time to give Walter a pat on the head and
said, with a cheerful voice, "The Lord helps those who help themselves," and then
he left.

Some time passed and Walter was getting nervous. His breaths were
becoming more and more difficult the longer he was out of the water. Then a
woman appeared on the beach right in front of him.

"Excuse me, ma'am," said Walter. "It seems I have gotten myself into an
awful mess. I belong in the ocean, but, as you can see, I have been washed ashore.
Could you be so kind as to put me back in the water?"

Well, the woman was a great psychologist and wanted to help and was
willing to take time, so she sat down and said, "So, you have a problem? Would you
like to talk about it?"

Walter said, "No, I'd really just like to get into the water."

"But what in your past has made you want to get into the water?" The
psychologist got irritated and said, "If you don't talk about your problems, you will
never resolve them. I'm afraid I can't help you," and she walked away.

Walter thought that this was the end. He knew he was close to death. Then
he saw another man walking up the shore. But as he drew nearer, Walter saw that
the man was a fisherman—and he looked very hungry. He had his pole with him
and a very sharp hook and a net. Now Walter knew he was finished for either he
would end up in this man's frying pan, or he would die on the beach. He closed his
eyes to await his fate. But instead of the cold bite of a hook, he felt the man lifting




