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Growing up here in the suburbs of Detroit, some of my earliest and greatest memories are 

centered around our family table. Every Sunday, my father’s side of the family would gather at 

my grandparents’ home to share in Sunday dinner. Now I know that many of you may have 

grown up calling the noontime meal “lunch,” but it was “dinner” at Nan and Pop’s house. My 

grandfather was from the south, and “supper” was the evening meal. Each and every week, Nan 

would spend her entire Sunday morning preparing the feast that we would all share. Right at 

noon, aunts, uncles, brothers, sisters, sons, daughters, grandkids and cousins would gather for 

Sunday dinner and find a table filled with at least two or three meats, two types of potatoes, I 

can’t remember how many vegetables, and a variety of desserts to go with it. Oh, and I can’t 

forget the biscuits, cornbread and rolls. 

 

Each one of us would eat until we were stuffed. Then we would have to find room for dessert: 

banana pie, peach cobbler, apple pie. Do you get the picture? Inevitably, when you felt like you 

couldn’t eat another bite, Pop would say, “Did you get enough? You know, son, if you walk 

away from this table hungry, it’s your own fault.” In reality, from the moment we first filled our 

plates, he would ask, “Did you get enough?” From time to time, when we gather together to this 

day as a family, although he has been gone since 1998, I can still hear his voice at the family 

table asking, “Did you get enough?” 

 

As a child, I chuckled whenever Pop would ask that question, “Did you get enough?” or when he 

said, “You know if you walk away from this table hungry, it’s your own fault.” Later in life, 

however, as I grew to know my grandfather, I understood his Sunday question in a whole new 

way. Even as friends and fiancés were invited to the Sunday dinner table, they were welcomed 

and embraced each time with “Did you get enough?” When the leftovers went out to elderly 

neighbors around us, Pop would ask, “Did you get enough?” The big spread was his way of 

showing how much he cared about each and every one of us. Working hard to provide a good 

meal for family, friends and even some neighbors was his way of sharing and showing love to 

those around him. 
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The older I became, the more I also came to understand that Pop grew up in a poverty that I 

never had to know. He was born in the foothills of the Smoky Mountains, in middle Tennessee 

along the border with Kentucky in a small town named Celina. To this day, there are many 

Dulworth ancestors that can be found in community on the outskirts of that town, down a road 

called “Poor House Ridge.” That might help you to understand a little about his life. 

In Pop’s childhood, the men ate first so they could work hard to provide for the family. Then the 

women and children would eat so they could do chores on the farm. A few years ago, one of his 

sisters told me that my great-grandmother put Pop and his older brother to bed naked each night 

so she could wash the only pair of clothes they had for school the next day. “Did you get 

enough?” was a question that came from years of scarcity. And while he didn’t leave the earth 

the wealthiest man in the world, he shared what he had in life with those around him because he 

knew what it was like to go without. 

It wasn’t odd for Pop to come home late from picking up a quick lunch for us, only to hear a 

story about some man who was hungry outside Arby’s or some other fast food restaurant. So Pop 

would take him in and buy him a meal. While we were at home “starving” and waiting for him to 

get back, Pop was feeding hungry people. Truth be told, we were never “starving.” What Pop 

had, he had to share with others. 

In our Gospel lesson today, we hear the story of a day when Jesus crossed the Sea of Galilee and 

gathered with his disciples on the side of hill. As usual, throngs of folks flocked to see Jesus 

because they had heard that he could do great things; miracles even. Supper time came that 

evening. In fact, it was almost time to celebrate Passover. 

Looking out over all the people, Jesus turns to Phillip and says, “Where are we going to buy 

bread for all these people?” Almost as if he forgot that Jesus was standing with him, Phillip 

replies, “I don’t have a clue. Two hundred silver pieces, a half year’s wages, wouldn’t be enough 

to buy food for this crowd.” Phillip had experienced other signs, or miracles, at this time, but it 

was as if he just couldn’t figure this one out. 

Andrew, Peter’s brother, says, “There’s a little boy here with five barley loaves and two fish, but 

they’re a drop in the bucket for this crowd. What are they among so many?” 

Jesus has the disciples instruct the crowd to sit down. Then he takes the five small barley loaves, 

gives thanks, and distributes them among the crowd. Then he does the same with the two fish. 

And when everyone had “enough,” they gathered up twelve baskets full of leftover bread. A 

miracle, right before their very eyes! Can you believe it? 

A miracle happened when a little boy offered up five small loaves of bread and two fish. Did you 

notice that it wasn’t the adults who participated in the offering that day, but a small boy? I 

wonder if he ever thought he would be a key figure in a miracle that day on the side of hill 

overlooking the Sea of Galilee. Or did he just happen to be walking through on his way home?  

What would his mother say when he returned from the market or fishing with nothing left in his 

own hands because he had offered it up to Jesus on the hillside? What if five loaves and two fish 

were all a large family had to eat for the week? Would his mother believe the story about a 

miracle when he returned empty-handed? Or would it take another miracle to save his rear? 
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How did the miracle happen, anyway? How did five loaves and two fish become enough? Did 

the offering of a young boy spur on the generosity of others? Perhaps in seeking answers to the 

questions, we miss the mystery of the miracle itself. When the disciples thought that what they 

had was not enough, what one boy shared became more than enough for everyone to have 

enough. In a moment of sharing, enough was enough! 

One of my favorite daily routines from my time walking the Camino de Santiago two years ago 

has to be the many meals I shared with pilgrims along the way. At the beginning, I remember 

going out to eat often for a pilgrim’s dinner at a local restaurant or café along the way. Many 

times, other pilgrims would meet up with me to spend a mealtime together. 

As I walked, however, I encountered many others along the way who did not have the same 

resources that I had. It wasn’t long before I found myself invited to a pilgrim meal shared in the 

hostel’s kitchen. At these pilgrim meals, everyone pitched in to make the meal. Sometimes 

somebody had carried garlic or oil in their pack throughout the day. Others would grab some rice 

or pasta at a local grocer. Still others would stop by a produce stand and bring in some fresh 

vegetables. Before we knew it, ten to twelve people were sitting down to a great meal. 

Sometimes everyone would chip in a few euros for the meal when we went shopping. Other 

times, one of us would buy the meal for everyone. 

A few people didn’t have much money with them at all. Yet they would cook or clean up after 

the meal. Everyone shared what little gifts he or she had, and at the end of a long day, everyone 

had “enough.” All that was needed would be provided on the journey. 

Whether we knew it or not, we lived out a sense of God’s abundance. As a result, no one had 

need of anything. Everyone had “enough.” Every time the table was set, I felt like we were 

sharing at Christ’s table where all could have their fill. People would be checking in late and 

there was always plenty of food for one more pilgrim to pull up a chair. I heard my grandfather 

saying in my ear, “Did you get enough?” 

When we live out of God’s abundance and share what we have (no matter how little it may seem 

in the greater picture), there is always more than enough to share with others. That’s how God 

works! When a little boy offered up five barley loaves and two fish, over five thousand (not 

including women and children) were fed that day, with twelve baskets of leftovers. 

At Birmingham and Berkley First, when we share generously, children end up teaching us the 

faith through a musical in worship like they did this morning. (Weren’t they amazing?) 

When we share what we have, youth go to Choir Camp and find a place where they are 

unconditionally loved and accepted. Even better, they come back to tell their stories to us. When 

we share what we have, over $30,000 is sent off for hurricane relief efforts through UMCOR.  

When we share what we have—when we live out God’s love—lives are transformed. 

Throughout these past several weeks, I hope that you have read a story, or watched a video of a 

family, or heard a testimony in church that has helped you to know the kind of difference that we 

make as lives are transformed through our ministries at Birmingham and Berkley First. 

Last week, I told you that we have asked our staff to dream big as they plan for ministry in the 

coming year. We had around 300 for Vacation Bible School this summer. What will it take for us 
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to reach 400 next year? Our average attendance is currently around 700. What will it take to have 

over 1,000 by the time we reach our 200th anniversary in 2021? As our staff have started to 

dream big, they are refocusing our work on keeping our mission ever before us. Together we 

plan to grow as we ground ourselves in our mission “to gather, nurture, and equip disciples of 

Jesus Christ for ministry and mission in the world.” 

As we seek to gather disciples, we’ve primed ourselves for a new emphasis on developing more 

outreach events in the coming year. We’ve adjusted our current staff configurations to meet this 

need, but we’ve also increased our budget request for more outreach programs. 

As we seek to nurture more disciples, we are emphasizing a need for growing our adult 

education and faith formation classes in conjunction with our current work in family ministries.  

We’re hoping to add another full-time clergy staff member to address an identified need for 

basic-level Bible study and faith formation in small group settings. 

Finally, we’re hoping to expand our missions work as we continue to equip disciples for ministry 

and mission in our world. 

Last week, I reported that this represents an overall increase of about $200,000 or 6.7%. We’re 

also planning for FORWARD to lead us in developing long-term goals early next year. 

Therefore, we want to be ready to give our leadership what they need to keep us moving into the 

future that God has in store for us together. 

This week, your commitment cards will come in the mail, if they have not already. I hope that as 

you’ve seen and heard the stories of the lives that have been transformed through our ministries, 

you’ve been praying about how you might help us tell the next story of transformation. As your 

card arrives this week, have the conversations around your family tables about how you, your 

spouse, and your children might take part in telling the next story of transformation. How have 

your lives been transformed here in this sacred place? How will we be transformed in our giving 

in the coming year? 

What does five loaves and two fish look like for you? Does it seem just a drop in the bucket 

when the need is so great? If you wonder whether you can give enough to make a difference, 

then I invite you to think about what our United Methodist Women are able to do when so many 

people donate just a few items twice a year for a rummage sale. 

Or even better yet, think of a little boy who offered up his five loaves of bread and two fish. 

Again, what does that look like for you and your family? When you prayerfully fill out your 

commitment card, bring it with you next week (or send it in if you can’t be here), and together 

we’ll offer our gifts up to God. I’m confident that when we prayerfully share what we have 

received from God’s abundance, God will bless it as surely as Jesus blessed a little boy’s gifts, 

and together we’ll be amazed when Enough is Enough: enough to do what God has put before 

us; enough to feed the hungry; enough to share Jesus’ love and grace with children; enough to 

live out love; enough to see lives transformed. Did you get enough? What will we offer so that 

others might experience enough? 


